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A s Wonderful IRONIZED YEAST  
Tablets Add 10 to 25 Pounds 

in a Few Weeks

SCIENTISTS have discovered that thousands of 
people are thin and rundown only because they 

don’t get enough Vitamin B and iron from their 
daily food. Without these vital substances you may 
lack appetite and not get the most body-building 
good out of what you eat.

Once these substances are supplied—and you get thorn 
now in these amazing little Iconized Yeast tablets—the 
improvement that comes in a short time is often astonish
ing. Thousands report wonderful new pep, gains of 10 to 
2.r> pounds in a  few weeks—complexions naturally clear—a 
new natural attractiveness that w ins friends everywhere.

Food chemists have found that one of the richest 
sources of marvelous health-building Vitamin B is the 
special rich yeast used in making English ale. Now by a  
costly process, this rich imported ale yeast is combined 
with Vitamin B concentrate from yeast and with 3 kinds 
of strength-building iron,

The result is these new, easy-to-take Ironized Yeast 
tablets, which thousands of formerly skinny people who 
needed their vital substances hail as one of tire greatest 
weight-building, health-building discoveries of all time.

Make this money-back test
Get Ironized Yeast tablets from your druggist today. If 
with the first package you don't eat better and FEE!, 
better, with much more strength and pep—if you're not. 
convinced that Ironized Yeast w ill give you the normally 
attractive flesh, new energy and life you have longed 
for, the price of this first package promptly refunded.

Only ho sure you get genuine Ironized Yeast, and not 
some cheap, inferior substitute which does not give the 
same results. Look for 'TY" stamped on each tablet-

Special offer!
To start thousands building- up their health right away, 
we make this special offer. Purchase a  package of 
Ironized Yeast tablets at once, cut out the seal on the 
box and mail it to us w ith a clipping of this paragraph. 
We will send you a fascinating new book on health, 
“New Facts About Your Body.” Remember, results with 
the first package—or money refunded. At all druggists. 
Ironized Yeast Co., Inc., Dept. 779, Atlanta, Ga,

IMPORTANT
Beware of substitutes. 

Be sure you get genuine 

IRONIZED YEAST. 
Look for the letters “IY” 

on each tablet.



f p  "One dork nigfif," writes Mr. Brownell, " I  had to cross Fourth la k e  
in  a canoe. The u tter silence gave one the feeling o f being a million miles 
from civilization.

M  B i o w r u  ■ • Hietmed (Saids ; 
A&rmidack Forest Pxer,et-ve

(Qf "The plrme shot aside as it took the air, missing my canoe by what seemed 
like inches! I  think I  can truthfully sav that those ‘Eveready’ fresh bated 
batteries saved my life. I l l  tell the world I ’ll never be w ithout them in my 
flashlight. It j-.K-t doesn’t pay to take chances. J

EX7?fft
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NAT I O N  A l  C A R B O N  C O M P A N Y ,  I N C . ,  3 0  EAST 4 I N D  STREET,  NE W T O R K ,  N .  Y.
Unit «/ Union Curbi.h-(T(~m and Carbon Corporation
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T O  D O N U T  

D t / N K E R S

FlUOW DONUT DUNKERS — ARISE!
W e  w a n t  f r e e d o m  to  d u n k
w h e re  a n d  w h e n  w e  w a n t  to  . . . th e  r i g h t  t o
d ip  a  d e lic io u s  d o n u t  in  co ffee , te a  o r  m ilk .

THIS WORLD’S FAIR NATIONAL DUNKING ASSN, h a s

at the New York World’s Fair or the 
San Francisco Fair, cat, dunk and be 

merry at the famous Donut Exhibits. As a charter 
member of the Dunking Association, you'll also be 
entitled to dunk in the special Dunkers Booth for 
club members.

v
1

£

b e en  f o r m e d  by  r e a l  d o n u t  lo v e r s  w h o  s h a re  
th e  d e l ig h t  o f  d u n k in g  th e  w a y  th e y  p le a se . 
A n d  to  s p re a d  th e  g o o d  w o r d  e v e ry w h e re  we 
o ffe r  t o  se n d  y o u  , . .

ABSOLUTELY FREE! Your Dunking Membership Badge 
and Your Dunking Membership Certificate: With 
these credentials you will be given dunking rights 
wherever you eat. All your friends will ask to join 
the association. And think of the fun you’ll have at 
parties when you show your badge to those who 
question your right to dunk!

ALSO FREE! Your “Official Dunking Rules of Eti
quette” that clear up all the fine points. Are napkins 
permitted? Should your fingers get wet? How many 
donuts per cup? Should your pinky stick out? Learn 
the answers to these and many other important 
questions.

HO DU ES-NO COST! Believe in  our sincerity that we 
don’t  ask you to buy a thing as a Fellow Dunker. 
Just join our organization and enjoy with us the fun 
of spreading pleasant donut dunking. And if you’re

RUSH COUPON FOR FREE DUNKING MATERIAL! This
offer expires Sept. 30, 1939 so lose no time in mail
ing the coupon. Simply paste on penny postcard.

Send no money. But be sure you 
mail coupon at once to:

N A T I O N A L  
D U N K I N G  A S S N .
P. O. Box 38 * World’s Fair, N . Y.

RUSH C O U P O N  TODAY!
J NATIONAL DUNKING ASSOCIATION NC |
J P. 0. Box 38, World's Fair, N. Y . {
1 Sure 1 want to joinI Rush me, ABSOLUTELY FREE, J 
I m y copy of "Official Dunking Rules of Etiquette”, I 
* my Dunking Badge, and nay Dunking Membership g
I Card absolutely without any obligation on my part! • |
g Name,.,,.,-,.,,,.......jjj
I . .  j
1 A d d r e s s . , . . . * , . , I
i ' 7” §

C i t y ....j



X-Wiwe Is

Stop
a n d

Rupture
look Younger!

worries

W o u ld n ’t  i t  be  a gvand  an d  g lo rio u s fee lin g  to  fo rg e t ru p tu re  
w o rry  co m p le te ly  an d  le t peace of m in d  an d  n ew  z e s t fo r 
liv ing  m ak e  y o u  look y o u n g e r?  B u t y o u  ca n ’t  if a  g o u g in g , 
uncosnfortaWe truss nags you constantly, if you never know a mo- 
merit's security, if you feel your rupture is growing worse all the 
time, with not even hope of the opening closing up. W orry, worry, 
worry, day after day, for all your life . . . why, it’s bound to make 
any mar, or ■woman look old, haggard, and worn out beyond their years. 
Don’t, don’t, don’t  submit to this terrible, needless tragedy of dragging, 
ageing worry. A t this very moment,

H»»pacJ which comes 
in contact with 
the body.

ft— Light weight disc 
which holds pad.

©—►Shows *fc» , shapi* 
of soft rul&taf pad

a '  fed.ore it is pressed 
egransfc body.!*/• 88—SJottcS line -show$ 

* how the pad $g.t« 
tens o u t under 
pressure,-

E-OriS ae .through 
which the pad. xiratK-ety breathes

. : ephferra to; differ
ent body jpre5sws.es* 

CosMopj 4?s, wde Shapes m i  SfccS,

yon read these words you can 
decide to enter upem a 
glorious new life. N ot 
b y  so m e  c la p - t r a p ,  
senseless “magic” ; but 
by the thoroughly effec
tive aid of the world- 
famous BROOKS Pat
ented AIR-CUSHION 
Rupture^ Support—that
holds, with a velvet touch; yet So securely that you practically for
get rupture, banish worry* become normally active and again know 
the zest and Joy of life #tat cannot-help but make yea took younger. 
Scores of thousands know this is true, L et the Brooks... help ydsi*
A  BROOKS APPLIANCE WILL BE SE N T OM T R IA L  

TO PROVE ITSELF OM YOUR OW N BO D Y
BROOKS asks no mart or woman to hx%y a Brooks Appliance . cut* 
tight, oa  faith alone. Instead it. will fee sent you on a thorough irm t 
W ear it*. Put it to every test for heavenly comfort and security, . If 
you or your doctor are not satisfied, return the BROOKS and the 
trial will cost you nothing. So. if you have reducible rupture send for 
a  BROOKS Air-Cushion truss and let it prove-itself on pour omr body* 
How doctors regard the- BROOKS is shown fey 
the fact that m ore. than 9.000 have ordered, |1 | | |  
cither for .themselves' or their patients. g j jg  % - s M
tow cost,.. Am the aiimwshiom WSt ^$0

Support Gives Nature a Chape® te ig M
Cl.ose tHe OPENING W r n  g f f l

Rich or poor—ANY O H S can afford to buy .ft jS i f  * ** £
BROOKS, B ut look out for imitations and /WBE
counterfeits. The Genuine BROOKS is never | | | j  j i g
sold in stores dr by agents. I t  is made up, after | | i ?  t i l l
your order is received, to fit your particular case. 8 p  \  f 9 |
The Patented Air-Cushion Support does away M g  \ T  ~Wk
completely -with hard^ gouging, ̂  painful pads. | g |  M  ,0m
There are no stiff, punishing springs, instead, H j |  M  §jm
the yielding, dinging, secure AIR-CUSHION S B - S t  ^Sm
and velvet soft body band. Sanitary, light
weight, inconspicuous. Ho metal girdle to rust 
•or corrode. And the Patented Automatic AIR- 
CUSH IO N  continually works to give Nature

Learn How Y& bmk YOUftGER — Send tar 
m m  and T R IA L  O f  FE*?

Ho * . , don’t order a BROOKS. now * , , F IR ST  get the 
complete, revealing explanation, How. the BROOKS securely
holds reducible rupture Is "made as '.clear to you as ABC. Why 
rupture worry ends is utterly plain. Hew the Patented AIR- 
CUSHION Support gives perfect security with heavenly eofafort 
is shown ax a  glance, Bearn how yat*. cast fee fitted Individually 
for any kind of reducible rupture, THEM  you’ll never rest 
until you wear a BROOKS, prove its advantages on your own 
feudy. A nd. rememfeer, if. not satisfied, the TR IA L is at^ OUR, 
risk, MOT yours, Pon’t  pass up m  opportunity like this,

BRO O KS A m iA N C E  CO*
STATE STREET fHAMSHALL, WICH*

chance to  close the 
egoning*. Y/bat a contrast to ordinary hard-pad uncomfortable trusses!

MAPI, CO!iPON MOW
Brooks Appliance Co,
433-G State St.. HarshaS,
In  PLA IN  EN V ELO PE, please send year 
F R E E  K O O K  o h  B a p h '™ , 'P S O O P - . o l  B e ,  
mstts, arid aBIAX QWlt&S, S ri Sne is to call 
©n m e  p e r s o n a lly  a b o u t  m y  ru p tu re .

Narae.__-_ _ ....._ ... ........ ,............... .,......... -
S M v , ______ _ _________ __________ _

r i .k  -OiriPri; tor t '  ut n  VJ-rr::S ; j  cr Q
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QUICK, EASIER WAY
t o

f o nKIKIRKIfi
Practical WORK

I N  M Y

CHICAGO SHOPS

WANT TO EARN MORE MONEY?
Have you ever dreamed of holding down 
a steady, good pay job? Have you 
iver dreamed of doing the work you 
•eally like in a job that holds promise 
)£ a real future in the years ahead?

Well, we all know that yon can’t get 
the good things in life by just dream
ing about them. Hundreds of fellows
are today holding down mighty fine jobs with 
prospects of a  bright future. They are filling 
ifecse lobs because they had the foresight to  
enuip themselves with the  right kind of 
t ra in in g . Most of these men were only aver
age fellows a  short tim e ago, bu t the proper 
training helped to  lift them  out of the low pay 
ra n ts  of unskilled workers. The same oppor
tun ity  is now offered to  yo u .

The great fasdnating'fietd of ELECTRICITY  
Oilers a real future to  many men and young 
men who are willing to  prepare for a  place in 
th is giant industry.

I ’ L L  F I N A N C E  Y O U R  T R A I N  I N O

Here at my school in Chicago, the 
world’s  Electrical Center, you can 
get 12 weeks* S h op  T rain ing  in  
ELECTRICITY, that can help give 
you your start towards a better job.

You will be trained on actual equip
ment and machinery and because of 
our method of training, you d o n ’t
need previous experience o r  a  io t of edu ca
t io n . Many of my successful graduates never 
even completed Grammar School.

Here in my school you work on generators, 
motors, dynamos, you do bouts wiring, wind 
armatures ar.d do actual work in  many other 
brandies of electricity and right now I’m in
cluding valuable instruction in Diesel, E lectric 
R efrigera tion  and Air C ondition ing  a t  n o  
extra cost, Onr practical shop methods make i t  
eas ier to  lea rn —F irs t the instructors te ll  you 
bow  a  thing should be done—tiion they show 
you how it  should be done — then you do 
the actual work yourself.

You can get this training first—then p ay  fo r i t  
J a te r  in easy m o n th ly  p ay m en ts , starting 60 
days after year 12 weeks' training period is over 
— th en  you have 12 m o n th s  to  complete your 
payments.

If you r.eedparttfn se  w ork to  help out with 
expenses while training in my shops, my employ
m ent department will help you get it, Thenaftet 
eradiation' this tJapartjinrat-wtil give you valu« 
£ble life tim e em ploym en t service.

Send th e  coupon tod ay  fo r a ll details. 
Vvirtn I cot it i ’ll send you roe: bio; freo book con* 
tsiniag dozens of pictures of studentsat work in

If. C. L E W IS , P re sident

COYNE ELfcH0OClfL

my shops. I ’Ualsoiellyouabotitray^PsyA fter j 
G ra d u a tio n ’’ p la n , how many e a rn  w hile  S 
lea rn in g  and how we help our students 1 

aftergradn&fio-EU Fillio, 
clip coupon, m a il tod ay  
fo r your s t a r t  to w ard  
a  brighter future.

SCO S. Paulina S t, Cept,69-84. Chicago {  * * S K 2 S * * w ^ J
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BLACK BAT

The Mysterious Avenger and Nemesis of 
Crime Whose Exploits Spell T-H-IUI-i -l ,*

LEARN

THE

SE C R E T

OF THE

M YSTERIOU S

PASTE
G E M S !

•

•

PRO BE

THE

BAFFLING 

SWINDLE 

THAT 

LEADS TO 

SLA U G H TE R !

FEATURED IN

MURDER GILLS THE BLACK BAT
In the September issue of Our Companion Magazine

ro
o

\o_
ro

M A G A Z I N E .

NOW ON SALE AT ALL STANDS



make § 3 0  § 4 0   ̂5 0 a wee^
I will train you at home fo r many Good 
Spare Tim e and Full Tim e Radio Jo b s

Established 25 years
Institute

S e t  Servicin g

Fixing Radio sets in 
spare time pays many 
$5, $19, $15 a week ex
tra while learning. Full 
time repair work ©ays 
as much as $30, $1&, 
$50 a  sr-gefc.

B roadcasting
Stations

Employ managers, en
gineers, instaiiatio-n 
and maintenance men 
Tor fascinating jobs 
mad pay well for 
trained men»

Loud Speaker 
System s

Building, installing, ser
vicing and operating 
public address systems 
is another growing- field 
for men welt trained in 
Sadia

_ j E o m a
$50 Monthly in Spam Time

*'T work on Radio part tin e. Still 
holding my regular job. Sim* en- 
r < » p « i v e n  rears ago. I have 
averaged around >50 every rjepUu 
JOHN B. MORI.'SETTS. Slid Val
ley St.. Manchester, N. H.

Make* $50 to $fiQ 
a Week

*1 am making between $59 and $80 
% week, after all expenses are paid, 

getting a ll the Radio work ! 
care of, thanks to Is. -R-. 1 

SPANGLER, 136% S- 
Gay St., K A ioxv illev  
Tenn.
Operates Public Address System

'*1 have a position ■with (be Los 
Angeles Civil Service, Gyrating' 
the Public Address System, in the 
City Hall Council. My calory is 
tlTQ a month.'" R H. ROOD, 
City Hall, Los Angeles, Calif.

Radio offers you many ftpp'Wuu.it.te* for 
well paying spare time end fid: tune
job-.. And you don't have i.> give up your 
oli) jnh. lejiv® tmme or wji.'nd rt inr of uintii y
In train to get these jobs- to become a 
Radio Technician.
O cf Really New for Jobs Like There
Radio broadcasting stal ion a employ en
gineers, operators, station manager.? and 
pay noli for trained men. Fix mg Ei-.no 
sots in spare time pays, many $390 to $500 
a year—Ctsl time iobs with Radio k.Hbers. 
manufacturers and dealers as much a.» 
$30, $40, $50 a week. Many Radio Tech
nicians open, full or part time Radio gales 
and repair businesses. Radio manufac
turers and jobbers employ testers, - inspectors, 
:foremen, engineers,’ serySceiisea, in good-pay 
jobs with opportunities for advancement. 
Automobile, police, aviation, commercial 
Radio, loud speaker systems are ne,v,er 
fields offering good opportunities now and 
for the future. Television promises to open 
many good .lobs soon. Men I trained have 
good jobs in these brandies of Radio. Read 
Low they got their jobs. Mail coupon.

W hy M any Radio Technicians 
Make $30, $40, $50 «  W eek 

Radio- is  young—-yet it ’s  one of our large 
industries. More than 26,000,000 homes 
have one or more Radios, There are more 
Radios than telephones. Every year miilibos 
of Radios gat out of date and are replaced. 
Millions more need new tubes, repairs. 
Over $50,060,008 are spent every year for 
Radio repairs alone. Over 5,006,000 au?o 
Radios are in use; more are feeing sold 
every day, offering more profit-making- op
portunities for Radio Technicians, And 
RADIO IS STILL YOUNG, GROWING, 
expanding into new fields. The few 
hundred $30 , $15, $80  a week jobs of 
20 years age have grovrn to thousands.
Yes, Radio offers opportunities—now 
sn,& for the future.
Many Make $5. $J0, $15 a Week Extra 

in Snare Tims While Learning 
The day you enroll, in addition to our 
regular Course, l  start sending Extra 
Money Job Sheets; show you how to 
do Radio Repair jobs. Throughout 
your training I send plans ansi direc
tions that made good spare time money 
—$300 to $500—for hundreds, while 
learning.

Here’s How You ©sf ProoHeei!
E xperience W hile Learning

I semi you special Radio equipment; 
show you- htiST to conduct experiment;?, 
build circuit® frustrating .important prin
ciples used in modern Radio toeehrers, 
broadcast Stations and loud-speaker in
stallations. This 50-50 method of training 

;with, pilnted iosinictions and working 
with Radio parts and circuits—makes 
learning at .home interesting, faseinatinj?, 
practical. I ALSO GIVE YOi; A  MOD
ERN, PROFESSIONAL, ALL-WAVE, 
ALL PURPOSE) RADIO--SET SERVIC
ING" iNSTRirMENT to h&& you make good 
money fixing Radios while learning and 
co.ulp’ you with a professional instrument, 
for full Urns- jobs after giraduaUon.

M oney Beck A g reem en t  
Protects Y m

I aid so sure I can train you to  your satis- 
faetioa that I agree-in writing to refund 
every penny you pay me, ft you are not 
satisfied with toy Lessons ami- Jnstnit^ion 
Service' s?l?aa you finish. .. A copy of till# 
agreement comes with my Free Rook.

Find O ut W h at Rn-dto O ffers Y«n 
Act Today. M ail- the coupon now for 
"Rich Rewards in. Radio.” It--points out 
.Radio's spare time sad full tsar® opportu
nities and tliase. cwmiag in Tekrisieo.; tells 
About, my training in Radio and Televi
sion.; shows you letters from m m  I  trained, 
telling wfeat they are doing snd earning. 
Find out what .R9.il.io- offers -YOU! • MAIL 
OOIjPLN in an envelope or paste on a  
postcard-—NOW 1

J. £. SMITH, President 
Dept. 9109, National Radio Institute 

Washington, 0 . G.

•*> B . S M IT H , P r e s id e n t ,  D e p t . M M  .
N a t io n a l  R a d io  I n s t i t u t e ,  W a s h in g to n , D .  <1.

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me,- send “Rich Rewards in R adio/' *  
which- points out the spare time and full time opportunities in  Radio and explains 5 
your 50-50 method of training men at home in spare time to become Radio a 
Teclmieiaas, (Please Write Plainly. > |

n a m e ..................____________________________________AGE.................... j

AonBEss   I
CITY................... ............... ..................................... ......... . -.-TATi;........ ............... .. J|



SEND FOR YOUR HOROSCOPE
BASED ON THE $UNfS POSITION 

AT YOUR BIRTH

★
A Searchlight on Your Personality!

/'“LEAR. REVEALING. Portrays your traits and trends, 
according to  your zodiacal starting point. Gives you 

an insight into the amazing solar vibrations which exerted 
such a powerful influence at your birth and which still dom
inate your real self.

One of the most valuable aids to self-understanding is 
the Solar Horoscope. It explains you to  yourself and shows 
you the true significance of the latent forces in your mature.

All you need do to  receive this Horoscope NOW  is to  
fill out the application form above and send with 15c in 
stamps or coin, which includes mailing and handling. Ad
dress EVERYDAY ASTROLOGY, 22 W est 48th St., New 
York City, N. Y.



I Am Getting Ready to Earn More Money
Preparing for a Bigger Jobm a m
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promotion as a result of the hour or so a day I 
have been spending getting acquainted with the 
principles of the work I enjoy. I use only part 
of my spare time, so it doesn’t  interfere with 
my home and social life, and certainly helps me 
on the job,

I have been surprised at the practical manner 
in which even advanced work is explained. It 
is a lot easier than I had expected. I only wish 
I had started' this plan of getting ahead a few 
years earlier. But when I was 18 to 201 felt pretty 
sure .of myself, I didn’t  take enough sto ck  in 
what more experienced people told me about 
the importance of being thoroughly trained for 
the job I wanted.
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Mr. Mattingly & Mr. Moore 
find they grow more popular every day!

“Oh, Mr. Mattingly,
Oh, Mr. Mattingly,
W e  daily grow in people’* 
estim ations...

“Swarming crowd s a t stations meet us, 
__ Cheering delegations greet us 
\ To say our brand exceeds their 

expectations!”

“Yes, Mr. Moore,
Yes, Mr. Moore,
And our M & M their 
judgment vindicates.

"W e slow distill for flavor prime, 
So ask for M & M next time— 
You’ll find its price is lower 
than it* flavor indicates I”

^ { { j J

IF YfttT tr ied  to  guess the  price 
of Mattingly & Moore by its 
smooth, mellow flavor,you'd think 

it costs a whole lot more than jt 
does!

You see, M &  M is AIX whis
key. . ,  every drop sW-distilied. 
More, it is a  blend o f straight

vshiskies—the kind of whiskey we 
think is best of all!

M & M has been famous down 
in Kentucky for more than 60 
years! Get acquainted with its 
grand old-fashioned flavor today! 
Ask for i t  at your favorite bar or 
package store.

Mattingly & Moore
Long on Q u a l i t y — Short on Price!

A  hh-ml of straight whhkhs—90  proof r Every drop is whiskeys 
E rnnkfm  DistU km s, Incorporated, L o m m tk  & Baltimore.
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N o sooner had he touched the meat than his 
hand jerked back

THE KILLE 
WITH CLAW

Hated Cats, Did Harry Grove, 
But He Let His Hatred Carry

Him a. Step Too Fv: i

By G. T. FLEMING— ROBERTS
Attlltor of “Blnod of the Mummy," ‘'House of Hungry Death,™ etc.

H E  didn’t have any name that I 
ever heard. Everybody in the 

LZfy shop just called her the cat wom
an. X don’t suppose anybody in the 
world ever liked her. You can like a 
man or a woman or an animal, but you 
can’t  like a thing. She was sort of a 
thing.

I ’ve heard about zombies, which
15

superstition, defines as corpses brought 
back to an imitation of life. The closest 
you could ever come to seeing a zombie 
would be to meet the cat woman. But 
if you’ve never met her, so much the 
better; she’ll stay oat of your dreams. 

The first time X saw her, X was 
bending over a wood pattern for a 
Dutch silver caudle-stick I was carving.
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I am the only wood carver in the M etal- 
A rt Shop, and it’s my tedious job to 
make the patterns that are used in cast
ing the base m etal forms of certain or
nam ents. In the little shop we make 
anything tha t is cheap and shoddy and 
flashy and can be made out of m etal—> 
slum jewelry, costume stuff, antimony- 
covered castings we call Dutch silver, 
gold-plated points for two-bit fountain 
pens, m ost anything the jobbers order. 
I t ’s a tiny factory employing about 
eight men and located on a dingy alley 
across from the odorous back porch of 
the cat woman’s house.

As I said, I was working on this can
dle-stick pattern, completely absorbed, 
pretending I was a second Cellini, 
when I felt something soft rub against 
my shoulder. A t first, thinking it was 
one of the other boys try ing  to devil 
me so that I ’d jam  the point of m y 
num ber 8 tool into my finger, I  tried 
not to  notice. T hen I heard a sound, 
something like prrt-prrrt, the happy 
greeting of a house cat. I  turned my 
head slightly, and there she was.

n E R  long, starved body was length
ened by a shapeless garb of flan

nel th a t m ight once have been white 
bu t was now the gray of an alley cat. 
She was bent over, scrawny hand 
clutching withered thighs, rubbing her 
filth-matted gray hair against my 
shoulder. “D on’t! ” I jerked back, a 
chill of loathing com ing over me.

She made tha t sound again—prrrt. 
She raised her head, and I saw into the 
hideous vacancy of her green eyes. 
Nothing there, I  tell you; simply win
dows of green glass looking into an em
pty chamber. She had a short, wide 
nose w ith dirty  nostrils, a  wide m outh 
th a t grinned senselessly and was 
trim m ed at its corners with patches of 
sparse gray hairs half an inch long. 
H er thin lips slavered and their drool
ing formed droplets on the tufts of hair 
about her mouth. I  noticed then tha t 
she had no chin w orth of the name. 
Rather, she had chops.

She made another effort to fawn 
upon me and I stood up quickly. The 
loathing I felt for her made me grip the 
knobby handle of my keen carving tool 
in  a g rip  tha t le ft my fingers numb.

“P rrrt-prrrt !*
Across the shop, Glen Arnhausser, 

its owner, guffawed. He came over to 
where I stood shivering and dropped 
a heavy hand on my shoulder.

“You should vorry about her now, 
Maxie. Chust ignore her. Chust a 
harm less old voman not yet right in der 
head, my poy. She comes around der 
shop lots, m it intentions you should 
give her someding from der lunch. She 
don’t mean noddings pad. She’s nice 
kitty, huh ?”

A rnhausser roared again; for this, I 
was to  understand was a sample of his 
hum or. He slapped my shoulder to in
dicate tha t I was to laugh, too. But I 
couldn’t. I ju st stood there, staring  at 
the woman and gently testing  the 
sharpness of my tool against my palm.

A rnhausser stamped his foot. "Skat, 
teu fe l.”

The lean gray shape slunk away 
from me into a darker corner of the 
shop where her bony fingers picked 
over a pile of old rags there. Then I 
saw the cats. There m ust have been 
a dozen of them, all starved and frigh t
ened creatures, gray, black, spotted, 
and tiger cats—all sneaking with the 
silence of shadows, seeming to me to 
take strategic positions about the room 
as though we were mice rather than 
men.

I  could not work until the woman 
had gone away again. O ut the wide 
alley door she went, w ith her cats trail
ing her, over into her back yard to 
climb the rickety steps onto her back 
porch. H ers was a large house, painted 
a scaly green, w ith ro tten  wood shin
gles th a t strewed the neighborhood 
when ever there was a heavy wind.

She was always coming around the 
shop, I learned, poking into this corner 
and that, treading her way among small 
and noisy machines w ith a sure-footed
ness that was uncanny. Always when 
she came I would lay down my tools 
and devote myself to keeping out of her 
way. She was always try ing to fawn 
upon the men, u ttering  th a t strange, 
delightful purr tha t seemed her only 
means of expressing her disgusting af
fections. I never saw her find anything 
to eat but once, and I ’ll say more about 
th a t later.
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E VEN Gltn Arnhausser, who was 
goodnature! above the average, 

hated her, so I wondered tha t he did 
not close his doors and windows when 
she came around. But I think no one 
looked upon her as H arry  Grove did.

H arry  was a big man with square 
shoulders and a head tha t I am sure 
would have been nearly flat on top ex
cept for his unruly black hair. He was 
one of these inherently cruel men, a 
relentless hunter with a shotgun both 
in and out of season. I  have seen hint 
stone the trem bling curs tha t sneaked 
along the alley nosing off the tops of 
garbage containers. It was always a 
wonder to me he didn’t kill some of the 
old woman’s cats. And as it turned 
out, he did.

One day w hen I was dodging the cat 
woman’s usual foraging. I found myself 
standing next to H arry  Grove’s bench 
where he was grinding pert points. He 
was paying only the necessary atten
tion to w hat he was doing, his eyes now 
and then shifting to  the cat woman and 
her mangy prowlers. There was in his 
eye a look of profound hatred, but also 
something sneaking, as though fear 
w as a part of his expression.

“ Listen, H arry, just who is that 
woman?’’ I asked.

H arry  noticed me w ith his luminous 
brown eyes and then returned them  to 
the cat woman. “Don’t know,” he said. 

“W ho takes care of her?”
“ She does. She lives alone w ith those 

cats. She takes care of herself and the 
cats, too. There m ust be hundreds of 
cats in that house.”

“But she’s an imbecile,” I said. 
“W hat’s she doing at large? W hy 
doesn’t  somebody' do something about 
her?”

“Maybe somebody will,” he mum
bled, and turned  away.

Every m orning after that, on my way 
to  work through the alley, I ’d come 
across dead cats lying on the pavement 
back of the cat woman’s house. They 
hadn’t been shot or run over by a truck 
or anything like that. They were just 
dead—-horribly- dead as though there 
had been convulsions at the end.

I knew somebody was poisoning the 
cats, but I  never thought of big H arry  
Grove as the poisoner. I  could see him

killing the cats with a club or skinning 
them  alive for sheer pleasure of being 
cruel, bu t I  couldn’t see him as a crafty 
poisoner. Unless, of course, he was 
afraid of something. And I  couldn’t 
picture anybody of H arry’s build being 
afraid.

B ut then he was the poisoner, be
cause one day I saw him in the supply 
room spreading arsenic paste on canned 
sardines. He was grinning at whatever 
ugly thing was going on in his brain 
and there was unholy glee in his eyes. 
N ext m orning there  were five dead cats.

The cat woman’s brain wasn’t  large 
enough to receive an impression etched 
by one of these microscopic engraving 
artists who can put the Lord's Prayer 
on the head of a pin; otherwise, she 
would have got the idea tha t she and 
her pets were repugnant to someone 
at the shop.

O r perhaps she would have got the 
idea had H arry ’s- subtle killings made 
any appreciable difference in  the size of 
her cat family. B ut I  was certain the 
cats were m ultiplying as fast as H arry 
destroyed them. So the cat woman 
never knew the difference and came al
m ost daily to poke around the shop.

|jr& N C E , after an absence of three 
'<W  days, she cams in scarcely able to 
keep herself upright on her two shuf
fling feet. She was more gaunt than 
ever, and I came to the immediate con
clusion that she had been sick. H er 
usual prrrt sound was only a rasping 
squeak as she fawned beseechingly on 
Glen Arnhausser, Arnhausser cuffed 
her across the head and cursed at her. 
He was in a bad tem per that day be
cause he had been counting on a ship
m ent cf German silver which had not 
come in.

Arnhausser’s tem per was reflected in 
the rest of us, and the cat woman got 
even less than her usual attention. And 
then H arry  Grove surprised us all by 
getting his lunch box and taking an oil
paper-covered package from It.

“K itty -k itty -k iity !” fee called.
Immediately, the cats came. A t least 

a score of the famished creatures 
bounded lightly across the shop, all but 
upsetting their unstable mistress. But 
H arry  held his package* high and kicked
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the cats out of the way as the cat-wom
an approached him.

For the first time, I saw something 
human in her eyes. I t  was a pitiful lit
tle flicker of gratitude. Her clawing 
hands w ent out in m ute appeal to 
H arry, who with considerable chuck
ling removed the oiled paper to reveal 
a sandwich of large proportions. And 
then the human element tha t had can- 
died her eyes for a moment was gone 
and in its place a baleful, beastly blaze. 
H er two hands slashed out and 
snatched at the sandwich.

I  saw her teeth then, two rows of 
yellow snags bared to bite into the food 
th a t H arry had offered. I t  occurred to 
me suddenly that H arry m ight have 
made the sandwich w ith bread and ar
senic paste, but I told myself th a t H ar
ry  was not such a fool as that.

The cat woman retired to a corner, 
her starved pets following her w ith 
faces uplifted and jaw s open to yowl. 
As she ate, her shoulders hunched, her 
fingers closed on the food, I could have 
sworn I  heard her growling angrily at 
the cats tha t tried to climb her skirts. 
She ate avidly, her teeth crunching on 
the filling. As she concluded the final 
bite, I thought I saw something black 
and stringy hanging from the corner 
of her mouth. I could not be quite sure 
of this, for in another moment her pink 
tongue had darted out and carried this 
last trace of her meal into her m outh.

I looked at H arry. He was watching 
w ith eyes glazed and starting  from 
their sockets. His color was a ghastly 
shade of green. Then, as the cat woman 
came at him at an odd sort of trot, mak
ing her strange, delighted purring 
sound with considerable more vigor 
than I had ever heard it, H arry  wheeled 
and ran across the shop to that little 
walled-off closet we call the cyanide 
room.

Certain metals have to be tempered 
in a cyanide hath, and in as much as 
the vent system to carry off the poison
ous fumes is not adequate, A rnhausser 
had set it apart Horn the rest of the 
shop. W hen the cyanide treatm ent is 
in progress, no one ever entered the 
room without a gas mask. B ut today 
the cyanide vat was covered and cold. 
H arry  closed the door behind him.

A  F E W  m inutes later, when the cat 
woman was satisfied th a t there 

were no more handouts, she went 
away. I went to the cyanide room to 
look for H arry. I found him sitting on 
top of the cyanide vat, his face in his 
big hands. He looked up as I entered.

“She ate it,” he said to me, in a flat, 
awed voice. “She ate the whole damned 
thing—with relish!”

“Listen, H arry ,” I said, “you’re let
ting this thing get you down. I know 
you’ve been poisoning those cats. There 
isn’t  any sense to it. I guess I don’t 
like the old dame any more than you 
do, bu t why be so childish about it? 
You didn’t give her poison, did you?” 

“W ell, she ate it,” he said. “That 
proves something. Only I don’t know 
what. I wanted to see if she'd eat it.” 

“W hat was in that sandwich?” I 
asked. "You haven’t poisoned her, too, 
have you?”

H arry shook his head. “Nope. But 
it proves something. You want to know 
w hat I made that sandwich out of? 
Two slices of bread and a hunk of 
spoiled taw  liver!”

Thereafter, whenever the cat woman 
came into the shop, she headed straight 
for H arry. I t  was funny to see a big 
man like H arry  Grove running in ter
ror from a half-starved old woman who 
couldn’t  have hu rt his little finger if 
she had stepped on it. But H arry ran 
just the same, always into the cyanide 
room to hide from her.

I t  was several weeks before I real
ized just w hat H arry  was trying to do. 
And then it was too late.

A ugust seems a funny time to  start 
thinking about Christmas, but tha t’s 
w hat A rnhausser had to do. His or
ders for holiday novelties and jewelry 
doubled in the summer season. This 
year a mail order concern wanted him 
to make some cheap w atch parts that 
required a cyanide bath. So the cyanide 
vat was kept working over time, and in 
spite of all precautions the noxious 
vapor would some times get out into 
the shop and have us all coughing. One 
m an’s lungs were so weakened by the 
leaking gas that he caught pneumonia 
and was dead within a week.

One day, when we were all working 
at top capacity, I looked up from my
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pattern  carving to see the cat woman 
and her mangy brood enter by the back 
door. Everyone was so busy she was 
scarcely noticed—except by H arry. He 
was working w ith some finished candle 
stick castings, coating them with 
antimony, when the woman came in.

And at the first sound of her shuffling 
feet, he dropped behind a big wood case 
of castings. A t first I thought that he 
was simply hunting for something on 
the floor, so I w ent right on w ith my 
work. In  fact, I  forgot H arry  and the 
cat woman entirely until about ten min
utes later.

I looked up to rest my eyes from the 
glint of the sharp tools with which I 
worked. Suddenly, H arry  end the cat 
woman became conspicuous by their 
absence. I looked toward the spot 
where I had last seen H arry, and 
blinked. I couldn’t see him now. I  
looked across the room toward the 
cyanide room, and the door of the 
chamber was encircled by a score or 
more of the lean-flanked cats. Some
thing within me shouted. I couldn’t 
quite grasp what the voice said, but its 
alarm spurred me to do something. I

I D R O PP E D  my tool, ran across the 
room to the casting case where I 

had last seen H arry. He was still there, 
but he had crawled around to the other 
side. He was squatting on his heels, 
his heavy shoulders shaking w ith a 
chuckle. H is eyes, fixed in horrible 
fascination, were staring at the door of 
the cyanide room. I knew then what 
the cry within me was.

Somehow H arry Grove had mur
dered the cat womanf

W ith an oath, I leaped to the north 
wall of the shop where the metal 
treater’s gas mask was. I pulled it 
from its hook and fitted it over my face. 
T hat took precious m oments when I 
knew there were none to  spare. I 
dashed across to the door ®f the cyanide 
room. In  my hurry, I  stepped on more 
than one cat and sent it squalling to 
another part of the shop. I seized the 
knob of the door and jerked it open.

For a moment the fumes from the 
steaming vat of poison clouded the gog
gles of the mask and I was unable to 
see anything. And then the toes of

my groping feet found something soft 
and yielding. I stooped, more than half 
blind though I was, and clawed at filthy 
garm ents, got a grip, dragged the wom
an out into the shop. One of the other 
men, alarmed at seeing the door of the 
cyanide room open, rushed across and 
closed it.

I threw off the mask, tossed it aside. 
Turning, I  saw that Arnhausser and his 
employees were all huddled around the 
body—all bu t H arry  Grove.

The cat woman was dead, of course. 
There was no alteration in her features. 
A  face tha t had always been an idiot’s 
mask can scarcely be hoped to take on 
an appearance of intelligence after 
death.

“A horrible accident!” Arnhausser 
moaned. “Der policemens at once get 
somepody kvick. A doctor! Some- 
pody an ambulance call. Vot a thing 
to happen in mine shop!”

B ut th is hadn’t  happened. No one 
realized it except me. This was m ur
der, planned w ith unprecedented cun
ning, Day by day, H arry Grove had 
taught the cat woman to look in the 
cyanide chamber for him who had fed 
her. H arry  had known that one day 
the cyanide vat would be open, pouring 
out its poisonous fumes.

And that day, he would hide else
where before the cat woman saw him. 
And she would go into the cyanide 
room and die. He had poisoned her 
as he had been poisoning her cats. But 
I couldn’t prove it—I who had watched 
the deliberate proceedings, I who knew 
how he had whipped that diminutive 
brain of the idiot woman into the habit 
that had killed her.

If H arry  knew that I knew this was 
m urder, he didn’t let on. He figured 
tha t if I w ent to the police it wouldn’t 
hu rt him at all. He hadn’t raised a 
hand to the cat woman. He hadn’t had 
anything to do with the cyanide vat. 
A psychologist m ight have made it 
m urder, but not the police.

N or did they. And there the m atter 
dropped.

ST IL L , there was a sort of punish
ment. I t  was inside H arry. It 

was something that made him take to 
drink now as he had never taken to it
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before. He drank with a deadly sort 
of purpose, as though alcohol would 
numb the pain of inward punishment. 
Outwardly, it appeared to do just that.

I wouldn’t have known he was drunk 
if I hadn’t been out to parties w ith him 
occasionally and knew what the effect 
was on him. Alcohol gave him a tu r
tle’s shell and he drew  his head back 
inside it. He heard the orders Arn- 
hausser gave him, he carried out those 
orders in a slower than usual fashion, 
but he never said anything. He got 
dum b drunk.

One day at work he pulled his head 
too far within his shell and passed out 
on his feet. H e fell forward across his 
bench and cut a gash in his head. A rn
hausser got to him before the rest of 
us did and A rnhausser it was who 
picked him up and stretched him on 
the floor.

Arnhausser looked at us all with his 
round, habitually surprised eyes. “Dis 
poy is pudding-headed m it der viskey, 
dot’s v o t!”

I  was elected to take H arry to his lit
tle flat and put him to bed. W hen I 
got back to the shop, A rnhausser an
nounced that H arry  was through for 
this week. Maybe next week, if I went 
around and gave H arry  a lecture, 
H arry could come back to work.

I didn’t like my job of straightening 
H arry out. Because I knew that w hat
ever other people thought of H arry, 
he was a damned, brutal killer—a cat 
poisoner, a woman poisoner. I made 
up my mind tha t if I went to  see H arry, 
I ’d tell him that I knew how he had 
killed the cat woman.

W hen I  knocked at his door, a t the 
end of the week and entered at the 
voiced invitation, I started to ask the 
emaciated man at the little dinner table 
if H arry  Grove was there.

The m an at the table looked at me 
and said; "H i Maxie?”

This bag of bones sprawled out in 
front of the table was H arry  Grove! 
His shoulders were still broad, but only 
because that was the way his under
frame was made. His shoulders were 
so close to being fleshless tha t I 
thought I  could see bulging spots on 
his coat where the bones would push 
through any moment. The skin on his
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face, usually so smooth and tight, now 
hung in flabby folds. His eyes looked 
as though they would never sleep 
again,

"H arry !"  I gasped. "Say, have you 
been sick?”

He shook his head. "P it as—as hell. 
Say, have you anything to eat?"

I  said I hadn’t had any dinner yet, 
but I  wouldn’t  think of imposing on 
his hospitality. I t  was evident he had 
ordered a meal for one from the 
delicatessen.

"S it down,” he insisted, in a way he 
had tha t made men obey. “Sit down 
and eat this damned food, will you? I  
don't w ant it,"

I told him he looked like he needed 
it. “Maybe,” I  said, helping myself to 
potato salad and sliced tongue, “you’re 
on a liquid diet."

T O fE  shook his head. “ It didn’t do 
JKflL any good. The more whiskey I 
took, the more I got to living down in
side myself. I t  was driving me nuts.”

H e watched closely as I loaded a 
plate of food for myself. H is lips were 
watering. He swallowed frequently. I 
have never seen a man starving to 
death, but I figured I came pretty  close 
to it when I looked at Harry.

I  said; “You can talk  it over with 
me. W hy did you kill her?"

He laughed. "Because I wanted to. 
I wanted to take a pipe wrench and 
beat her head in. I  wanted to beat her 
skinny body to a pulp. She was driv
ing  me nuts, I tell you. She wasn’t a 
woman. She was a damned cat. I 
hate cats! And I killed her like I  did 
the other cats, only so the cops 
wouldn’t  see through it.”

I nodded. “I  knew that.” I began 
to eat.

H arry  leaned forward. H is lips 
licked back from his teeth. H is eyes 
stared at the fork full of food I lifted 
to my mouth. H e said m  a hushed, 
strained voice;

"You don’t  see anything, no—cr—no 
cats?1* -

I scowled, chewed slowly. "No 
what?"

“Cats, damn you. Don’t yon know 
w hat a cat. Is?" And then "his voice 
dropped. ‘ M aybe it’s ju st when I ’m
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alone,” Something like hope flickered 
in his eyes. H e drew  himself up as 
though he were about to make some 
supreme effort. Then his two hands 
pounced on the plate of tongue.

No sooner had he touched the meat 
with his fingers than his hands jerked 
back as though he had rubber bands for 
tendons in his arms. He shook his 
head. He looked at the backs of his 
hands w ith the great swollen veins on 
them. He rubbed the back of his left 
hand with the palm of his right.

I pu t down the fork. “W hat’s the 
m atter with you?”

He looked at me, smiled wryly. 
“Didn’t you notice? I t ’s like that al
ways. Every tim e I  readh njy hand out 
to pick up some food, the damned cat 
jum ps up on the table and gouges its 
claws into the back of my hand. I 
haven’t had a bite to eat since—since 
I killed tha t woman. Once I got the 
food to my mouth and the cat flew into 
my face. I thought it would gouge out 
my eyes and I’d be all alone with it 
in the dark—”

I pushed back from the table. 
“ You’re crazy," I said, my voice harsh 
because w hat I had heard had drawn 
my nerves taut. “E ither tha t or you’ve 
got the delirium trem ens.”

He shook his head. “I haven’t had 
a drop of whiskey. Not a drop. But,” 
his sleepless eyes wandered about the 
room, “do you see a cat around here?” 

I laughed; a t least, th a t’s w hat the 
sound tha t came from my throat 
sounded like.

“No,” I said, “ there’s no cat. You’ve 
ju st let this thing get you down. I 
came here to tell you that A rnhausser 
w ants you to come back to work to 
morrow. He w ants you to put antim 
ony on some of those Dutch silver 
cigarette chests. He says nobody gets 
the smooth coat tha t you do.”

H arry  smiled. He stood up. “Okay. 
T hat’s fine. I ’ll be there. Tell you 
w hat’s the m atter w ith me—-m y nerves 
are unstrung. W ork is just the thing. 
I ’ve been sitting around here too 
damned long, thinking.”

TH E  next day he was a t work a t his 
bench. His eyes looked the same 

way, and I could have sworn he hadn’t

had a m oment’s sleep on the night be
fore. I  could see he was working des
perately, fighting the thing within that 
was driving him mad. Somehow, I 
knew he was going to lick it.

One of the cat woman’s pets, a big- 
black and white spotted tom with the 
scars of many a battle on his body and 
with only one baleful eye, had made the 
shop his home. T hat was all right with 
Arnhausser, because the cat kept down 
the mice. W hile we were at work, the 
cat would prowl around the shop and 
mind its own business.

I saw H arry  watching the cat out of 
the corner of his eye, and then I saw 
H arry’s brow wrinkle up as he put 
himself to concentrating on coating the 
cast metal boxes with antimony. T hat’s 
how I  knew he was going to lick the 
thing w ithin him—the way he refused 
to pay any attention to the cat.

Noon tim e came, and most of the fel
lows in  the shop had their lunches with 
them, H arry  didn’t have any lunch ; he 
said he was on a diet. He just sat 
around and kept his hands in his 
pockets to keep from grabbing the food 
from the other fellows and wolfing it. 
The man had character all right, to sit 
there and watch everybody eat when 
he was starving to death himself.

Just about the tim e m ost of the rest 
of us were finishing up our food, in 
came the wom an’s spotted tom cat. It 
had something in its mouth. W ith 
deliberate, haughty steps, it came over 
to where H arry  was sitting and 
crouched over its prize. The thing the 
cat had was a mouse, and it started  to 
eat it right in front of Harry.

H arry  staggered to his feet and 
across the room to the alley. I heard 
the agonized, retching sounds he made 
out there. Then he came back. His 
face had a greenish look, his lips were 
draw n back in an im itation of a smile, 
and his teeth were grinding. He went 
back, leaned against the wall w ith arms 
folded and watched the cat eat. He 
made himself w atch the cat eat. And 
then I  knew he had this inner thing 
licked.

B ut getting hold of himself had 
slowed down his work considerably, so 
tha t he wasn’t half through with the 
Dutch silver cigarette boxes. He told
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A rnhausser th a t if it was all righ t w ith 
him, he’d work some that night on 
them, Arnhausser liked to see a man 
stage a comeback as well as anybody 
else, so he patted H arry 's bony shoul
der and said it was all righ t w ith him. 
I knew th a t H arry  was going to  lick 
the inner thing again if it came back 
at night when he was alone. H e was 
going to lick it w ith  work.

The next morning, when the rest of 
us came to the shop, we found that 
H arry had had a lunch sent in to him 
in the night. P a rt of half a dozen 
sandwiches were on a paper plate and 
another part of them were scattered 
across H arry’s work bench, leading up 
to H arry’s open mouth.

H arry ’s head rested on the bench, his 
two arms sprawled out in front of him. 
O n the back of his righ t hand were 
long, deep cat scratches. Lying on the 
bench, not a yard away, was the spotted 
tom cat, its head on its paws, its one 
baleful eye w atching us as we looked

over H arry’s dead body.
I t  h it me a lot harder than it did the 

rest of the fellows, because I knew 
the whole story—or as much of it, I 
guess, as any man is supposed to know. 
W hile the rest of the men were falling 
over themselves in their excitement, I 
was staring in horror a t the tom cat. 
The cat had claws like sabers. I mean 
like  sabers. Because they weren’t the 
color a cat’s claws ought to be. They 
were silvery, like saber blades.

L ittle tracks of silvery stuff traced 
across the bench from the cat to 
H arry ’s clawed righ t hand and from 
the cat to the open tray  of antimony 
that H arry  had been working with. 
T ha t silvery stuff on the cat’s claws 
was antimony. And when th a t stuff 
gets into the blood stream, even 
through a little scratch like a cat might 
make, you’re finished.

I don’t know how the police are go
ing to figure this one out, but that’s 
how it is.
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George Andrews W as Skeptical-Until the Spirit of the Medium 
Spoke to Him From Within His Own Being!

Andrews saw

SOUL OF TERROR
By DON

A  SH A D O W  bell tolled slowly in
/ J R  an unreal distance. There was 

A  s k  an impressive moment of si
lence.

T hen in the enveloping darkness a 
transparent and ominous white figure 
m aterialized and b e g a n  to float 
through the air.

Several persons gasped audibly and 
one of the women screamed, sm other
ing the already supernatural atmos
phere of the seance w ith a blanket of 
suspense. From  the m outh of the rig id  
psychic, George Andrews saw a white 
foamy substance climbing up tenu
ously toward the ceiling. He felt

JOSEPH
M argot’s fingers squeezing his hand 
tigh tly  as if she were clinging to him 
for protection from  the threatening 
spirits.

“Don’t worry,” he whispered to her, 
“T here’s nothing to  it,”

He sensed the sudden change in her 
even before she w ithdrew  her hand 
frig id ly  and shifted away from him in 
her seat.

He smiled wryly, and then grinned 
as he caught the tense silhouettes of 
some of the men in the party. So they 
were taken in to o !

Andrews had protested against this 
visit to the medium in the first place.
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Being a healthy young mail physi
cally, and an engineer who concerned 
him self w ith the  m aterial w orld, he 
had little  patience w ith  the so-called 
world beyond the senses. B ut about 
a dozen of the guests at the Tanakaw a 
H otel had insisted th a t it was a better 
way of passing the evening than go
ing to  the one movie in  the resort 
village, and the added insistence of 
M argot M allory had induced him to 
forego his reluctance and come along.

He knew that she was deeply in te r
ested in comm unication w ith  the dead, 
and it had flattered A ndrew s’ ego a 
little  to th ink  th a t he could show up 
th is medium and ta lk  M argot out of 
her m ystical leanings. She had come 
to Lake Tanakaw a only a  few  days ago 
w ith her uncle and a companion, but 
Andrews had heard a lot in advance 
about her w ealth and beauty from  
those at the summer resort who knew 
her in the city. He w asn’t very m uch 
impressed by the wealth, since he had 
a good job and a prom ising fu ture*but 
her warm blond beauty, her ath letic 
grace on the tennis courts and on the 
diving board had appealed to him  im
m ediately.

The absence from  the party  of John  
Stonewall, her uncle and guardian, 
was an additional reason for him to lay 
aside his prejudices against sp iritua l
ists. Of course, M argot’s companion, 
Mrs. Sm ith—an older woman who had 
been close to M argot’s m other before 
the girl was le ft an orphan—was jo in
ing them, but she was a good sport and 
got along' wall w ith  the younger 
crowd. The uncle, however, Andrews 
could not abide. A lthough in his early 
forties w ith a husky build, Stonewall 
already had the disposition of an old 
man, and th is was the first time since 
their arrival th a t  he had allowed his 
niece out of bis s igh t after the  sun 
w ent down. W hy fee had come to a 
gay summer resort A ndrew s cofildn’t 
imagine.

TH E  d istan t beating of drum s in a 
savage rhythm  and the m oaning 

of the medium as though she were in  
m ortal agony brought his mind back 
to the seance. B ut the darkness and 
his flagrant disbelief in  the  super

natural agencies set him to  th inking  
about the earlier events of the eve
ning, He wondered w hat they had told 
Mrs, Sm ith, She had been given a 
separate “read ing” dow nstairs while 
the rest of the party  was drinking  a 
h ighly  perfum ed tea and eating orien
tal candy tha t couldn’t  have been too 
clean judg ing  from  the  g r itty  taste  it 
le ft in his m outh. He was also curi
ous about the hour they  had set for 
M argot’s reading. He had not had a 
chance—

Suddenly the  idle traek  of his 
thoughts stopped dead. He listened 
tensely. Someone was talk ing to him. 
I t  was a voice w hispering—but no man 
was w ith in  w hispering distance of 
him ! He turned  his head from  side to 
side to determ ine from  which direc
tion  the sound was coming, but the 
in tensity  was equal from  all direc
tions.

D espite his hard-boiled skepticism  
he fe lt his heartbeat quicken, a cold 
breath  of a ir blow his hair upward on 
his head. The m edium  had warned 
them that her sp irit would speak to 
them  from w ithin  their own souls— 
and it actually  seemed to be doing so !

I t  was like some m ystic slide he had 
ventured on. He was accepting the 
first prem ises of the supernatural and 
already he fe lt him self sliding out of 
tim e and space into some new sphere 
beyond disbelief. Unseen hands were 
touching him and all the spiritual ap
pearances began to  take on a ghostly 
m eaning for him. T h is voice was 
really  coming to him from  w ith in  him 
self, from  w ith in  his palpitating heart 
or his w hirling  head. In  a last effort 
to  keep his footing on reality  he held 
his fingers to his ears—but the  voice 
continued in increasing in tensity .

“You have sinned,” it sighed, “You 
have sinned and are even how plan
n ing  new sins against those you love, 
I f  you have corns? here Ih doubt and 
derision, you shall leaYc a greater 
agony a£ soul and fear than  it is given 
most people to know . . , purify  
your heart w ith  p fayer. . . . Unless 
you cast fo rth  your evil doubts the 
cold oblivion of u tte r darkness will 
haunt your footseps. . , . Remem
ber th is, . * . W hat I  have said to
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you, . , , My w arnings , .
Andrews knew he wasn’t hysterical 

or doped, knew he wasn’t  dream ing. 
Yet this voice was coming out of his 
mind like the sound of his own 
thoughts!

N ext to him M argot was sighing. 
She caught his arm, sharp nails cu tting  
into his flesh through  his sweater. A 
woman in fron t began crying softly. 
Everyone in the audience was tense, 
electrified, terrified. These w e r e  
th ings people hadn’t believed . . . 
hadn’t dared believe. B ut they were 
happening! Somewhere, Andrews 
thought m orbidly, weaving these 
m ysteries into a gleam ing web of 
madness, were the b rittle  fingers of 
death.

Then the  voice inside him began 
speaking to different people in the 
crowd, m entioning no names but te ll
ing them  facts about their lives, w arn
ing them against fu tu re  disasters. 
Andrews was dim ly aware tha t each of 
them  was hearing  the same hollow 
w hisperings, the same groans, as 
though the sp irit addressing them 
were in its  own agonies of repentance, 
a repentance it was insisten tly  urging 
on them. A dull aching in his palm 
made him realize th a t his own finger
nails were cu tting  into his flesh.

The voice grew more powerful, 
more compelling, as it  held him  in a 
vise of unwavering atten tion . He 
waited tensely fo r i t  to speak directly  
to  him, to te ll him  the hidden secrets 
of his past life.

H is breath was bated in an tic ipation  
of the horrors it m ight foresee in  his 
fu tu re  when a piercing scream fraugh t 
w ith  m urder and madness echoed re
peatedly through the corridors of his 
mind. W as it the voice screaming-? 
W as it him self? W hat was inside of 
him  now and what outside? He shook 
his head like a punch-drunk fighter 
try in g  to  get his bearings, like a sleep- 
drugged person slowly awakening.

T he m oaning of the m edium  became 
louder as he saw her tw isting  uneasily 
in her trance. The screams were com
ing from one of the young m arried 
women down in front. The bells took 
up their u lu lations in the dim distance 
and the voice stopped.

L igh ts  came on but they  were not 
the ligh ts tha t had orig inally  wel
comed them  to the room. In  their 
purple glare Andrews recognized the 
deathlike illusion of m ercury  arc 
lamps. Six couples looked at each 
other, com pletely shaken by their ex
perience, still not sure how far they 
had re tu rned  from  the land between 
life  and death.

“You m ust come back separately,” 
the psychic said as the purple ligh t 
faded and the life-giving color of the 
e lec tric_ bulbs came on. “Separately, 
the sp irit can speak to you out of your 
heart. And woe to  him  who speaks 
against th is  know ledge!”

A S they  were coming back down 
the narrow  tree-lined path lead

ing to the hotel, no one u ttered  a 
word. M argot drew Andrew  back to 
the rear of the straggling  column.

“W ell, George,” she said quietly, 
“do you still th ink  th e re ’s no th ing  to 
it? ” T here was a note of trium ph in 
her voice th a t she couldn’t en tirely  
suppress, and Andrew s had to adm it 
tha t she had good cause to feel t r i 
umphant.

The ring ing  bells and the visual in
carnations of the sp irits  were not too 
difficult fo r an engineer to  figure out. 
M undane trickery  like tha t was recog
nizable. B ut he couldn’t understand, 
couldn’t begin to  guess how th a t voice 
had come to him  from  w ithin  his own 
m ind. I t  couldn’t have been hypno
tism. He knew that he had been ju st 
as normal in th a t room as he was at 
present under the b rillian t summer 
moon. W hat then was it?

The very  fact tha t Andrew s adm it
ted he was troubled by the perform 
ance seemed to harden M argot’s con
viction as they rejoined the others. 
Mrs. Smith put her arm  around the 
g ir l’s waist and tried to be skeptical. 
Andrews could see the muscles in her 
jaw tigh ten  as she told them that the 
medium had v/arned her of an im pend
ing d isaster unless she left the sum 
mer resort imm ediately.

“B ut I ’m not leaving Lake Tana- 
kawa for any sp irits ,” she concluded 
resolutely.

Andrew s was vaguely perturbed,
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but M argot Im m ediately became ap
prehensive.

“ Oh, you m ust leave! You can't ig
nore th a t w arning. You’ve got to 
leave to n ig h t!” Sbs stepped, fesr 
lovely face alive with m ingled emo
tions of te rro r and solicitude. “D on't 
you see tha t i t ’s all real, all true? I ’m 
going back at m idnight for a seance 
m yself. I was told to, and Fra not 
defying the fa tes!”

Andrews looked at her quickly. Re
tu rn ing  at m idnight to the  m edium? 
He felt a deep foreboding surge w ith 
in him. T he th rea t to M rs, Smith 
suddenly became more real to him. 
M ediums usually  pu t th e ir forecasts 
far enough in the fu tu re  so th a t you 
couldn’t  call them  to account, bu t th is 
w arning was too brief and immediate. 
I t  spelled danger, ominous danger. 
Mrs. Sm ith, though, chose to ignore it.

“M argot, please,” Andrew said, tak 
ing  the  g irl’s arm. “Don’t go back to 
n igh t to  th a t place. Some o ther tune 
perhaps, but not to n ig h t”

“ W hy not?” she demanded shortly. 
“I t ’s hard for someone like me to 

explain,” he said hesitantly . “I ’m 
used to explaining th ings on a reason
able basis and I  ju st can’t do tha t here. 
B ut there’s som ething about all th is I 
don’t  like. I  can 't say why, but it— 
Oh, hell, w hat’s the use! B ut I wish 
you’d promise not to ju st the same,” 
he finished lam ely as lie sensed her 
growing irrita tion ,

“ I don’t see how any ‘engineer’ ”— 
she underlined the word w ith  elabor
ate sarcasm—“who denies the evidence 
of his senses can give any helpful ad
vice. And if you really liked me you 
w ouldn’t make such a silly  request!” 
She stopped, her eyes sparkling w ith 
anger, and turned her head aside.

Mrs, Sm ith smiled at .Andrews sym
pathetically  and m otioned him to go 
on w ithout them. H e shrugged bis 
shoulders helplessly and somberly 
walked ahead.

W H E N  the alarm  which he had 
carefully set w ent off a t a 

quarter to twelve tha t n ight. George 
Andfews awakened from  a fitful sleep 
of sp irits  and ectoplasm ana ring ing  
bells, and tha t same insisten t voice.

He was stilt Ioggy w ith slumber as he 
thought for a .moment that he saw a 
ghost walking m ajestically across the 
rnc4.«. Tie had fo rub his eyes a couple 
of tim es to 'discover that, it was only 
the brillian t m oonlight stream ing in 
through the  w indow and falling on 
the wall. F a r down below it glowed 
in the m irror of the quiet lake.

“H ell,” he m uttered disgustedly, 
“w hat’s happening to m e?” He turned 
on the ligh t savagely, and started  to 
make his way across the room to the 
wash bowl w ith the same impatience. 
H is foot caught in  the lamp cord and 
he pitched forw ard sharply.

T here was a lu rid  green spu tte r as 
the evidently  loose plug was half- 
pulled out of the wall and jammed into 
the socket, shorting  the circu it, An
drews swore under his breath and got 
to his feet. He couldn’t  remember 
strik ing  his jaw  on the bureau next to 
him but it hu rt like blazes. He rubbed 
it ruefu lly  w hile he rinsed his m outh 
at the basin.

Dawn the deserted hallway he rap
ped gently  on Mrs. Sm ith’s door. Be
tween the two of them, he fe lt sure, 
they  could persuade M argot to stay 
in bed instead o f m aking m idnight 
v isits to  strange sp iritualists . There 
was no answer to  his knocks, and the 
door yielded easily as he tentatively  
turned the knob.

Inside, the room was dark except 
fo r the ligh t of the  moon falling 
across an em pty bed. The window 
leading to the fire-escape was open.

Andrews felt uneasy as he turned on 
the light, and when he saw a tiny spot 
of blood on the rum pled sheets his 
alarm  became definite. The m edium 's 
ominous w arning was being fulfilled! 
He dashed out of the room and 
plunged down the hall to  M argot’s 
room. T hat spot of blood was a grim 
s ig n a l!

M argot’s room was em pty, although 
there was no sign of struggle there. 
She m ust have le ft early.

Outside, when he reached the edge 
of the hotel lawn, he saw a w hite fig
ure far ahead of him down the road. 
W ithou t being able to  see clearly 
enough at th a t distance he was certain 
it was M argot. No one else would be
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out alone on the  road a t tha t hour. 
H e started  runn ing  to  catch up to her, 
and then, while she was still floating 
in and out of the black shadows and 
b righ t m oonlight, he saw her tu rn  in 
the gate th a t led to the m edium ’s cot
tage.

A strange chill raced along his 
spine. As he continued headlong 
down the road he w ondered w hether 
he shouldn’t go back and wake her 
uncle. R ut there  was no tim e. W hat
ever sin iste r fa te  had befallen Mrs. 
Sm ith m ight be w aiting  fo r M argot. 
A ll the gradually  m ounting fears of 
the past hours crashed down on him.

Past the house he ran, in tending  to 
go on to the cottage where Sergeant 
H ill, the state  trooper, lived. He 
hadn’t realized until then  how much 
he had come to care for the lovely 
blond girl he had m et bu t a few  days 
ago. I t  h it him suddenly, stopping 
him in his stride. In  his fear for her 
safety, fear th a t H ill would demand 
explanations, would be incredulous, 
he determ ined to go th rough  w ith  this 
alone.

H e started  back along the road, 
stick ing  close to  the protective shad
ows of the trees. A bruptly  he paused, 
and rubbed his eyes. Ahead of him  
he saw som ething w hite and m uch 
larger than the slim figure of a woman 
float across a corner of the cottage 
back yard—and suddenly disappear 
into th in  air righ t in the glare of the 
m oon ligh t!

A t the same tim e, off in the valley, 
a bell tolled. A ndrew s counted while 
th e  hair on the back of his neck tried  
to  stand up stra ig h t.

“Twelve,” he said grim ly. “The 
w itching hour.”

Then the uncanny stillness of the 
n igh t was broken again by the d istant 
howling of a dog, followed quickly by 
the fain t sharp echo of a woman’s 
scream. Andrews couldn’t  tell where 
it  came from —it was too fa in t—-but he 
decided tha t it  was tim e for him to 
act.

get to one of the  shadowed 
A .  w indows of the place he had to 
cut through a corner of the woods and 
then make a run for it through a patch

of m oonlight. He landed up against 
the side of the house breathing hard 
and w aiting for the sound of a window 
opening th a t m ight herald  someone’s 
tak ing  a shot at him.

H e would have welcomed a shot. 
T here would be som ething sharp  and 
real about it. But there was no sound. 
He tried  one window but it was locked. 
Those of the second floor would prob
ably be open, he figured. He locked 
around and found a convenient old 
tree  w ith  one branch extending to a 
v/indow ledge.

The window slid open alm ost noise
lessly and he climbed inside. A re
flection of the m oonlight th rough the 
pane oh the opposite side of the 
house gave his eyes, already accus
tomed to the darkness, enough ligh t 
to see by. H e found him self in the 
room where the seance had taken 
place. So fa r so goad. But he 
couldn’t help w ondering how great 
really  were the powers of that me
dium? I f  the m ysterious inner voice 
were a tru e  indication, she and those 
w ith  her were ju st p lay ing  w ith him, 
le tting  him enter the house as a trap.

The idea of a trap  began to haunt 
him, m aking him glance backward 
anxiously. He began feeling his way 
along the far wall, where no reflected 
ligh t was penetrating, slid ing care
fu lly  to avoid any low objects, keep
ing both hands pressed tig h tly  against 
the  surface. H is righ t hand touched 
a piece of m olding and suddenly, be
fore he could take stock of w hat was 
happening, a section of the wall 
opened up in fro n t of him. A secret 
door! W as that, he asked himself, 
how the sp irits  really got in the room 
during  the seance?

He slipped through and closed the 
panel behind him. I t  flashed through 
his m ind tha t th is  was only the open
ing of another door in the trap pre
pared for him, and he fe lt his flesh 
creep apprehensively. I t  recalled 
sensations he had had as a child when 
he had investigated a “haunted” 
house.

T here was a presence behind him, 
around him—but w ith the door shut, 
his reason told him, obviously no one 
could get in the room. He lit a match
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and saw he was in  a small chamber 
w ith a table in the m iddle of it  filled 
w ith  some electrical apparatus. N ext 
to it was an ordinary  filing cabinet.

The air in the tiny  room was getting  
close. Andrew s w ent over to the w in
dow to open it a bit and leaped back in 
the darkness. O ut on the back law n 
he saw a figure in white, a hood over 
its head—and behind it, alm ost nude 
in the m oonlight, walked M argot in 
a trancelike s ta te ! In  the corner of 
the lawn he had seen from  the road, a 
trap  door covered w ith grass slowly 
opened. The two w ent down through  
it, and the door closed silen tly  above 
them.

M emorizing the spot, A ndrew s h u r
riedly  tried  to open the slid ing panel. 
B ut although it had yielded easily 
enough from  the outside, he worked 
himself into a feverish sweat to find 
the combination tha t would open it 
from  the inside. He realized suddenly 
th a t the trap  had sprung behind him 
and turned  to the window as his only 
escape—but it was a long drop to the 
ground.

He was deciding how best to make 
i t  w ithout breaking a leg  when he 
suddenly sensed som ething was in 
the  room w ith him, behind him. No 
inner voice was te lling  him  th is but 
his six th  sense was. He pictured  a 
trap  closing on a mouse, and stood 
up slow ly as the th ing  moved tow ard 
his back. Then, quickly, he tu rned  his 
head.

He had been expecting th is subcon
sciously all the time. H e knew it. I t  
was nothing like the ghosts he had 
read about, th is th ing tha t was d r if t
ing inexorably toward him. I f  it had 
been it would have offered som ething 
at least fam iliar. I t  was a w hite form 
less mass of ligh t. A lum inous amoeba 
magnified m illions of times.

All the abysmal te rro r of his prim i
tive ancestors from  a dim and fo rgo t
ten past rose up in him, grasping his 
reason in  a cold num bing fear. He 
swung blindly  w ith his fist, bu t the 
blow seemed to pass harm lessly 
through the “stuff” of the sp irit, and 
the ghost appeared to  unfold, rising 
above his head and falling  slowly 
around him in a spidery  web of dull

light, Som ething slid around his 
th roa t w hile he fought for air, and 
b righ t spots danced before his eyes.

W H E N  A ndrew s regained con
sciousness he was aware only 

of an aching th roat and head and the 
damp smell of the earth  he was lying 
on. H is hands and feet were tied and 
a gag choked him. He began cursing 
b itte rly  for having lost his head up in 
the house. M uch of what had hap
pened to him was beginning to  make 
some sense, or else, if  he was wrong, 
he was really  face to face w ith that 
w orld tha t is said to lie beyond our 
senses and our reason.

B ut whichever world it was he was 
dealing w ith, he knew that those b rit
tle fingers of death were weaving the 
woof ever closer about him.

In  the intense darkness he hard  sob
bing from  the o ther side of the room. 
He m uttered  a brief thanksgiving that 
M argot was still alive. H e had to do 
som ething to  help her — he had to. 
W hat, he didn’t know yet, d idn’t know 
exactly was what he was up against.

Suddenly a ligh t began dancing in 
m id-air, grow ing larger and larger 
until A ndrew s recognized his ethereal 
assailant. The sound of M argot’s 
sobbing had ceased and the apparition  
began to talk  in sepulchral tones.

“Here, in the underw orld of my 
tomb,” it  intoned hollowly, “have you 
m et to learn  m y secret, after which 
you w ill join me, my daughter, in the 
world of the hereafter. Your death 
w ill be harsh  but no more horrible 
than was mine in my laboratory. The 
a fte rlife  is restless and unhappy, but 
I  w ill have you w ith  me to quiet my 
longing.” The apparition gradually 
faded and Andrews, who had lain 
rig id  during its presence in the cham
ber, began to work fran tica lly  at his 
bonds.

M argot’s renewed sobbing was cut 
off abruptly  by an unearth ly  moaning. 
Andrews turned  his head in tim e to 
see a ghastly  lum inescent body start 
to d rif t across the room. I t  was 
the corpse of a woman! H is heart 
froze, sweat oozed from  his forehead, 
dripped along his contorted face.



A nd shivering horror rushed across 
him like the chill of ice along a warm  
back as he saw that the head of the 
corpse, bloodily severed from  the 
neck, was floating ahead.of the body!

I ts  eyes w ere open, and blood was 
dripping  from  the hacked and m an
gled th roat partia lly  covered by the 
long black hair of the head. Across 
the room it slipped, about four feet 
above the  ground, all the terro r of 
violent death  evident in  its ghastly  
rem ains, and then vanished as the two 
occupants held th e ir breaths.

In  the dark  recesses of the room 
A ndrew s heard M argot gasping. A nd 
then  her screams—the screams of a 
woman who is losing her m ind 
through the slow inroads of overpow
ering  fear—reverberated through  the 
underground chamber.

“ I t 's  the body of A nne Sm ith!” she 
shrieked. “I t ’s Anne Sm ith!”

A ndrew s shuddered at the thought 
of the  fate aw aiting them. As M argot 
strove to get control of herself again 
and hgr screams dim inished to sobs, 
he strugg led  desperately  to slip the 
gag enough to te ll her of his presence 
and to quiet her.

T he ghost reappeared, accompanied 
by the  same inhum an moans th a t had 
come w ith i t  on its first visit. B ut 
instead of ta lk ing  in tones audible 
to  Andrew s it was speaking to  M argot 
from  inside herself ! Unlike the voice 
o f the seance, he could hear no word 
of it him self. B ut he knew th a t it  was 
ta lk ing  to her because she began to 
respond, to plead w ith  it  for mercy, 
begging in agonized accents th a t her 
death be m ade sw ift and m erciful.

In  all the  horror of the unnatural 
scene Andrews had to adm ire the 
g irl’s grit. T hreatened  w ith  death, 
w ith  a ghastly, inhuman sort of death, 
she was still keeping her nerve, not 
allow ing herself to break again.

The apparition  faded as it w ent 
tow ard her. and A ndrew s heard her 
get up and stum ble across the room. 
A column of hazy lig h t fell down
ward across her round shoulders, 
h igh ligh ting  her curving figure. She 
walked as though she w ere going to 
her execution, and as the ligh t died 
out a t the  exit to the room, a hideous
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sneering laugh crashed through the 
silence of the darkness.

TH E  echoes of the insane laughter 
made A ndrew s’ flesh crawl while 

he listened to M argot’s footsteps die 
away down a long corridor. Before 
he could transform  his desperation 
fo r the g irl’s safety  into action, hard 
cold fingers clutched at his th roat, 
shu tting  off his w ind. F ingers th a t 
belonged to  no body!

H is thoughts raced madly. W ere 
they  k illing  him before they disposed 
of M argot? M argot! He had to do 
som ething—-he couldn’t  ju s t le t him 
self be m urdered. And, as spots 
danced before his eyes, he w ent limp, 
im ita ting  unconsciousness. The steely 
clutch relaxed just as he fe lt himself 
slipping into darkness, and a grisly  
chuckle sounded above him in the 
night.

W hen his breath came freely  again 
he began w orking fu riously  at the 
ropes on his w rists, g rittin g  his teeth 
against the pain. One hand had 
started  to slip  out before, and al
though Ire felt he was tak ing  part of 
the skin along w ith  the tope he got 
his arms into a crooked position 
where he could get some leverage and 
tugged, panting, sweating, expecting 
those m erciless dead fingers any mo
m ent to  strangle  him again.

T hen suddenly he was free! B ut 
his fingers were too numb to .do more 
than  fumble at the tig h t knot at his 
ankles.

A fte r a few  m inutes he fe lt in  his 
pocket for m atches. T hey  hadn’t, fo r
tunate ly  bothered tak ing  them  from 
him. Clum sily he ligh ted  one, and 
watched the rope burn through 
against the tender flesh of his raw  leg. 

The opening from  the room led to a 
sort of narrow  corridor to his right. 
Crawling along it, keeping close to 
the wall, he fe lt an iron grating  
against the palms of his hands. Far 
below him came strange hissing 
sounds and the terrib le  odor of new 
death.

Q uietly, he lay down full-length 
and fe lt the far side of the grating. 
I t  was about there fse t wide and six 
long, flush w ith  the floor. He listened
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tensely un til he was sure there  was no 
one else in the hall, slipped the 
m atches out of his pocket and struck 
one. W hat he saw made him tu rn  his 
head in revulsion.

E xtend ing  about four feet below 
the grating  was a cement cell, coffin- 
shaped. And on the concrete flooring, 
overrun w ith  a hundred starving and 
gigantic sewer rats, was the nude and 
m utila ted  body of Mrs. Sm ith! The 
body they had seen floating across the 
room! P arts  of the bone were already 
uncovered by the greasy creatures 
tha t were gnaw ing and tearing  and 
bloating them selves. A foot had dis
appeared, leaving no th ing  but the 
shining bone.

The bottom of the p it was painted 
black and in one corner were two bot
tles of sulphuric acid, neatly  labeled.

“The rats to eat the flesh, the 
acid to  dissolve the bones,” snapped 
through A ndrew s' m ind. He won
dered w hether they  had yet shown 
th is s igh t to  M argot. H is free 
fist clenched and unclenched spas
modically.

The m atch guttered  and burned his 
fingers, but he couldn’t let go as he 
stared in nauseated fascination at two 
of the rats that were ro lling  the 
severed head over. A s the m atch w ent 
out he saw one of them  tearing  the 
cheek away, leaving the deadly w hite
ness of the skull showing through.

A deep w ild fu ry  coursed through 
him and drove him on to desperate 
speed. He followed the wall around 
a corner and fe lt his hands come in 
contact w ith a flooring of cement, 
figured tha t he m ust be in the cellar 
of the house. He wasn’t guessing now 
w hat was happening to  M argot. He 
knew now th a t whatever it was, it 
w ouldn’t be m urder—but it could be 
som ething even worse!

About tw en ty  feet from  him was a 
door, a ligh t shining under it. He felt 
around for a weapon but found no th
ing. A ligh ted  m atch showed another 
door open im m ediately to  his righ t. 
A dull glow inside the room guided 
him to  a table, and under the flicker
ing ligh t of the m atch he saw a piece 
of flimsy cheesecloth, stiff to the 
touch. W hen the m atch burned out

the cloth glowed . . . like—like the 
ghost. Andrew s snapped his fingers 
as it  came to him. If he only hadn 't 
lost his head upstairs, he w ouldn't 
have been fooled so easily!

H E tu rned  and whipped across the 
cellar to the closed door, paus

ing there on his knees listening. The 
only sound he could hear clearly was 
the fam iliar sob of M argot, a little  
m ore hysterical than  it was when he 
last heard it, a little  m ore uncon
tro lled . He listened a moment more, 
seething w ith  fury , his angry fingers 
tw itch ing  at shapeless air.

He knew now that w hatever fiends 
were on the o ther side of the door— 
and he had a p re tty  good idea who 
they  were and w hat they  were after— 
there was nothing supernatural about 
them. A nd he had a fairly  definite 
explanation of the sp irit voice he 
had heard.

Andrew s stood up slowly. There 
was no m issing th is tim e, or the hell 
M argot had gone through would be 
nothing compared to w hat they had 
in store for her. As for him self, a slip 
would mean more company fo r the 
rats. H e took a deep breath, and 
sw ung the door open, propelling him 
self into the room.

The fierceness of his rush carried 
him across the chamber to the man 
standing above M argot before the 
fellow  could make a move to defend 
him self. The two of them, w ent down 
in a w rith ing  heap as the woman me
dium  ran over to help her partner with 
her bare hands.

A ndrew s ignored her tuggings, 
fu tile  against the energy of his anger, 
and pounded the tw isting  figure under 
him  u n til his fists were aching knobs, 
un til he fe lt the boiling spring  of 
fu ry  sim m ering down w ith in  him. 
The medium, fearing the same fate for 
herself, started  to run from  the room. 
He caught her before she had taken 
four strides, and shoved her spinning 
to  fall nex t to  the s till figure of the 
man. Andrews stum bled over to 
M argot.

W hen the bandage was pulled off 
her eyes and her hands untied, she 
saw the young engineer leaning
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over her. sm iling reassuringly . A 
lan tern  glowed b rig h tly  in the room. 
“George! Oh, G eorge!” was all she 
whispered, bu t her hand, grasping his 
tigh tly , u tte red  volumes. H e held her 
tenderly  and made a gesture tow ard 
the  man ly ing  on the floor.

M argot stared  in fascinated  horror 
at the battered  features of John  
Stonewall.

“Do you understand w hy they  were 
doing th is to you?” A ndrew s asked 
gently , and then w ent on w ithou t 
w aiting for her answer. “I f  you w ent 
mad, as they  intended, your uncle as 
guardian of your estate and then  of 
your person would get com plete con
tro l of your fortune. And even if 
you’d regained your san ity  afte r tha t 
you’d have never got ou t of' the asy
lum. I t ’s easier and safer to  steal 
from  an insane person than  it is to get 
rid  of a normal one. Mrs. Smith had 
to  go to  clear the path  for th is  dev
ilish plan, and her body conveniently 
supplied the  au thentic  note of te r 
ror.” He decided to  say noth ing  about 
the final horrib le d isposition of the 
corpse,

M argot was s ilen t for a moment.
“My fa ther,” she finally said, “died 

in his laboratory a year ago under very 
suspicious circum stances although it 
seemed that he’d been killed by his 
own chemicals. Now I w onder—”

Andrew's tried  to draw  her thoughts 
away from  the subject, and afte r se
curing Stonewall and the m edium  in 
duced her to accompany him to the 
S tate T rooper’s house. The walk re 
freshed them  both, and back at the 
house again, w ith  the  sergeant, A n
drews took them  upstairs to the secret 
room.

“W eil, I ’ll be dam ned!” Sergeant 
H ill said w hen he saw the layout. He 
ju s t stood scratching his head in 
amazement as A ndrew s pointed to  the 
table w ith  the electrical apparatus on 
it.

“T hat little  radio sending set there ,” 
Andrews said, “is w hat caused all the 
trouble. I t  certain ly  had me puzzled 
for awhile. B ut if you examine some

of the candy th a t was given us before 
we came up to the  seance earlier th is 
evening, you’ll find th a t it had a lot 
of particles in i t  from  th is  can.” He 
held th e  can h igh in the a ir so the:/ 
could read the  label, “Carborundum  
Abrasive,” on it.

“W hen some of that lodged on one 
of the fillings in our tee th  our m ouths 
actually  became receiving sets sim ilar 
to  the  old crystal sets we used to have 
years age. T h is phenomenon is fairly  
well known to radio engineers today, 
I  d idn’t  catch on u n til I had a chance, 
down in  the cellar there, to  recall and 
connect tw o fac ts : th a t the  candy was 
g ritty , and tha t my jaw  h u rt me sud
denly when a lig h t socket shorted 
earlier. I d idn’t hear the voice ta lk 
ing  to  M argot in  their subterranean 
room there because I had already 
washed the stuff off m y teeth.

“O f course w ith  the tee th  acting  as 
receiving se ts the  sound w ould travel 
up the  bones of the  face to the ear, and 
it w ould sound as though  it came 
from  w ith in  your own head. All the 
res t of the perform ance was just so 
m uch obvious trickery , pulled under 
cover of darkness o r by m anipulating 
ligh ts  end suspended w ires. A lthough 
I ’ll adm it tha t once I  began to believe 
it, I was scared stiff for awhile,” He 
grinned at M a rg o t “And th ere ’s the 
sto ry  of your psychic w ith  her super
natu ra l powers.”

W hen they  got to the road H ill 
jerked  his badly shaken prisoners to 
a halt.

“Maybe you’d like me to see you 
home safely?” he suggested to the girl.

A ndrew s was about to speak up 
when M argot cut in.

“I don’t  th ink  I have anything to 
fear w ith  G eorge around—-even if  we 
should m eet a ghost. Do you, Ser
gean t?” A nd fo r the first tim e since 
she had m et him  she threw  her arms 
around A ndrew s’ neck and pressed 
her lips fervently , thankfu lly , and 
passionately against his,

“W ell, I ’ll be dam ned!” said H ill, 
scratch ing  his head again. “And rig h t 
out on the highway too !”
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C H A PTER  I

The Gargoyles

IL E N E  H A V LIN  was dying. The 
pale glow of a bedside lamp out
lined the tiny, shriveled face, with 

brittle wisps of white hair curling over 
the bony forehead. Faded blue eyes 
opened. The woman whispered almost 
inaudibly;

“Laing—get out. I w ant to—talk 
with Stephen.”

Dr. Felix Laing, a wiry, dark-faced 
man of forty or so, quirked his saturn
ine eyebrows at Steve Page.

“Call me if—” he began in an under
tone.

He didn’t finish. He didn’t  have to. 
Only the power of an indomitable will 
had kept Ilene Havlin alive for the past 
few weeks.

The doctor went out. Page moved 
closer to the bed. The woman’s 
withered mouth moved. She seemed to 
gather strength from some secret reser
voir deep within her worn-out body.

“I wish your father had come, 
Stephen Page.”

“I ’m sorry, Mrs. Havlin. He’s in 
Europe.”

‘‘So. And I can’t wait for his return.
32
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I will die tonight. B ut”—the faded 
eyes flamed—“not till I have seen the 
others! Not till then!”

Page moved his broad shoulders un
easily. Junior partner in his father’s 
law firm, he’d had little experience with 
such cases. Old Rand Page had been 
the Havlin attorney for fifty years, but 
he had never told his son much of the 
business he had transacted. Often 
Steve had felt that there was some mys
tery about the Havlins, and his impres
sion was confirmed now when the dy
ing woman went o n :

“ You advertised? They are all com
ing?”

“Yes. All the Havlins. They’ll be 
here tonight.”

Involuntarily Page glanced at the 
window. Luckily it was no tt raining, 
though clouds had loomed heavy and 
ominous over the house that day. 
Luckily, for the little village of Spuyten. 
was two miles away, and the Havlins, 
when they arrived on the bus would 
have to walk up a narrow mountain 
trail to their destination. He wondered 
why Mrs. Havlin had built this great 
house generations ago in the heart of 
the Alleghenies, so far distant from any 
habitation.

W ith  uncanny intuition the woman 
read his thought.

“I came into these m ountains years 
ago, Stephen, when my husband died. 
I wished to sever all connections with 
the family. They are—cursed.” An 
ironic smile twisted the pale lips a t 
Page’s expression. “Don’t  be a fool, 
S tephen! Do I look like a superstitious 
old woman? No, it’s the curse of Men
del—not of Satan. Heredity. . . . Give 
me a drink.”

PAGE obeyed. He felt a surge of 
repulsion he could not control as 

the woman’s hand tightened over his, 
and he noticed, for the first time, that 
between each finger grew — w ebs! 
Folds of skin, grayish and mottled with 
scabrous encrustations. He forced his 
gaze away.

“There's bad blood in the family,” 
Mrs. Havlin said. “All of my descend
ants—all—are tainted. You will see 
when you meet them. And there’s 
hatred, too. They hate one another, 
and they hate me. Though probably

few have seen each other before to
night. I—I sickened of my children, 
Stephen. They were m onsters—ac
cursed. I gave them  money and sent 
them  away. Their children I have 
never seen, though your father made 
investigation for me. I had hoped one 
would be clean—clean and whole. . .

W ithout a sound Ilene Havlin went 
limp. Her eyes rolled up, her jaw fell, 
and froth drooled from the slack lips. 
Hastily Page called the doctor. Laing 
came in, glanced at the unconscious 
woman, and went to  his satchel on the 
table. He administered a hypodermic, 
made a hasty examination.

“ Not much life left in her, I’m 
afraid,” he said slowly. “The operation 
a few months ago weakened her fatally. 
Each time the comas last longer, and 
the lucid periods are shorter. She may 
wake up again, and she may not. God 
know s!”

The doorbell rang. Page went down
stairs, the steps creaking noisily under 
his feet, Adrian, the butler and man- 
of-all-work, was opening the door, his 
uniform hanging loosely on the gaunt 
old frame.

Standing in the shadow at the foot 
of the staircase, Page saw the butler 
hesitate, make a little gasping noise, 
and draw back. Then his figure seemed 
to stiffen. He opened the door wider 
and stood aside,

A man and a woman stood on the 
porch. The woman marched in. Light 
pitilessly revealed her dumpy, mon
strous form. Not over five feet high, 
she m ust have weighed at least two 
hundred pounds. She was horribly, in
credibly fat. H er black, shapeless 
clothing sagged under the weight of 
bloated, unhealthy flesh. H er beady, 
sparkling eyes were almost hidden in 
encroaching pads of fat, and her over- 
red mouth was incongruously tiny in 
that dead-white mask.

“W ill!” she said hoarsely. “Come 
in!”

The inan shuffled forward. A youth, 
rather, not more than twenty years old, 
3'e t it was difficult to guess his age. 
He was huge, broad-shouldered, but 
not fat. Great muscles bulged the ill- 
fitting coat. W ith a shock of surprised 
horror Page saw that the man’s head 
was abnormally small, drawn to a bald,
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hairless point. Thick, blubbery Ups 
pouted A “pinhead”—a microcephalic 
id io t!

“W ell?” the woman snarled. “W hat 
are you gaping at, you old fool? W ant 
to see our invitation?”

Swiftly Page came forward.
“See if the parlor’s comfortable,” he 

said to  Adrian, who seemed completely 
at a loss. “Shake up the fire, while 
you’re at it.”

As the butler vanished Page turned 
to the guests.

“I ’m Stephen Page,” he said. “ I 
wrote you—”

“Lil Shadick’s my name,” the woman 
said. “This is my son, W ill.”

LIL  SHADICK, granddaughter of 
old Ilene Havlin. And now Page 

guessed something of what lay behind 
the cryptic reference to the “Mendelian 
curse.” A frightful heredity, a black 
taint in the blood, had left its indelible 
mark on these two before him.

W ill made a little whimpering sound. 
He tugged at his mother’s sleeve, bend
ing low to do so.

“Cold. . .
“ Yes. Sure it’s cold. A long hike up 

here, Page, in the night air. You said 
something about a fire ?”

“T hat’s right. Come in the parlor.” 
“I’ll do that. And I  want some in

formation, too. The old woman’s dying, 
eh?”

“Your grandm other is dying,” Page 
said coldly, leading the way into a 
g rea t high-raftered room where a fire 
blazed redly on the hearth, “I regret—” 

“The devil with your regrets!” Lil 
Shadick snapped, her paper-white jowls 
bobbing. “She should have died before 
she had children. A t least she’s making 
amends now. Leaving her money to 
the family, eh ? How much will I get?” 

Page couldn’t help the grim tighten
ing of his lips. But, conscious of Ilene 
Havlin’s instructions, he simply said: 

“About eight thousand dollars, as I 
wrote you. And the same amount goes 
to your son,”

“Mamma,” the giant whimpered. 
“W hat’s he mean? Can I go to school 
now?”

Lil Shadick’s black eyes went icy 
cold.

“S u re ,” she  said  g en tly . “ G o over

to the fire now. Will, and warm your
self.” And, as he hesitated: “ Hear me?” 

“Yes’m.” The giant shambled away, 
crouched on his hams before the hearth.

Mrs. Shadick turned back to Page. 
Her voice was low and deadly in its  in
tensity.

“School—you heard him? I tried to 
send him to school. They wouldn’t 
take him at first. I  got down on my 
knees, arguing with the swine. Finally 
I had my way. And the kids—little 
beasts—made life such a hell for W ill 
tha t I  had to keep him home. You see 
what he’s like, Page. He needs special 
care, doctors. Things I couldn’t afford 
to give him. And when I  wrote Ilene 
Havlin for help—my grandm other!— 
you know what she said ? T hat I should 
have strangled W ill at birth.”

The fat face was hideous with fury. 
“Know what else she said?” the 

woman went on, “T hat it wasn’t too 
late. T hat I should push W ill off a 
cliff some dark night. That the whole 
family ought to be exterminated. I 
notice she kept herself alive as long as 
she could, damn her!”

W ith relief Page heard the jangle of 
the doorbell. He excused himself and 
went out in the hall. Adrian wasn’t in 
sight, so Page opened the door. At 
first sight the man standing on the 
porch seemed normal, a tall, bulky fig
ure in a dark business suit. Then Page 
noticed the huge feet, the monstrous, 
hypertrophied hands, dangling from 
ragged cuffs, and the heavy, undershot 
jaw.

The man extended a letter.
“You’re Mr. Page? I ’m Joe Havlin 

—Mrs. Havlin’s grandson.”
“Glad you’re here,” Page said. “Come

L , »WU
“He led the way into the parlor. At 

the door Page hesitated, turning sharp
ly. He had heard no sound of the other 
man’s following, yet Joe Havlin stood 
at his shoulder, his heavy face blank. 
Despite the great feet, he moved as 
noiselessly as a cat.

DR. F E L IX  LA IN G came down 
the stairs, rubbing his hands to

gether.
“W hew, it’s cold,” he said.
His saturnine eyebrows asked a ques

tion. Page stood aside while the two
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entered the parlor, then he made the in
troductions. Apparently Joe Havlin 
and Li! Shadtck had never met, yet a
cnrlpas antagotharn Saved in their cold
gfesftss.

L aingdrew  Page .aside, “I left Adrian 
upstairs with Mrs. Havlin,” he whis
pered. “Thought you m ight need a little 
m oral sunpoft. Am I  right?”

“ Y eah*"Page said softly. “W hat a 
family! W hat’s wrong w ith ’em?”

“They’re endocrine monsters. The 
boy, Will, is a cretin. Thyroid defi
ciency, The m other’s a thyroid type, 
too—very fat, you see. H er pituitary 
glands out of whack, causing obesity. 
And joe  Havlin is acromegalic, H e’s 
got abnormal development of the bones 
of the face and extremities.”

“I wonder if they’re all th a t way,” 
Page murmured.

“ Maybe—-maybe not. A man’s chief 
gift to bis children is his internal se
cretion composition. Mrs. Havlin’s en
docrine balance is haywire. I  imagine 
her husband’s was, too. So the des
cendants may be monsters, or they may 
not—depending on what characteristics 
are recessive and what dominant. Can
didly,, I don’t like it.” Dr. Laing’s dark 
face was worried.

“ It isn’t pleasant,” Page grunted. 
“Still, it isn’t their fault.”

“No, I don’t mean that. The endo- 
crines have a trem endous effect on per
sonality. None of the people here to
n ight are normal. Physically , or men
tally. Glandular unbalance affects the 
mind. W e both know the purpose of 
this conclave, Page. A gang of freaks, 
m ost of them poverty-ridden, their 
warped brains filled w ith hate and bit
terness, are going to receive an inheri
tance. I think—” The doctor turned 
to a bookshelf near by. He put out a 
long arm  and searched the shelves. 
“All works on abnormal psychology 
and pathology. L et’s see if she has Ber
man" on ‘Gfands Regulating Personal
ity’. Yes!”

He withdrew a volume, thumbed rap
idly through it, indicating a passage, 
read;

Introspective observation of precriminal 
states of mind by so-called normal persons 
reveals that in many of them there is an im
pairment of reason and will power, in others

an exaltation amounting almost to hysteria. 
W hat are these but endocrine states of the 
cells, experimentally reproducible by in
creasing or decreasing the influence of the 
thyroid, the adrenals, the pituitary? Crimes 
o£ passion may be traced in no small part to 
disturbances of the thyroid. , .

“lit o ther w ords/’ L aing said, “crime 
can be traced to endocrine instability.”

H is eyes flicked over the grotesque 
group by the fire. The cretin, Will, 
was huddled in a motionless heap, 
blank-faced and silent. Lil Shadick 
and Joe Havlin were eyeing each other, 
and their faces were not pleasant. The 
woman’s fat features were ugly as a 
bloated gargoyle’s, and a passionless, 
hooded malignancy seemed to have 
veiled the man’s.

A little  s h u d d e r  shook Page—a 
strange, eerie prem onition that black 
horror was soon to engulf this house of 
endocrine monsters.

C H A PT ER  I I

There Shall Be Death

TH E  doorbell rang again. Page 
went into the hall, the doctor at his 

side.
B ut the porch was empty. In  the 

m oonlight the tree-covered slope was a 
sea of shadowy black patches. For a 
moment Page thought he heard the 
sound of footsteps, then it was gone. 

He stepped out into the cold frosti
ness of the night.

“There’s no one .. .  , W a it!”
In  the distance there came a faint 

no ise; soft feet climbing the steep tra il 
“W ait here, Doc,” Page said. “I ’ll 

be back.” He sprinted into the 
shadows.

They closed around him darkly. The 
n ight air blew cold against his face. 
But unmistakably the sound of quiet 
footsteps grew louder.

A rock turned under his heel, and 
Page almost fell. He recovered him
self, hurried on, and almost collided 
with a small figure toiling up the trail.

“Ouch!” the person complained, 
“Look where you’re going, won’t  you?” 

A patch of moonlight outlined a 
small, heart-shaped face, with crisp 
auburn curls fram ing if. The girl 
stared, and when Page didn’t speak, a
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curious look of apprehension came into 
her blue eyes. She drew back.

Page hastened to reassure her,
“You’re Jean Havlin, of course,” he 

said. “I ’m sorry you had to come up 
here alone. I thought you and the 
others could have got a guide at the 
village.”

“They’re all afraid to come up here,” 
Jean Havlin said coolly. “ I ’m sure I 
don’t  know why! Noises never killed 
anyone yet,” Though Page waited, she 
didn’t explain her words.

“W ell,” he said at last, “let’s get 
back to  the house.”

Together they started up the trail. 
Jean Havlin, Page knew, was not re
lated by blood to Ilene Havlin. She 
was her granddaughter by adoption 
only, according to the information the 
attorney had received. W hen Ilene 
Havlin had learned of this, she had in
sisted tha t Jean come with the others,

“I want to  see w hat she’s like,” the 
old woman had whispered. “She’s got 
the Havlin name if not the blood. And 
I ’ll leave her her share of the estate.”

No doubt the girl would be glad of 
any inheritance, Page thought, glanc
ing aside at her neat, slightly shabby 
business suit.

Quite suddenly the screams began.
They came from the house. And they 

rang out, shrill and agonized and ut- 
terD horrib le, in an ear-shattering cres
cendo that made Page’s stomach move 
sickeningly w ithin him. A woman’s 
voice was keening out a wordless, raw- 
edged shriek of ultim ate pain.

And it stopped.
Page found himself racing forward, 

the girl, white-faced and gasping, at his 
side. They came out of the shadows, 
saw the great house looming on the 
slope, washed in pale moonlight. The 
front door was ajar, but no one was vis
ible.

Page hurdled the threshold, glanced 
into the parlor. I t  was empty. From 
upstairs came a frantic, hysterical cry
ing.

TH E  attorney w ent up the steps in 
three leaps. A t the end of the long 
h all he saw a bulky figure crouched be

fo re  a door, beating the panel fran
t ic a lly  w ith great fists. I t  was Will, 
.he cretin. He turned an imbecile, tear-

stained face to Page.
“Mamma’s in there! Somebody’s 

hurting h e r ! I heard—”
Quickly Page pushed the cretin 

aside. The door was locked. But 
under the impact of a powerful shoul
der it yielded, burst open, and Page 
found himself stumbling forward, his 
nostrils filled w ith an acrid, strong 
stench that made him suddenly nause
ated. A t his feet lay what was left of 
L il Shadick,

H er gross body was scarcely veiled 
by the ripped ta tters  of her dress. The 
hot odor of blood was everywhere. 
M oonlight slanted in from the open 
window, mercilessly revealing the 
woman’s ruined corpse.

The blood had no t yet coagulated. 
Seeing this, and realizing the signifi
cance of the open window, Page 
crossed to  it swiftly. He leaned out, 
peered down at the ground, twenty- 
five or more feet below. On this side 
of the house the moonlight gave place 
to shadow, but Page thought he caught 
a glimpse of a figure moving swiftly 
away. How had the killer descended?

A drain-pipe a few feet away from 
the window, descending from eaves to 
ground, gave him the answer. Page 
swung himself to the sill, reached out, 
caught the pipe between his hands. 
The weathered boards of the house 
gave him purchase for his feet, and he 
w ent down the drain-pipe swiftly.

There was an ominous, ripping 
crackle. Beneath his hands Page felt 
the cool metal of the pipe give, It 
swung away from the side of the house, 
and, with a screaming of torn  metal, 
came loose. Page scrambled desper
ately for a foothold, found none. He 
was falling through blackness, wind 
screaming in his ears.

He h it ground with a thump that 
drove the breath  from his lungs. I t  
was fully a minute before Page was 
able to stagger up, conscious of a dull, 
throbbing pain in his back. He stared 
around.

No movement, no sound. The killer 
had had plenty of time to  make an 
escape.

“P a g e !” a voice called sharply. The 
attorney looked up, wincing as he 
moved his neck. Dr, Laing’s dark face 
was framed in  the open window above.
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“Page, are you hurt?”
“No,” the attorney grunted. *T1I 

be right up.”
Tiling's head popped in and vanished. 

Page made his way to the front of the 
house, encountering Joe Haviin on the 
porch. The man’s tall figure, with his 
immense hands and feet and ju tting 
jaw, seemed inhuman in the moon
light-—a warlock done by Goya, mal
formed and repellent.

“W hat’s up?” he asked. “W hat’s 
your hurry?”

“W hereVe you been?” Page asked 
w ithout answering the other’s ques
tion.

“Chasing . shadows. Heard noises 
outside and went out to have a look-see. 
W hat the devil’s the m atter?”

“Ju s t a murder,” Page said grimly, 
and hurried a lung the upper hall.

A small group—-Will, the cretin, old 
Adrian, and Jean H aviin—were stand
ing silent at its end. As Page came up 
the door opened and Dr. Laing looked 
out.

“Page? Come in . . , Not you, Mr. 
H ardin!”

He spoke sharply as Joe Haviin at
tem pted to follow Page. Silently, but 
with a tw isted smile, Haviin drew 
back. The door, closing, shut him out.

PAGE faced Dr. Laing, conscious 
of a dramatic tension in the air. 

I t  was not alone the presence of the 
corpse at their feet. There was some
thing else, Page sensed, something 
Laing was anxious to te l l  

“This isn’t just murder,” the doctor 
said. “Did you see—”

His gaze went down. And now Page, 
for the first time, noticed certain blood- 
smeared objects that were neatly ar
ranged on the carpet around the dead 
woman’s head. Small, fatty  pieces of 
meat.

In  a cold voice that Page sensed, was 
used to mask the doctor’s shocked hor
ror, Laing went on:

“After death, this woman was oper
ated upon. Her throat and chest have 
been opened. The thyroid and thymus 
glands have been removed. I  think 
there was an attem pt to remove the 
pineal from within the brain-cavity. 
But apparently the m urderer didn’t 
have tim e,”

Page’s throat was dry. This wasn’t 
m urder—it was butchery, coldly sci
entific and madly logical. He remem
bered the doctor’s w arning of half an 
hour ago. “Crime can be traced to 
endocrine instability,” Laing had said. 
And now—

“L et’s go downstairs,” the attorney 
suggested. “I want to ask some ques
tions.”

Laing nodded. “I ’ll look in at Mrs. 
Haviin first. Be w ith you in a minute.” 

In  the hall the others were waiting, 
a chill undercurrent of fear apparent 
in  their wary glances. Page herded 
them downstairs into the parlor. Will, 
the cretin, huddled by the fire, sobbing 
softly. The others sank down into 
their chairs, waiting.

“Mrs. Shadick has been killed,” Page 
said.

There was no response from his 
audience, O nly W ill’s crying grew  
louder, less restrained.

“A drian!”
The old butler glanced up nervously. 

He licked pale lips.
“Yes, Mr. Page?”
“W here were you when—”
“Down in the kitchen,” the man 

broke in swiftly, not w aiting for Page 
to finish. “Mrs. Haviin woke up and 
wanted some water. The carafe was 
empty, and I  went downstairs by the 
back staircase. W hen I heard the 
screams I couldn’t tell where they were 
coming from, at first. I  stepped out the 
back door, and then I  realized they 
were from upstairs. So I  went back 
inside and upstairs again.”

Dr. Laing came in silently. “Adrian,” 
he said, “you’d better keep an eye on 
Mrs, Haviin. She’s in a coma. That 
okay, Page?”

The attorney nodded, and the butler 
shuffled out.

“W ant my story?” Laing asked, and 
went on quickly when Page nodded. 
“After you left me on the porch I 
waited awhile, and then I  heard noises 
in the bushes. Somebody was crying. 
I ran toward the sound and searched 
awhile. I  heard the screams, came back 
to the house, and found the body.”

Page w ent toward the fire. 
touched the cretin’s shoulder,

“W ill?”
“Uh?”
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“Tell me what happened, won’t 
you ?”

“I—1—” The warped brain floun
dered in its fog. “I dunno. Mamma 
—” The sobs started again. Page 
waited till the cretin had quieted.

“Mamma and I were here when he”—  
W ill pointed at Joe Havlin—“went out. 
W e heard a noise in the hall. Mamma 
told me to wait here and she went out. 
I heard her talking to somebody. Then 
I  couldn’t  hear anything except some
body going upstairs.”

L IT T L E  thrill shook Page. 
“Somebody talking to your 

m other?” he asked. “W ho was it? ”
Tension grew in the room.
“I  dunno,” the cretin mumbled. 

“The door was shut. Somebody—”
“There’s no phone in the house, you 

know,” Dr. Laing said quietly. “W hat 
about sending someone to the village 
for help ?”

“W ho?” Page asked. His meaning 
was evident. Any person in this room 
m ight have killed L il Shadick.

“Well, I ’ll go,” Laing offered.
“No.” Page shook his head. “I  

need your help. You’d better stick 
around.”

The two men’s glances met. The doc
tor seemed to understand Page’s 
thought—that the removal of certain 
glands from a corpse implied a knowl
edge of physiology that the study of 
medicine m ight supply.

Laing grinned wryly, nodded. And 
suddenly he stiffened. His th in  nose 
twitched.

“Smell that, Page?” he asked sharply.
An acrid, familiar odor crept into the 

attorney’s nostrils. Involuntarily  he 
looked at the fireplace.

Jean Havlin sprang up, her face 
white.

“F ire !” she whispered. “Some
where—”

U nder the door a billow of smoke 
crept. An ominous crackling sounded 
from the hall. L aing sprang forward, 
tw isted the knob. He turned a dark 
face to the others.

“Locked!”
“L et me try !”
Joe Havlin shouldered him aside. 

T 'he man smashed one of his great 
f  ists against the panel, attacked it w ith

his huge feet. The wood split, broke. 
Flames gushed in, driving Havlin back.

Laing was at the windows, flinging 
them wide. Too late Page shouted for 
him to stop. In  the draft the fire 
gushed up hotly.

But in one glance the attorney re
alized that the conflagration was not 
serious. The carpet just outside the 
door was ablaze.

A faint smell of kerosene came to 
Page. H e snatched a rug from the 
hearth, climbed through the splintered 
door, and beat at the flames.

Dimly he was conscious of other 
figures, vague in the black smoke, help
ing him. Figures that shifted and grew 
solid and then vanished in the red-lit 
gloom.

It was impossible to keep track of 
them. Finally, however, the fire was 
smothered, sending up slow trickles of 
greasy smoke. The lights came on.

C H A PT ER  I II  

Mad Murder

PAGE straightened. Beside him he 
saw only Jean Havlin, her auburn 

hair disheveled, her blue eyes wide. 
She was trem bling a little. Page 
grinned at her shakily.

“I t ’s okay. No harm done.” 
“Somebody was try ing to kill us,” 

the girl whispered.
“I don’t think so. W e could have got 

out the windows easily enough. There 
was another reason.”

Jean ’s lashes drooped. She swayed, 
her eyes closing, and Page caught her, 
feeling an involuntary thrill at the 
electric nearness of her pliant body. 
The girl shuddered, drew away, brush
ing the hair from her eyes.

“I—I ’m all right now. I t—”
Joe H avlin came from the depths of 

the hall, his big fists, smoke-blackened, 
swinging.

“Found the master switch,” he 
grunted. “Somebody had throw n it. 
I used the hammer on the switch, Page. 
I t won’t be moved again in a hurry. 
W e don’t  have to worry about the 
lights now, anyway.”

The attorney glanced back into the 
parlor. The cretin was still crouched 
on the hearth. B ut where was Laing?
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Page’s gaze went probing down the 
hall. A door was open there, a door 
tha t had been closed up to now. W ith 
a swift word to the others the lawyer 
hurried forward, paused on the thresh
old.

Blazing light illuminated the cham
ber, a good-sized storeroom, cluttered 
w ith furniture and bric-a-brac. Near a 
huge pile of rugs in the corner was a 
cedar chest, and something in its posi
tion made Page hesitate. The dis
turbed dust on the floor showed that it 
had been pulled aside recently.

A faint knocking came from within 
the chest. As Page leaped forward he 
saw, from the corner of his eye, that 
the single window was locked, that 
dust lay thick upon it. But on the floor 
a t his feet was a sticky, fled pool.

Page flung open the chest. A boy 
lay crumpled upon a heap of furs with
in it, white-faced, scarcely breathing. 
Hastily the attorney lifted the youth, 
carried him into the parlor. There he 
laid him on a couch and made a swift 
examination.

The boy seemed about fifteen. Red- 
haired, clad in a slightly ragged coat 
and knickers, he lay unmoving, blood 
dripping from a jagged cut in his 
throat, staining his dark shirt and neck
tie. His thin frame was suddenly 
shaken by a nervous shudder.

I t was nearly five minutes, though, 
before the boy’s eyes opened. Fear 
sprang into them. He cowered back, 
his breath rasping.

“I t ’s okav, kid," Page said quietly. 
“No danger.”

The boy searched his face. Then, 
w ith a spasmodic shiver, he clung to 
Page as though to a rock of refuge. 
His eyes went to Joe Havlin and the 
cretin—and widened with fright.

Havlin smiled sourly. He touched 
W ill’s m uscular shoulder, urged the 
cretin ahead of him from the room.

“No use scaring the kid to death,” he 
grunted to Page. “Call me when you 
want me.”

The boy swallowed convulsively. 
“I —I’m all right now. Only—”

JEAN applied her handkerchief to 
the wounded throat.

“I t  isn’t  deep,” she said. “Fll get a 
bandage.” She went out.

“You’re Mr. Page?” the boy asked. 
“I got a letter-—”

He brought it from his pocket. The 
attorney scan n ed  i t  sw iftly . I t  read :

Dear Mr. Page:
As I  wrote you, I had intended to ac

company Tommy Comte to  Mrs. Havhn’S 
home, bat unforeseen contingencies prevent 
this. However, Tommy is quite capable of 
finding his way there, and I ’m putting him 
on the train, with detailed instructions for 
him to follow. His elder brother, Dwight 
Courte, died two years ago, as I  said in our 
previous communications. He asked me to 
look out for Tommy, and I ’ve done so. But, 
not being wealthy, it has been difficult at 
times. If there is any money coming to  the 
boy, I  shall be most glad for his sake. En
closed you will find the identification I  
promised.

Manley Hildreth

Page nodded, thumbed through the 
papers, and pocketed the material. 

“You’re Tommy, eh?” he asked, 
“Yes, sir.”
“Well, you’d better stick pretty  close 

to me tonight. There’s something go
ing on~~but I think you know that. 
Just what happened to you?”

The boy didn’t answer for a moment. 
Over his eyes a veil dropped. His thin, 
pale face was suddenly afraid.

“I-—I don’t know.”
“E h?”
Tommy glanced at the shattered 

door. “I can’t remember, Mr, Page. 
Something—”

“Something nearly cut your throat,” 
the attorney said quietly. “You can’t 
remember that?”

“Somebody hit me on the head,” 
Tommy whispered. “After that it was 
all dark till I woke up here.”

Page leaned closer. The boy drew 
back, but regardless the attorney ex
plored Tommy’s head with probing fin
gers.

“ H it you on the head, eh? There’s
no bump.”

The boy’s face was sullen, but 
through the sullenness Page sensed an 
overwhelming, ghastly fear.

“I  can’t  help it!” he said shrilly. “I  
can’t remember! I—”

“Leave him alone,” Jean Havlin com
manded, coming back into the room 
“The kid’s half dead. Here, let me—

She pushed Page aside, bandagec 1 
Tommy’s throat.



41T H E  D E V IL ’S B R O O D

'"You two stick around here.” the a t
torney said, getting up. ‘‘II anything 
happens, sing out.”

He went into the hail. Joe Havlin 
was nowhere in sight, but the cretin, 
W ill, was lounging against the wail, 
staring dully into space. Rage went 
upstairs.

He went into Mrs. Havlin’s room. 
The old woman lay still and silent, un
der a great mound of covers. Adrian 
was nowhere in sight.

W histling under his breath, Page 
went out again and methodically be
gan to search the house. He found lit
tle. He was hesitating before a s ta ir
w ay that led up, apparently, to the a t
tic, when he heard Jean cry out.

He whirled. The girl came racing 
along the hall, eyes wide, red lips open 
in fear. She gripped Page’s arm.

"Dow nstairs—quick! W ill’s gone
crazy! H e’s killing the boy!”

P AGE th rust her a way, sprinted to 
the stairs and down them, con

scious of other feet hurrying along the 
hall beneath him. He pushed through 
the shattered parlor door and stood, 
staring. Behind him the girl caught 
her breath in horror.

Joe Havlin crouched above two pros
trate  figures on the carpet. Hia huge 
hand clutched a clasp-knife. Pie 
straightened, whirled—and his bony, 
misproportioned face went blank. Pie 
glanced at the weapon he held.

“Get a w a y  from there!” Page 
snarled.

He reached inside his coat—a bluff, 
for he carried no gun. But Havlin 
drew back, letting the knife fall to the 
carpet. He moistened his lips, started 
to speak, and then was silent, looking 
down.

The great body of the cretin lay face 
down, drenched in blood. Scarlet 
spurted from an incision in the back of 
his neck. Gray threads of spinal tissue 
showed through clotted black hair, 
Swiftly Page sprang forward, pulled 
the dying monster away. The cretin’s 
fat hands were clasped about the throat 
of the hoy who lay beneath him—Tom 
my, pale and unconscious, the bandage 
torn brutally away from his neck.

“Good G od!” Page .said tunelessly, 
his stomach churning. He glanced at

the cretin, saw  th a t he was beyond aid. 
“Take care of Tommy. Jean,” the law
yer commanded, and turned to Havlin.

The other’s hooded eyes were steady. 
“You can’t pin this on me,” he said 
harshly. “They were like that when I 
came in. I heard the girl scream, and 
ran in from outside the house.”  He 
looked down at the knife. “T hat was 
sticking in W ill’s back when I came in. 
I  pulled it out, th a t’s all.”

“Is the kid okay?” Page asked over 
his shoulder.

“I think so,” the girl said. “His 
throat’s bleeding, but . . . Yes, he’s 
coming around.”

Tommy shivered, touched his neck 
w ith exploring fingers. He sat up 
weakly and clung to Jean, while shud
ders racked his thin body.

“Tommy, who did this?” Page said 
almost harshly. “W ho killed W ill?”

The boy looked at the dead cretin, 
started to speak. Then his gaze 
dropped.

“I—I don’t know. I couldn’t see—”
Somehow the lawyer felt sure that 

Tommy was lying. But why? Did he 
know who was responsible for these 
monstrous killings? And if so, was it 
fear that; held him silent-—or another 
emotion? If a boy knew his brother 
was a murderer. , . .

But Dwight Courte was dead. Or 
was he? Page scowled, thrusting his 
hands deep into his pockets. He felt a 
strong curiosity to know what had hap
pened to Dr. Laing. Somehow he felt 
th a t if he knew the doctor’s where
abouts it would be possible to  discover 
w hat lay behind these crimes.

And there was Adrian, too. W hat 
had happened to the old butler?

“Get some rope, Jean,” Page said. 
“There should be some in the kitchen.”

W ithout a word the girl obeyed. 
Page scooped up the knife, eyeing Joe 
Havlin coldly. The m an’s great fists 
knotted.

“ W hat the devil! You’re not going 
to tie me up!”

Page put his hand inside his coat 
again. “Yeah. Or put a bullet through 
you. I don’t much care which.”

H AV L IN ’S lips twitched. “Has it 
occurred to you tha t I may be 

murdered? Damn it, do you expect me
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to stay like a trussed chicken while 
somebody slits my th rea t?”

“ You’ll do as I tell you,” Page 
snapped, but he felt uneasy. If his 
bluff failed to work, what chdn.ee would 
he have against Havlin’s huge fists? 
Luckily, the man made no resistance as 
Jean, under Page’s supervision, tied 
him to a chair.

“ You’ll be safe enough,” the lawyer 
informed him. “W e’ll be right here.”

Havlin’s face was dour. “At least if 
another m urder’s committed, you won’t 
suspect me.”

Tommy lay quietly on the couch, his 
throat newly bandaged, and occasion
ally the boy sent a frightened glance to
ward the door. Jean sat silently by the 
fire.

Presently the lawyer got up and went 
to the bookcase. A curious thought 
had come to him. He scanned the 
shelves, removing a few volumes. 
These he scanned, and so deep grew his 
absorption that only jean ’s cry made 
him look up.

He was too late. A menacing figure 
was plunging toward him, unbound 
ropes flying, face twisted in a snarl. 
Joe Havlin had freed himself from his 
bonds.

Taken by surprise. Page had no 
chance. He caught a glimpse of Jean 
leaping up, trying to intercept the a t
tacker, and going down like a ninepin 
under the sweep of a great arm. Page 
struck out desperately, felt a huge fist 
smash into his jaw with bone-crushing 
iorce. He subsided into pain-shot un
consciousness.

C H A P T E R XV 
The Endocrine Monster

SLO W L Y  Page awoke, his temples 
throbbing. Groaning, he pulled 

himself to his feet, saw Tommy lying 
on the couch, his eyes closed; saw Jean 
in a crumpled heap near by, Joe Havlin 
was nowhere in sight.

Swaying, Page went into the hall. 
The porch door was open. On the 
threshold a body was lying. The at
torney went to it, knelt, staring.

Joe Havlin was dead. His throat and 
chest had been opened, and around his

head certain small, fatty  objects were 
neatly arranged.

Ideas Were stirring in Page’s brain. 
He went back into the hall and paused 
before the storeroom. If he had guessed 
aright, there should be an answer t© 
the riddle beyond that door.

H e opened it, switched on the light. 
Heaps of furniture, rugs piled in the 
comer—and to this tumbled heap Page 
went. His gaze found smears of blood 
m arring the nap of expensive fabrics.

His lips tight, Page turned to the 
cedar chest and opened it. Though 
he had been prepared, he caught his 
breath a little at sight of the motionless 
body tha t had been stuffed into the box. 
Dried blood caked the slit throat.

Page lifted the body, laid it gently 
on the floor. He rummaged through 
the furs still within the chest, and pres
ently, with a little sigh, brought up a 
brown, damp wad of tobacco. This he 
put in his pocket.

“Mr. Page—”
The attorney turned. Jean and 

Tommy stood on the threshold. The 
corpse was hidden from their eyes by a 
heavy bureau, and Page hurried toward 
them.

“You’re okay?” he asked. "Good! 
Come upstairs,”

“H e’s dead—the man on the porch!” 
Tommy quavered. “We saw.—”

“I know. Come upstairs, both of 
you.”

Page herded them  up the steps and 
into Mrs. Havlin’s room. Mrs. Havlin 
was no longer resting quietly in bed. 
A rope had been attached to one tall . 
bedpost, and the woman looked at first 
as if she were sitting up, her head oddly 
tw isted to stare toward the window.

H er blue-veined fingers, with their 
strange webs, were deeply embedded in 
the scrawny throat about which a noose 
had been drawn tight. The mound of 
bed clothing still covered her from the 
hips down. But on the upper part of 
her old-fashioned nightgown were 
great stains of blood.

And suddenly Tom my’s face began 
to  tw itch and jerk. He sobbed hyster
ically. Turning, he leaned against the 
wall and gasped out half-inarticulate 
words.

“Her—it was her, Mr. P ag e! She did
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i t ! She said she’d kill me if—if I to ld !
I  didn’t dare—”

Jean’s horrified gaze was fixed on the 
eyanosed face of the dead woman. Page 
nodded slowly,

“The whole th ing  works out,”  he 
said. “Blood all over Mrs. Havlin’s 
nightgown. Dr. Laing m urdered—yeah, 
1 found him stuffed into the cedar chest 
downstairs. The story 's easy to  piece 
out. Ilene Havlin was not on her death
bed, after all. She was an endocrine 
monster, anyway. And her glands— 
the adrenals—gave her enough energy 
to kill the family she hated, after luring 
them  here on the pretext of passing out 
inheritances. T ha t’s why Dr. Laing 
was killed. H e suspected Ilene was not 
as weak as she seemed. And Adrian— 
it’s my guess we’ll find his body hidden

from the shrunken calves down. The 
righ t leg was intact. But where the 
left foot should have been there was 
only a stum p, a gnarled, withered pad 
of flesh tha t term inated the shin.

“Ilene Havlin had an operation three 
m onths ago,” Page said. “She couldn’t 
possibly have slid down a rain-spout, 
or committed these crimes, m urders 
that required agility as well as devilish 
cunning. Ilene was not the killer, 
though she was supposed to take the 
rap. The m urderer came here disguised. 
W hen I was looking through the 
library downstairs I got on the track. 
All the Havlins were tainted. Not one 
was normal. But one person was here 
tonight who seemed perfectly normal. 
H is malady wasn’t easily noticeable. It 
was infantilism !”
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away in some cupboard. Ilene had to 
have a free hand to commit her crimes. 
T hat right, Tom m y?”

R U D D E R IN G , the boy nodded. 
"N o ordinary-sized person could 

have climbed down a rain-spout that 
broke under my weight. I figured that 
out. But Ilene H arlin could. And when 
she’d killed the m onsters of the family, 
she decided to  kill herself. D idn’t w ant 
to face a criminal trial. I t  sounds rea
sonable.”

Page’s face was suddenly grim and 
harsh. H e went to the bed and w ith
a swift movement stripped away the 
covers.

“But there’s one weak link in the 
chain,” he said. “T his!”

Kis outthrust finger indicated the 
scrawny legs of the dead woman, bare

Tom my and Jean were staring, wide- 
eyed, as Page went on remorselessly.

"The pituitary and pineal glands— 
they cause that. They go haywire, and 
the victim doesn’t  mature. He remains 
a child to all appearances. I t ’s a com
mon medical phenomenon—isn’t it, 
D w igh t?”

The boy moved so swiftly tha t Page 
was caught unprepared. He brought 
out a small, snub-nosed autom atic from 
some hidden pocket. And his face, 
tw isted with rage, seemed strangely 
older.

“ Damn you, Page!” he snarled. 
“ You’re too sm art for your own good? 
Sure, I ’m Dwight Courte—and a lot of 
good it’ll do you to know th a t!”

The autom atic’s black muzzle cen
tered on Page. A gust of mad laughter 
shook the attorney’s brain. To be men
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aced w ith death by one who wa% to 
all appearances, a fifteen-year-old boy!

Suddenly Page, rem embered the knife 
in his pocket, the knife he had taken 
from Joe Hamlin. If  he could get his 
fingers on it somehow! If he could keep 
the killer from shooting until—

“Okay,” he said, “You win. You’re 
sm arter than I thought.”

A twisted grin appeared on Courte’s 
face a t the words.

“ Yeah, a lot sm arter,” he said. “Get 
back th e re !” The gun swung toward 
Jean. “ You’re dying, too, w ith him. 
But get back,”

The girl retreated till she stood be
side Page.

“You made some mistakes, though,” 
the attorney said swiftly, "Y our m o
tive’s too clear, Ilene HavHn's leaving 
eight thousand to  each of her descend
ants. Not a hell of a lot, but if some, 
of them  were killed off, the others 
would profit accordingly. I had to 
guess a bit, but I think I guessed right. 
T hat you’re not Tommy Courte, for ex
ample.”

TH E  killer’s cold eyes were un 
wavering. “W ell?”

“Tommy died awhile ago. W hen I 
wrote you. you made your plans. De
cided to commit these murders. But 
as Dwight Courte, a dwarf with a m an’s 
mind, you’d immediately come under 
suspicion. So you forged letters to me, 
letting me think that Dw ight had died, 
and tha t you were Tommy, the  kid. 
W ho’d suspect a youngster of m urder 
—especially when he himself had been 
attacked?”

Page’s hand was moving impercep
tibly closer to  his pocket.

“You rang the doorbell and got us in
side,” he went on quietly. “ Drew us 
away from the house by m aking a com
m otion and crying, as Laing said. Then 
you waited, your chance, sneaked in, 
and saw Lil Shadick in the hall. She 
was tough, all right, but she wouldn’t 
suspect a boy. You got her upstairs 
on some pretext and slit her throat. 
T hat was another weak link, Courte. 
E ither the killer was strong enough to 
overcome his Victims, or else he was 
able to get close enough to m urder 
them  without arousing their suspicions.

And Lil Shadick hated Ilene H av lin ! 
She’d have been suspicious the moment 
she saw Ilene out of bed.”

“Go o n /’ Courte said mockingly. 
“W hat other mistakes did I make?”

“You started the fire in the hall, and 
during the commotion got Laing to 
come with you in the storeroom. He 
didn’t realize anything was w rong till 
you cut his throat. You’ve a habit of 
pretending you’re frightened and grab* 
faing the nearest person— and tha t’s a 
swell opportunity for you to use your 
knife. You killed Laing, hid his body 
in a pile of carpets, and climbed into the 
chest. Yon cut your neck a bit to alibi 
the blood on your shirt, and you waited 
till you heard us coming along the hall. 
Then you just shut the lid and shammed 
a faint till we rescued you. But you 
didn’t anticipate W ill’s attack.”

“No,” Courte admitted. “He took me 
by surprise. But he couldn’t have 
known i killed his m other!':’

“Cretins have curious powers Some
times. Maybe W ill sensed you were ..the 
m urderer. W e’ll leave it a t that. Any
way, he jumped you, and Jean ran out 
to get me. T hat left you with a free 
hand. You simply got out your knife, 
reached around, and cut W ill’s spinal 
cord, leaving the knife in the wound 
for joe HavKn to  pull out. He played 
right into your hands, especially when 
he knocked Jean and me out later. 
I can guess w hat happened then, joe  
was going to light out for the village, 
and you begged him to take you with 
him. Begged until he let you get a little 
too close—for he didn’t suspect you— 
and then you used your knife!

“I wasn’t really sure, though, till I 
found something in the cedar chest just 
now. A plug of tobacco you’d used to 
make yourself seem almost asphyx
iated. Nicotine poisoning is pretty com
mon. W hen a fellow wants to get off 
work to go to a ball game, he’ll some
times chew a piece of tobacco and hide 
it in his arm-pit. The blood-stream 
will absorb the stuff, and for a while 
there’ll be all the symptoms of nicotine 
poisoning — feeble pulse, irregular 
breathing, pallor, and so on. You had 
th is tobacco—”

Almost absently Page reached into 
his pocket, And Courte was taken by
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surprise. He had failed to realize the 
significance of the gesture.

TH E N  his gun steadied. He barked 
a command, B ut Page’s hand 

swung up with the knife gripped tightly 
w ithin it. The attorney lurched against 
Jean, knocking her aside as the killer’s 
autom atic barked.

Page hurled the knife, A bullet 
screamed past him, and glass tinkled 
noisily. The attorney lunged forward, 
bending low. He felt a blaze of agony 
rip along his arm  as the gun barked 
again.

Then he cannoned into Courte, knock
ing the dwarfed figure back. The gun 
went spinning away. Page rolled over, 
putting his own body between Courte 
and the weapon. B ut the killer, not 
relishing a hand to hand battle, thought 
only of flight now. His agile form 
somersaulted over the threshold into 
the hall.

Page didn’t  w ait to get the gun; he 
sprinted after the escaping murderer. 
Courte was not heading for the stair
way. He plunged toward a door across 
the hall, flung it open, raced into the

shadowy room. Sprinting after him. 
Page stum bled over something and 
w ent down headlong.

H is fingers touched chill flesh-—the 
body of Lil Shadick. He sprang up, 
seeing a slim figure swing out of the 
window. Before Page could move the 
tiring had happened.

There was a frantic scuffle, a gasping, 
startled cry, terminated^ by a heavy 
thud. Page reached the window, peered 
out. He could see the broken end of the 
drain-pipe, something Courte had for
gotten. On the ground below a figure 
lay motionless. The rays of the sinking 
moon showed a white face staring up 
blindly, and a widening stain that 
aureoied the head, etching it in crim
son horror.

Even from the window Page could 
see tha t the man was dead.

He turned, conscious of Jean at his 
side. The girl huddled close, shivering, 
and Page put a bracing arm about her 
slim shoulders.

“Buck up,” he said gently. “I t ’s all 
over. W e’ve got to hike into town now, 
kid. T here’ll be quite a story to tell 
the  sheriff P"
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IT  was mid-evening when I re
turned home—a stormy night of 
September. I had been away all 
summer on a Southern voyage, a pre

liminary to the mining business I was 
entering next winter.

From the garage where I left my car, 
I could see Doomsday Rock with its 
two big gabled, ivy-clad houses front
ing each other on the brink of the cliff. 
My home, and the home of our hated 
neighbors. They loomed sullen against 
the gray blur of the stormy sky. And 
at sight of them my old feeling of re
sentfulness and oppression returned.

The W arrens and the Torrences, fac
ing each other, enemies of a hundred 
years, making their lives miserable by 
their stubborn proximity as they shared 
that bleak eminence. Even its name, 
by legend here in the neighborhood, 
seemed to foretell disaster to its in-

A l a n  was w e a k ly  u p  o n  o ne  e lb o w , a k n ife  in  his h a n d  
«
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imical houses, I  resented being part of 
if all. Yet I was a W arren—the young
est. Charles W arren, age twenty-two.

One of those forbidding, gloomy old 
mansions, looming w ith proud auster
ity  up there in the m urk was the only 
home I  had ever known. I  had been 
bom  there. And there I  had been bred 
to hate the Torrences.

From  the edge of the village, suitcase 
in hand, I climbed u_p the precipitous 
wooden stairw ay which was the only 
access to Doomsday Rock. The wind 
howled and tore a t me. Over my head 
the two houses stood with blurred ram 
bling gables. Their windows were like 
yellow eyes, staring not only a t me, 
bu t at each other.

Perhaps my Southern trip, so calm 
and placid, made m y homecoming seem 
all the more forbidding. A  chill struck 
into me as I stared up a t the glaring 
eyes of the houses. I t  was as though 
even the old buildings hated each other.

W hen I reached the top of the rocky 
eminence,the wind was a howling roar 
among the stunted pines. M y path led 
me in between the two houses with 
their dividing line of trees.

"W ell, Charles, my boy—here you 
are. How well you’re looking!”

My grandfather, Daniel Ignatius 
W arren, had come to greet me at the 
door. He was a vigorous old fellow, 
despite his seventy-five years—tall, 
spare, erect, handsome, w ith a great 
mane of white hair.

“ H ere’s Charles,” he called to my 
second cousin, Alan Nero W arren, who 
was coming down the hall.

“Hello there, Charles. W ell, I say, 
how brown you are.”

Alan was about tw enty-eight; slim, 
dark-haired. He was always pale; a 
brooding fellow. He and I  went up
stairs with my suitcase,

“ Hell to pay this afternoon with 
those damn Torrences,” he commented.

“I thought all th a t m ight have eased 
up,” I said. “W e were ignoring them  
when I  left.”

ME put a hand on my shoulder.
"Frankly, I ’m glad you’re back, 

Charles. 1 got a scare th is afternoon. 
The W arrens and Torrences have quar
reled for years, but th is  looked like

bloodshed.”
He told me. Smoke from the T or

rence chimney had blown our way and 
annoyed Grandfather. My Uncle 
George and Grandfather had gone 
over; there had been a violent alter
cation. T ristan  Torrence, a big, beetle- 
browed fellow, had come from  his 
house brandishing a knife.

“ Grandfather had his shotgun,” 
Alan was saying. “W e pulled him 
home, but it was a damn close call,”

A sudden gust of violent wind rattled 
W arren Hall. Perhaps it was Alan’s 
words, or my own vague premonitions, 
but suddenly it seemed as though to
night were something different from 
other nights, as though horror which 
for a hundred years had been brewing, 
now was upon us.

“There’s something weird about all 
of us up on th is damned Doomsday 
Rock,” Alan added in his somber fash
ion. His dark eyes stared at me with 
apprehension in them . “I ’ve been look
ing at some of the family records this 
summer. Do you know, it”s just a hun
dred years ago ton igh t tha t the first 
death occurred here on Doomsday 
Rock—and it was a damned queer 
death.”

A hundred years ago tonight, I 
hadn’t  known that. E u t I knew of that 
death.

“O rithyia—remember?” Alan was 
saying. “And that’s a queer name. The 
name of a nymph who was carried off 
by Boreas, god of the N orth W ind.” 
Alan laughed unsteadily. “T hat Ori
thy ia  W arren'—she was out in a storm, 
and the wind bashed her up against a 
rock and killed her.”

I t  had been adjudged an accident, but 
the W arrens had accused the T or
rences of being murderers. And there 
had been others. The turgid  history 
of the W arrens and Torrences was 
darkly tragic, mysteriously sinister. 
For generations there had been deaths 
that never could be explained—deaths 
in which the grim hand of Fate seemed 
to have played an ominous and strange 
part. ■

Ironically, the W arrens and the T or
rences, more than a century ago, had 
been different branches of the same 
family. W hen first they came to
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Doomsday Rock, in amity, because of a 
romantic marriage, they had built the 
two houses, one for the newly married 
young people, and one for the older 
ones.

W hy they selected this gloomy 
height, no one will ever know. D oubt
less they wanted the isolation; and per
haps they realized that, some day this 
eminence would be valuable as a hotel 
site or something of the kind as a heri
tage for their descendants. The W ar
rens were never r ic h ; less so now than 
then, it seemed. And Doomsday Rock, 
even today with the town alm ost sur
rounding it, certainly was no great fin
ancial asset as they had possibly hoped 
it would be.

W hat a travesty  now th,at those 
original W arrens and Torrences should 
have so closely bound themselves to
gether ! They had held a m utual owner
ship in the height—with an agreem ent 
tha t no part of it was ever to be sold 
to an outsider.

Then, God knows how, hatred had 
flared. And as though we were pawns 
in the hands of some grim ironic Fate, 
the weird deaths had begun.

And always the deaths had seemed 
to link the names of the victims with 
famous names of Doom. W as it coin
cidence that a Torrence woman named 
Marie Antoinette had fallen under a 
railway train  which had cut off her 
head? I had always thought so. But 
now, as I  stared into A lan’s apprehen
sive eyes, the weirdness of the memory 
sent a shudder through me.

H U N D R E D  y e a r s  ago to 
night,” he repeated. “T hat was 

the first of those queer deaths . . .  To 
me, it’s as though we’re in the grip of 
something th a t you can’t  explain. A 
sort of trag ic  destiny th a t keeps re
curring periodically. The Torrences 
know it, too. T hat damn T ristan—he’s 
been talking about it down in the vil
lage. About a heritage of horror. T ha t’s 
us, W arrens and Torrences alike. Our 
very names seem to foretell our own 
doom. T h a t’s a weird idea. B ut i t ’s 
happened several times already. You 
can’t get away from that.”

His words so m atched m y own 
thoughts tha t I could only stare a t him

blankly. Then I tried to cast off the 
damnable thing.

“Nonsense,” I murmured. “Those 
deaths were coincidence. And nothing’s 
going to happen tonight any more than 
any other night.”

As though to mock me, from down
stairs a scream from one of the servants 
floated up the stairs, w ith the rattle of 
the old house in the storm  blurring it.

“ W hat’s tha t?” Alan chattered.
W e heard my Uncle George curse, 

as we started  down the stairs. He was 
in the front hall, had just arrived from 
the village. The servants were in a 
commotion and one of the maids was 
screaming.

“W hat in dam nation?” Uncle George 
shouted. I  saw his big figure coming 
on a run. “ Can’t we ever have any 
peace? I  ju st get home and it’s the 
same damned th ing!”

B ut he stopped, with his big, blue- 
jowled jaw  dropping, as we all heard 
w hat the maid was scream ing:

“H e’s dead! H e’s dead! Out 
there—”

Grandfather came from his study, 
flushed with anger a t the noise.

“ W hat’s all th is?” he roared. “I 
won’t  have it.”

I  was gripping the maid. “Dead? 
W ho’s dead?” I  demanded.

“ I t ’s—it’s Mr. Peter,” the maid chat
tered, “ I  seen him !”

She led us back through the kitchen 
and pointed out the back door. I t  was 
raining now. The rain, lashed by the 
wind, was a slanting curtain, weirdly 
yellow with the glow of the kitchen 
light on it. The trees were sodden 
eerie blobs, w ith branches wildly sway
ing as the blasts lashed them.

And then I saw the ghastly figure in 
one of the trees. Alan was w ith me as 
I  dashed out. I t  was Uncle Peter. God 
knows why he had gone out in the 
storm  and climbed that tree. But seem
ingly he had. And evidently he had 
slipped and fallen so tha t his body had 
crashed down upon a lower limb and 
caught.

Alan and I stared up, numb with hor
ror. Uncle Peter’s legs had become en
tangled in a crotch of the tree branch. 
Head down, his fat little body swayed 
in the wind. No telling how long he had
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been there, with his cries blotted out 
by the storm. He was dead now. , . , 
And m y thoughts swept back to that 
m ost famous of all Peters, tw enty cen
turies ago, who had met bis death by 
being hung upside dow n!

Names of Doom! An ironic destiny 
of horror, damning all of us here on 
Doomsday R ock! How could I believe 
it? And yet, here it was, stark reality 
before my eyes!

W e got poor Uncle P eter’s body 
back into the house, carried him 
through the kitchen, into the big baron
ial hall. Uncle Peter was dead, beyond 
resuscitation. He had been stout, 
thick-necked, w ith  a cherubic face and 
a bald spot. B ut his face was not 
cherubic now. Gorged purple w ith 
blood, it stared horribly at us, w ith 
protruding blackened tongue a n d  
ghastly bloodshot eyes.

TH E  servants, awed and chattering 
with terror, followed us out into 
the hall. But Uncle George, P eter’s 

brother, scattered them with an oath.
“Get out, all of you!” he roared. “Get 

to your rooms and stay th e re !”
I  had always liked Uncle George de

spite his gruff ways and his violent 
temper which now scattered the ser
vants before him.

“W e should phone a doctor,” I sug
gested, “H e’s dead—but we have to 
report it.”

Alan nodded a quick assent, bu t U n
d e  George leaped at me.

“Doctor? H e’s dead all r ig h t! Those 
damn Torrences—”

I t  was like throw ing a match into a 
pool of gasolene. Grandfather, with 
the blood gone from his face, had been 
staring at Uncle P eter’s body—at the 
body of his youngest son. He was 
shocked beyond speech, just staring. 
Now he spoke.

“The Torrences—” he m urm ured, 
and the hot blood flushing his face with 
anger.

Uncle George’s shotgun was stand
ing here in the hall. He leaped for it, 
but Grandfather reached it first.

“ PH attend to them,” he panted. “My 
boy—my poor boy Peter!”

I tried to stop him as he started  for 
the door, but he jerked from me.

“You keep out of this, Charles!” U n
cle George bellowed, then he swung 
on Alan. “You too! W e’ll attend to 
this.”

“No you won’t!” I retorted. “W M t 
do you think you’re going to  do? Go 
over there and m urder somebody? 
They’ve got guns, too. Do ws want 
to s tart m urdering each other up 
here?”

Alan joined me in trying to calm 
them. If they w ent over there with ac
cusations of murder, big T ristan T or
rence would jump them. There would 
be another death w ithin a minute.

“I ’ll phone the police,” I  suggested 
hastily. “But that was an accident to 
Uncle Peter. H is feet were entangled 
in tha t tree branch. There’s no mark 
of violence on him.”

Uncle George and Grandfather were 
glowering as I picked up the phone to 
call the police. T he wire was dead! 
There was no need to tell us w hat prob
ably had done it. Grandfather and Un
cle George could blame this, too, on the 
Torrences, bu t the wind every moment 
was increasing in violence. It shook 
the old house, howling around the ga
bles like a demon unleashed. And rain 
was rattling on the roof and pounding 
the windows. The electric lights occa
sionally were winking as the wind 
tossed the wires. The storm  had 
blown down our telephone wires, of 
course.

“I ’ll go down and tell the police,” I 
said. “I ’ll bring them  back with me.”

“You’ll blow off those stairs a night 
like this,” Alan declared.

“I ’ll try  it anyway,” I retorted.
B ut would Grandfather and Uncle 

George go over to the Torrences while 
I  was gone?

“Come on with, me,” I suggested to 
my uncle. “Alan, you stay here with 
Grandfather.”

George and I  went. The night was a 
black inferno of wind and rain. The 
yellow blobs of the Torrence windows 
were like bleary eyes, staring at us, as 
though they were leering, gleeful at 
this W arren tragedy.

“Take it easy,” U n c l e  George 
growled as we started. “ If you lose 
your footing at the edge of the cliff, 
you’re done for, Charles.”
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W ith his bulky figure towering be
side me, he stood for a m oment glower
ing at the blurred outlines of the Tor
rence place. Then he shouldered the 
wind and we started  squarely Into the 
gale, stum bling over the wet rocks be
tween the stunted pines tha t led down 
a declivity to the head of the staircase 
two hundred feet away.

A ND there we stopped with the 
flashlight in my hand casting its 

yellow beam to where the stairway 
should have been. But it wasn’t there 
now. The top of it had been torn away. 
Tw enty feet or more now hung askew, 
dangling over the abyss, to rn  away by 
the wind and rain tha t had dislodged 
rocks and pounded it loose.

“All right,” Uncle George said 
grimly. “T h a t’s that.”

W e swung back for the house. To 
have tried to climb down at any point 
of the sheeriy precipitous cliff on a 
night like this would have been suicide. 
B ut in the morning, by daylight, we 
could do it.

As we retraced our steps through the 
murk, the Torrence house seemed mal
evolently eyeing us. W e got back into 
W arren Hall to find G randfather and 
Alan seated by P e te r’s body. They 
were numbed beyond comment when 
we told them of the stairs. W e were 
marooned here w ith our dead. Noth
ing we could do until morning.

Alan, with that dark brooding irony 
which always had been characteristic 
of him, flung me a glance. Heaven 
knows, I understood w hat he meant. 
The wind had broken our telephone; 
the wind had broken the stairs—both 
ironic coincidences to maroon us here 
upon this night of horror. As though 
we were pawns, rushing to  a ghastly 
destiny. A hundred years ago tonight, 
the first unexplained death had oc
curred. W hat would come next?

W as still another of us doomed to die 
tonight? W ould it be through vio
lence with the Torrences? T hat a t 
least, I  was determined to forestall.

I flung a rug over Uncle Peter’s body 
to hide his horrible, bloated face.

“Grandfather, you m ust go to bed,” 
I  said. “Take it easy, Uncle George. 
I t ’s only a few hours till dawn. This

was an accident. The Torrences had 
nothing to do w ith it.”

Uncle George came out of his glow
ering reverie. “All right, then tell me 
w hat in hell Peter was doing climbing 
a tree?” he demanded.

“H e’s not telling you anything,” 
Alan put in, “except tha t we don’t w ant 
to  go over and kill Torrences. Or have 
them  kill us.”

W e were starting  upstairs. Perhaps 
in another few m inutes Alan and I 
would have had Grandfather and U n
cle George in their rooms. B ut sud
denly, in the midst of a gust of wind 
more violent than any of the others, 
there was a crash against the side of 
the house, where a big bay window 
jutted out from the hall. I t  sounded as 
though a tree had gone down.

W e rushed to the side door that 
fronted the yard between the two 
houses. I t  was not a tree. The wind 
had veered a little, A gust of it now 
was lashing from the Torrence house 
to us. A litter of plaster and a frag
m ent of torn  m etal cornice had evi
dently come loose from the old Tor
rence building and blown over against 
our bay window. As though the T or
rence mansion, like its owners, hated us 
and now was attacking!

“I ’ll tell them about th is!” Uncle 
George m uttered thickly. “And about 
P e te r !”

There was no stopping him this time. 
H is heavy face was deep purple w ith 
anger.

“Easy,” Alan said. “The Torrences 
didn’t tear that loose and throw  it at 
us, you know.”

“Didn’t  they?” Grandfather squealed. 
“W ell, we’U see about th a t!”

I ran out after Uncle George. Then 
Grandfather caught us. He was car
rying his shotgun. W e four stalked 
across the black storm -swept yard.

Uncle George pounded on the T or
rences’ side door. I t  opened. Jeanne 
was there in  the entry. She was the 
youngest of the Torrences; eighteen, 
this year. A pretty girl, There had 
been tim es in the past when I had 
thought we could be friends. Perhaps 
even more. But—

“W hat do you w ant?” she demanded. 
“W arrens aren 't welcome here,”
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I T R IE D  to shove U nde  George and 
Grandfather away.

' ‘All right,” I said. ‘‘T hat suits us.” 
Then in the doorway behind Jeanne 

her brother T ristan loomed—a* huge, 
dark, scowling fellow.

“So all the W arrens have come to 
bully a girl?” he snarled. “Go on back! 
To the devil w ith you all!”

Uncle George rasped something, 
shoving Grandfather and me out of the 
way. In  another second he and T ris
tan would have been a t each other’s 
throats. Then in the hallway behind 
them another figure appeared—the lit
tle angular, hatchet-faced woman who 
was the Torrence housekeeper. H er 
wrinkled, sunken cheeks were now like 
chalk.

“Mr. T ristan—Miss JeaAne, I found 
him !’* she gasped. “ Dead—out there— 
dead. I ’ll show you!”

Another death. A Torrence, this 
time. W e W arrens stood aside as the 
housekeeper came past us, out into the 
storm  with Jeanne and T ristan  after 
her. Silently we followed them as they 
ran down along the side wall and 
around the back of the Torrence place.

A body was lying on the ground. I t 
was old H ector Torrence. They had 
thought he was up in his bedroom for 
the past several hours. Then they had 
missed him, and the housekeeper had 
searched.

Blankly, from a little distance, we 
stared. H ector Torrence. This weird, 
inexplainable thing! My mind went 
back to that other Hector, the Roman 
who was tied to a chariot and dragged 
until he was dead . . ,

A steeply sloping rocky ramp was 
behind the Torrence kitchen, leading 
upward to higher ground of the ragged 
plateau which was the top of Dooms
day rock. Old H ector Torrence, w an
dering in the storm, m ust have lost his 
footing up there so that he had slid 
down here to his death.

Numbly, I stared at the old m an’s 
frail body, his clothes ragged and tom  
from the slide, his skin and flesh 
abraided to a crimson, bleeding pulp; 
and his head crushed where he had 
struck against a rock at the bottom.

Another ghastly coincidence! All of 
us, W arrens and Torrences alike, stood

numbly staring. And in my mind was 
that same shuddering thought that this 
was our n ight of doom—the culmina
tion of our weird destiny of horror.

The inexplicable weirdness of it, to 
me a t least, was so terrifying that it 
seemed as though all the blood in my 
veins were freezing, with the dark 

.storm -sw ept scene blurring before me 
as I stared at tha t grisly broken body 
of old man Torrence where he lay at 
the bottom of the horrible sliding fall. 
I t  was all a blur as I stood with Alan, 
Grandfather and silent Uncle George, 
while we watched the Torrences carry 
in their dead.

Jeanne’s other brother, Robert, had 
been in a distant part of the house. 
Now he came running out to investi
gate the commotion. And like all of us, 
for a moment he stood gasping and 
numbed. Of all the Torrences, I think 
Robert was the one we most despised 
—a little rat-faccd fellow, long-nosed, 
with glittering little eyes and a sly, soft 
voice.

I t  was Robert who now slyly sug
gested that the damned W arrens must 
have had something to do w ith this, so 
that big Tristan, flushed with rage, 
turned upon us. Then Alar, and I told 
them about U nde Peter. For a mo
m ent we all stood there, divided 
branches of the same original family, 
glowering at each other, almost speech
less, Then Uncle George let me draw 
him back. Grandfather held his shot
gun pointing at the ground, grimly 
staring at the mangled old Hector Tor
rence. Then he turned silently and 
strode away.

ALAN and I made a gesture of 
helping carry in old H ector’s 

body. B ut they rebuffed us. I tried 
to say something of decent sympathy 
to Jeanne, bu t she only stared at me 
with grief-stricken eyes.

Then we were back in W arren Hall. 
Silently Alan and I began locking doors 
and windows. W e could well imagine 
that T ristan m ight later work himself 
into a frenzy, seize his gun and come 
over to attack us.

“W ell,” George said sardonically, 
"they had an accident, too. Now they 
know how we feel about it,”
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I t  made hi m and Grandfather less 
belligerant over Uncle P eter’s death. 
Alan and I  got them  upstairs a t last. 
Grandfather w ent to bed. In  his own 
bedroom, Uncle George prepared him* 
self several drinks.

“B ette r have one,” Alan suggested 
to me. “Lord knows, we all need it 
tonight.”

I took mine to m y bedroom, and sat 
in an easy chair by the bed, listening 
to the howl of the wind. I drank a 
little. Then I wandered to the win
dow and sat with a surge of the wind 
cooling my hot face. Only a few hours 
until dawn. I had no desire to sleep.

Vaguely I found myself tensely lis
tening to  every surge of the wind, ex
pectantly  as though now I m ust be 
about to hear some new cry of'terror. 
Every rattle of the old house seemed 
m asking some sinister sound which 
shudderingly I felt th a t I ought to hear, 
to warn me of some menace th a t was 
creeping upon me.

Destiny of h o rro r! How could I scoff 
at it now? W arrens and Torrences 
alike, ju st pawns with seemingly damn
ing names, marooned here on this 
damnable Doomsday Rock.

Suddenly as I was staring  out to
ward the dark Torrence house, a light 
flashed in one of the lower windows 
over there. The Torrences had not gone 
to bed. Something was going on. W hat 
was it?

Upon impulse I went downstairs and 
out our side door. I knew there was 
little chance of my being seen in the 
murk of the yard, and w ithin a minute 
I was by the lighted Torrcnce window. 
I t was an alcove of their big sitting 
room. The shade was partly  drawn, 
but the window was up a few inches 
from the bottom. Enough for me to 
see and hear the voices.

“A fortune, Robert! You wouldn’t 
have believed it, would you? H ere on 
this damned Doomsday R ock!”

T hat was the heavy guttural voice of 
the g iant T ristan . I  could see the bulk
ing top half of him as he stood in the 
alcove back from the window. And the 
head and shoulders of the seated little 
rat-faced Robert Torrence were visible.

“But Tristan, you’re sure of th is?” 
Cupidity and trium ph were in Robert’s

voice. “ I told you it was gold ore, but 
I never really believed it would involve 
big money.”

“M illions!” T ristan  gloated. I  could 
see now th a t in his hand he w as hold
ing a huge jagged chunk of rock. The 
light glittered on the yellow-green vein 
tha t ran through it.

“Millions for us!” T ristan  repeated 
trium phantly, “ I t  crosses alm ost the 
full w idth of Doomsday Rock, under 
both the houses. I ’ve had it assayed.”

Tristan tossed the rock aside, and as 
he turned idly toward the window, I 
sank down. But still I could hear the 
voices.

L ittle Robert said slyly. “A fortune 
in gold? Under both houses, Tristan? 
W hy, then those damned W arrens—”

There was only silence from the 
giant Tristan. H e could have been at 
the window, I did not dare rise up 
to  look. Then I heard their footsteps 
and the m urm uring of their retreating 
voices as they left the living room.

I  got back to W arren Hall and 
barred the little side door through 
which I had emerged. I  took a look in 
G randfather’s room. He lay placidly 
asleep in bed. Uncle George was in bed 
reading. I looked into Alan’s room. He 
was there, stretched in one of the easy 
chairs, w ith his drained whiskey glass 
beside him.

BACK in my own room I sat in a 
chair, in the darkness, with a 

hunting knife in my pocket and the 
loaded shotgun which I  had found in 
the hall, beside me.

Gold-bearing rock under both our 
houses! T hat weird old agreem ent of 
the original W arrens and Torrences 
was still in force. Any survivor of these 
little rem nants of our ill-fated families 
would own it all.

My thoughts blurred, wandered, as 
sleep stole upon me. How long I dozed 
I do not know. B ut suddenly I  real
ized that I was fighting my way back 
to consciousnes. The shotgun was still 
beside m e; the knife was in my pocket. 
I went to the bedroom window, 
chagrined tha t I  had been asleep.

The night was still black; the wind 
was still howling. And suddenly, down 
there somewhere in the darkness I  saw
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a tiny light bobbing, like a flashlight 
which someone was carrying. Shotgun 
in hand I went downstairs and out our 
side door. The light had vanished. Had 
it gone to the north? I thought so.

W ith the wind whipping at me, cau
tiously I  prowled to  the edge of the 
northern cliff. There was nothing there 
but the broken, dangling stairs. And 
then I saw w hat surely had not been 
there when Uncle George and I had 
been here earlier in the evening—a rope 
tied to one of the trees and dangling 
down the cliff face—perhaps all the 
way to the ground.

Had some one carrying a light come 
here and escaped by th is rope? I did 
not think so. There did not seem to 
have been time for that. I t  .was only a 
minute since I had seen the light, back 
between the houses.

I concluded th a t the light had not 
come this way. I started back. And 
then I saw the flash again. U nm istaka
ble this time, it was close behind the 
Torrence house. And as suddenly it 
was extinguished, I thought I saw a 
blob dart into the Torrence kitchen 
door.

I was there in a moment. The door 
was open, swaying in the wind. Then 
from within the cavernous dark interior 
of the Torrence mansion a faint distant 
cry came wafting out to me. Jeanne's 
voice! Jeanne Torrence screaming 
with an agony of te r ro r !

I stood there, stiffened, only an in
stant. T hen  I rushed forward and the 
darkness of the inside of the Torrence 
house engulfed me. The cry had come 
from upstairs. Or had it?

For years I  had not been over the 
threshold of this hated house. In  the 
big lower hall so like our own, I  stood 
gripping my gun. There was no sound 
save the rattle  and moan of the outer 
wind. Then I padded upstairs. A dim 
light was in the upper hall. The door 
of Jeanne’s room was open. Her bed 
was rumpled where she had been lying. 
The clothes she had worn this evening 
were piled on a chair.

Across the hall another bedroom 
door was open. There was a dim light 
inside and on the threshold I  stood ap
palled. I t was T ristan’s room—I knew 
because I saw some of his clothes hang

ing here in a wardrobe. The room was 
a shambles and blood covered every
thing. The bloody bedding was half 
on the floor; chairs were overturned; 
things on the dresser had been scat
tered and crashed. It was mute, ghast
ly evidence of some terrible fight which 
had taken place here,
- I  was numbed, blurred, conscious 
only tha t I had staggered back and 
was running downstairs. W here was 
Jeanne? Dead or alive, where was she? 
And where were the other Torrences?

I found myself in the back hall by 
the kitchen. A door was open, with 
dim stairs leading downward. I 
plunged down into the Torrence cellar. 
And in a dim light there again I stood 
numbed with horror.

A panel of the cellar wall stood 
partly open—a pivoted door which 
when closed would seem only a part of 
the blank cellar wall. I t  disclosed a 
dank blackness, with a fetid current of 
air coming out. And another body 
choked the doorway. My grandfather.

HE  lay here with his white cotton 
night robe in ribbons upon him. 

H is stalw art old body from head to foot 
was crimson w ith ribboned flesh, a noi
some m ass of crimsoned pulpy gore as 
though wild beasts had snarled and 
fought to rip it to pieces. Daniel Igna
tius W arren—like Daniel in the lion’s 
den and that Ignatius who had been 
throw n to wild beasts in the Roman 
A ren a!

W ith  my gorge rising I  stood gazing. 
And then I saw a little metal thing ly
ing upon the floor, and numbly stooped 
and picked it up. I t  was wet with 
blood, horrible with red fragm ents of 
flesh hanging to it. A small agricul
tural implement. A handle, a metal 
base, w ith sharp-pronged m etal teeth. 
A weeder—used to mangle the flesh as 
though by the teeth of wild animals.

My rush  of horror in tha t moment 
m ust have made me wholly unwary. I 
was barely conscious of a shape rising 
up beside me. Then something crashed 
on my head and I went down into a 
black abyss of unconsciousness. . . .

I opened my eyes to a sway of smoky 
yellow torchlight — a blazing torch 
which a man was carrying. I t  illumined
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the masonry of an underground room 
on the floor of which I was lying with 
my arm s and legs bound with rope.

Only half conscious, I  saw the m an’s 
blurred figure as he propped the blaz
ing torch in a rock crevice. Then he 
began heaping faggots into a pile at the 
feet of a girl who was bound upright to 
a vertical m etal bar—a girl with her 
nightdress hanging in folds over her 
slim body.

Then I saw th a t the girl was Jeanne. 
I m ust have let out a cry, for the man 
dropped an arm ful of brush and came 
bounding at me. I t  was Alan. As al
ways he was pallid, his thin but muscu
lar frame shaking. B ut it was excite
m ent and perhaps demoniac trium ph 
now, so that it contored his sweating 
face w ith bestial eagerness.

“Oh, you’re conscious, Charles?” He 
bent over me, draw ing in his breath 
w ith a sound as if his teeth were chat
tering. “I ’m sorry about this, Charles 
—I  didn’t w ant to kill you. If only 
you’d taken th a t drugged liquor, you 
could have slept through the night in 
safety. I  needed you—you’re a mining 
man. You and I and Uncle George 
could have shared this gold tha t the 
damn Torrences found,”

“Alan, you’re m ad! S tark mad P
“Oh, no, I ’m not,” he chuckled. 

“ There’s a million dollars on this 
Doomsday Rock for me. The house
keeper and that damned little rat, Rob
ert Torrence, are dead. I  stuck a knife 
into them  as they slept—not a peep out 
of ’em. Do you think I ’d share th is with 
any damned Torrence? Or w ith that 
domineering grandfather of ours, or 
grafting Uncle Peter? George is all 
right. He drank the drugged liquor. In  
the morning he’ll go with me for the po
lice.”

I struggled with the ropes tha t held 
me. And he stood grinning down at 
me, his pale face twisted, his dark eyes 
glowing with the light of seeming mad
ness. Destiny of horror upon all us 
W arrens and Torrences! The horror 
of greed and murderous lust was here 
now upon Alan W arren.

“In  the m orning you and I would 
have climbed down into town and re
ported this ghastly thing,” he was say
ing. ‘T wanted your testimony to back

me up, but now you know too much. 
Too bad, Charles. T hey’ll think it was 
T ristan  Torrence who did all this. His 
body will be buried here and they’ll 
think he escaped.”

“By a rope a t the north cliff?” I m ur
mured.

“Oh—you saw that?”
“Yes. I saw it. T ristan  found the 

gold vein, and—”
“So you know that, too? Well, I saw 

him find it. For a m onth now I ’ve been 
working oft th is thing. No one will 
ever know about this tunnel passage 
th a t connects the two houses and runs 
dewn to a  little cave alm ost a t  the bot
tom of the north  cliff. No one will ever 
know about it, except me,”

'■THIS laugh was ironic. “ I guess 
J U  those original ancestors of ours, 
Charles, weren’t  altogether spotless. 
They had this tunnel for some illegal 
purpose, th a t’s sure. No wonder we’re 
all doomed to a tragic fate. T h a t’s 
w hat you’d call retributive justice.”

A little gasping cry from Jeanne 
made him whirl back to her.

“You never had any use for Alan 
W arren, did you?” he demanded harsh
ly. “Well, I  guess you’re sorry now. 
You could have shared this wealth with 
me. But now, like your little namesake, 
Jeanne d ’Arc, you’re going to burn.” 

He was heaping the brush in a pile 
against her knees. M omentarily his 
back was to me, I  was tw isting, fu- 
tilely jerking at the ropes that h J d  my 
arms and legs. Then suddenly I 
quieted, lay limp. In  the dark shadows 
of the rocky floor a figure near me was 
moving. I t  was T ristan  Torrence, His 
body, horribly crimsoned, was tw itch
ing. Then he was up on one elbow, try 
ing to drag himself tow ard me.

“In a few m inutes now you’ll fulfill 
your destiny, Jeanne,” Alan was say
ing. “They’ll find your charred body 
out between our houses—yours, and 
Charles’, who will be beheaded. Like 
Charles the F irst. Remember? Do 
you know w hy I ’m going to all this 
trouble ? To make sure tha t every one 
believes tha t T ristan  did it. H e was in 
an asylum once, when he was younger. 
A madman, of course. Just the sort of 
madman who would do these things.
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More than that, Tristan himself was ob
sessed with the doom that seems to be 
foretold by our names, I told you so, 
and it’s true. People down in the vil
lage know he was obsessed with that 
weird idea. Several times this summer 
he talked about it. People down there 
have told me so. W hat a chance for 
me—helping our destiny of doom to 
fulfill itself—something every one will 
say is exactly what the mad Tristan 
would do!”

The ghastly big figure of T ristan was 
beside me now. H is neck was slashed 
crim son; one of his arms was hacked. 
He was faintly gasping w ith a rattle of 
blood in his throat. His glazing eyes 
were on my face as his hand fumbled to 
untie my bonds. .

Our destiny of horror. I  saw that 
T ristan had tom  his garments, w ith 
crude bandages to try  and staunch his 
bleeding wounds. And now as he un
tied my wrists and dropped back, in his 
convulsive death agony he was tearing 
at the bandages.

‘“Tristan was asleep when I caught 
him,” Alan was saying. “But even with 
his throat slashed he put up quite a 
fight.”

Alan turned m omentarily toward me, 
and I stiffened, lay quiet with my hands 
free behind me, but my ankles still tied.

And the panting Alan added, with his 
somber eyes burning at m e :

“I told you there was something 
queer about all this, Charles. I left 
T ristan—thought he was dead. W hen 
I went back to get him, he w asn’t quite 
dead.” Alan’s ironic laugh had a quaver 
in it. “He had bandaged himself, 
Charles. Queer, wasn’t  it? Like—like

Tristan who loved Isolde. Remember? 
T hat other T ristan died because he 
plucked off his bandages in his agony. 
But I didn’t  plan th a t for Tristan Tor
rence. He did that for himself. I told 
you—something weird about this,”

My legs were free. And as Alan 
turned to seize his torch and fling it 
into the brush at Jeanne’s feet, I was 
upon him. I t took him by surprise. My 
weight knocked his smaller body prone. 
The torch went into the pile of brush. 
I was aware of a crackling as I pounded 
Alan until he lay limp beneath me. The 
brush, w ith the torch in it, was begin
ning to blaze. I jumped from Alan’s 
inert body, scattered the crackling 
tw igs and flung the torch aside.

AND as I  turned back, Alan was 
weakly up on one elbow with a 

knife in his hand. Then he lunged un
steadily to his feet, trying to attack me, 
but he stumbled. His gasping scream 
rang out, and I saw that accidentally 
he had impaled him self w ith the knife 
stabbed into his chest.

He was dying, fumbling at the knife 
hilt when I turned him over. I had re
leased Jeanne, and she crouched beside 
me, shuddering, clinging to me as we 
bent above Alan. Blood was gushing 
from his m outh; his eyes were glazing.

He tried to gasp defiance at me, but 
it choked with a rattle  of blood in his 
throat. Then his body tw itched with a 
last convulsion and he was gone.

Alan Nero W arren. Like that other, 
far more famous Nero, who was a mur
derer and who killed himself, Alan 
W arren had fulfilled his strange des
tiny of horror!
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OF THE WOLF

Myth or Prophecy 
, , , Which Was It?

C H A PTER  I

The Scorn Pole

JR  LEA D EN  sky hung low over 
/-Sr  the gray sea, melting into it 

with no sign of a' horizon. 
Slowly the sun sank in the west, disap
pearing behind the distant haze that 
was the mainland. I t  gave off no light, 
only a faint baleful glow like that from 
a dead planet.

Perry  Houghton, standing at the bow 
of the squat lobster boat he had hired 
at Quoddy, stared at the island that 
loomed up ahead in the growing dark
ness. Somber, wind-swept, barren, its 
rocky walls rose sheer out of the heav
ing sea. Somehow it did not seem to 
belong to the world he knew. I t  was 
like something set apart, a fragment of 
a bygone age enduring timelessly in the 
watery wastes.

“Not too late to change your mind,” 
said the lantern-jawed fisherman who 
handled the sloop’s tiller. “Still want 
to land there?”

67
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Perry turned. “Of course. W hy do
you ask?”

“W hy?” The fisherman laughed 
mirthlessly. “Because now you can see 
for yourself what kind of a place it Is, 
I tell you, it’s the devil’s own island! 
I  wouldn’t come within ten miles of it 
now if I. didn’t need the money so had. 
But it’s your funeral.”

There was an underlying conviction 
in his voice that had an almost pro
phetic ring.

Scowling impatiently, H o u g h t o n  
turned his back. He had enough on his 
mmd without adding to his unease by 
listening to the ramblings of a supersti
tious native. T hat eerie island was 
Erica’s home. In a little while, when 
he saw her again, he would learn the 
answer to all the things about her that 
had puzzled him for so long.

Erica. Erica Asraund. Even her 
name was strange. W hen he had first 
seen her at the hospital where he was 
an interne he had thought how much 
better an iron helmet, a byrnie of chain 
mail, a haubei'k, would have suited her 
than the starched cap and white nurse’s 
uniform she wore. Then she would 
have looked even more like a valkyr, 
one of the ancient handmaidens of the 
slain, that she so much resembled.

He had discovered later that his in
stinctive characterization had been a 
good one: that she was of Norse stock. 
And he discovered other things about 
her; that she came from an island off 
the coast of Maine, that her beauty was 
more than just of face and body, that 
underneath was a woman who could 
love and be loved.

But there were some things he could 
never discover. W hy did a shadow' 
come into her eyes when be held her 
dose? W hy did she shy away at the 
mere mention of marriage?

H er period of training at the hospital 
had ended a month ago, and without a 
word of good-by she had disappeared. 
Daily Perry Houghton had expected a 
letter from her, but none had come.

Then, his own work at the hospital 
completed, he had taken the first train 
for Maine, for the small town where he 
could get a boat out to the island from 
which she had come. Nothing had 
stopped him, neither the wide-eyed 
stares, the whispering of the villagers

when he had told them where he 
wanted to go, nor the difficulty of get
ting one of them to sail him out there.

Nothing would  stop him. He was 
going to take Erica back with him, he 
was going to m arry her though all hell 
marshaled its forces to prevent it!

A SUDDEN pitching of the sloop 
called him out of his reverie. 

Looking up, he saw that they had al
most reached the island, that they were 
rolling in the ground swell that surged 
sullenly against its stone cliffs. Dead 
ahead was a  narrow cove, its sides 
rocky walls that towered a hundred feet 
above them, At its end was a pebble 
beach.

The sun was gone now. Darkness 
and silence hung over the island like a 
pall. Houghton pulled his coat closer 
about him as a shiver ran up his spine, 

“This where you’re going to drop 
me ?’’ he asked.

His face pale, the fisherman nodded. 
He put over the helm and the boat 
glided noiselessly between the sheer 
rock walls into the cove. Houghton 
helped him fend off from the pebbles 
of the beach. I t  was as if they were 
both afraid of what m ight happen if 
they made a noise.

“I ’ll wait off shore,” the fisherman 
said nervously. “ You signal when 
you’re ready to . . .” He clutched con
vulsively at Perry’s arm. “ W hat’s 
that?”

W ith a gentle, splashing sound some
thing was dripping on the deck of the 
sloop, pattering in the water alongside. 
Perry looked up. The sky was dark 
but not cloudy.

“Can’t  be rain. Maybe it’s—”
A drop of warm liquid fell on his face, 

ran across his lips. I t  had a salty 
tas te !

His fingers shaking, the fisherman 
struck a match, then stiffened with a 
moan of horror. The drops that fell 
from the cliffs above, staining the deck, 
their clothes, were re d !

“Blood!” croaked the fisherman. 
“I t ’S blood r

Dropping the match, he leaped to the 
crank of the auxiliary motor, spun it, 

A moment Houghton hesitated. 
Then, gritting his teeth, he made up his 
mind. He jumped, landing knee-deep
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in the water, as the boat’s propeller 
churned, swinging it away from shore,

“You’ll come back when I signal?” 
he called.

The fisherman, steering between the 
narrow rock walls, did not answer. He 
did not have to answer. Perry H ough
ton knew he would not come back, 
knew he had been left to face the m ys
teries and terrors of the desolate island 
that the natives feared and shunned, 
and with no chance of escape.

The sound of the boat's engine died 
away in the distance and then there was 
silence. Silence? No. Fainter and 
fainter but still audible, the ghastly red 
drops still splashed from the dark rocks 
above into the darker waters of the 
cove. Slowly Houghton waded ashore. 
His jaw  set, he started to climb the path 
that led up to the top of the cliffs.

It was narrow, twisting, so steep 
that a t times he had to find hand holds 
to keep from sliding backward. Finally 
he reached the top and looked around 
him. H e was on a bleak plateau of ju t
ting rocks, stunted trees and rolling, 
turf-covered hills.

But there m ust be houses some
where. Slowly he started to  walk along 
the edge of the cliff. He had taken 
about live steps when he suddenly 
checked himself, staring. Looming up 
out of the darkness ahead of him was a 
strange shape. I t looked like a head, 
A horse’s head. I t  was a horse’s head, 
but it  had no body! Impaled on a 
stake, viscous crimson gouts still ooz
ing from its severed arteries, it glared 
wildly a t him out of white-rimmed, 
sightless eyes!

He let out his held breath with a 
gasp. T hat was where the blood that 
had dripped down into the cove had 
come from, but what did it mean? W as 
it a warning, a threat, or the consum
m ation of some diabolical and bar
barous rite?

HE  whirled as a faint sound came 
from his right. Again he peered 

through the darkness, heart thudding. 
He could see nothing, yet he knew that 
something was there, watching him. 
His muscles suddenly tau t with fear, he 
drew back a step, another, then tu rn 
ing, began to run.

He did not know where he was run

ning to, nor from what. He only knew 
he had to get away from that hellish 
place where a dead horse’s head stared 
endlessly out to sea, where invisible 
eyes bored into his very soul.

Reaching the top of a rise, he looked 
back, then a low moan burst from his 
lips. There, loping easily over the 
short turf, hardly distinguishable in the 
darkness, was a long gray shape. I t 
was too large for a wolf, yet It ran on 
a ll fours, pointed muzzle low. No, it 
was neither a wolf nor a man, but 
something between the two, more bes
tial than human, and more evil than 
all the fiends of hell—and it was coming 
after h im !

Unreasoning, uncontrollable terror 
flooding his whole being, he began to 
run again like a man possessed. On he 
pounded through the darkness, bushes 
lashing at his contorted face, his feat 
stumbling over rocks. On, until his 
sobbing breath rasped in his throat. 
And always behind him cams the gray 
Thing, unhurried, inexorable.

Then suddenly he saw the faint glow 
of lights ahead of him, the dim shapes 
of low buildings. W ith a hoarse cry 
he drove his stumbling body forward, 
reeled around the corner of the nearest 
house. The Thing was charging now, 
eyes gleaming.

“Open up!” he screamed, pounding 
on the door. “For God’s sake!”

He clawed at the unyielding wood, 
his voice choked to a hoarse whisper, 
glaring wildly over his shoulder, al
ready shrinking from the Wolf Thing’s 
onslaught. Then the door swung open 
and he plunged inside. W hirling, he 
slammed it and, hearing the lock snap 
closed, leaned w e a k l y  against it, 
breathing heavily,

“W hat’s the . . . Perry P
T hat voice! Slowly he turned, his 

pulses pounding. There behind him, 
staring unbelievingly, stood the girl he 
had come to find.

“ Erica!” he whispered, “Oh, dar
ling, I—’*

An impatient, quavering v o i c e  
stopped him.

“W ho is it, Erica?”
W ith  an effort Perry  tore his eyes 

from the girl’s lovely, pale face. At the 
other end of the low, raftered room, the 
lamplight accentuating the planes of
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his craggy features, stood an old, 
white-haired man,

“It—-it's Perry Houghton, Father.” 
Erica was pulling herself together with 
an effort. “From the hospital, I told 
you about him.”

A moment old Asmund’s deep-set 
eyes studied him. Then he nodded.

“Be welcome in an evil time.” There 
was something strange and archaic 
about his m anner and choice of words.

“But, Perry, what are you doing 
here?” said Erica, her face troubled. 
“W hy did you come?”

“W hy?” He stepped impulsively 
toward her. “For the best reason in 
the world. Because I love you. Be
cause I couldn’t let you step out of my 
life. Because I had to find out why you 
went away like that.”

The ardor in his voice brought a faint 
flush to her cheeks.

“Oh, Perry, b u t  y o u  shouldn’t 
have—” She broke off with a start. 
“Blood! You’re hurt!”

He glanced down at his stained 
clothes, shook his head.

“No. I t ’s not mine. I t ’s the blood of 
a horse that—”

“The blood of a horse?” In the ex
citement of seeing Erica again, Perry 
had forgotten about her father. The 
old man had stiffened, his somber eyes 
suddenly intense. “W hat do you 
mean?”

^ ^ U I C K L Y  Perry told him of his 
landing on the island, of the 

horse's head impaled on a stake.
“The Scorn Pole,” m uttered As- 

mund. His face had gone haggard. 
“W hen you came in here you were 
frightened. W as there something 
else?”

A moment Perry  hesitated. “Yes!” 
he blurted. “A huge gray Thing. It 
followed me across the island.”

Slowly the old man sat down. “So,” 
he said, “it begins.” He raised his 
bleak eyes, met P erry ’s puzzled look. 
“You don’t understand? I t is the Rag- 
narok!”

“Ragnarok?” A faint memory stirred 
in Perry’s brain. “You mean the Norse 
m yth of the Tw ilight of the Gods?"

Asmund’s face darkened. “I t  is not 
a m yth! I t is a prophecy! And I tell 
you it is he re !”

“Please, Father—-’1 began Erics.
“He loves you, this man, eh?”
“Of course I  love her,” Houghton an

swered hotly.
“Ah! And you know all about us, 

why we live here in isolation, some few 
score of us? You know that we are 
accursed ?”

“A ccursed?” P erry  glanced at Erica, 
but her expression told him nothing.

“Is that so strange?” asked Asmund. 
“From time immemorial men have rec
ognized that God has an opponent, that 
there is a power which is the symbol of 
all evil. Today we call that enemy of 
God’s, Satan. The Egyptians called 
him Set. The Persians, Ahriman. 
My own people, Loki. And also from 
time immemorial there have been men 
who worshiped this Prince of Darkness 
in preference to God. We, here on this 
island, are descendants of such men.” 

“You mean you—”
Asmund shook his head. “No. None 

of us here today bow down before the 
Powers of Darkness. For over two 
hundred years now, ever since our an
cestors were led to this island by As
mund Thornfoot, we have been trying 
to atone. But it is no use. W e know 
that a curse still hangs over us. Know 
that one day we will have to pay for 
the sins of our forefathers.”

C H A PTER  II
The Powers of Evil

PlERRY H O U G H TO N  stared at 
JSrica’s father, then at the girl. 

“And th a t’s why you ran away?” he 
demanded of her. “W hy you wouldn’t 
m arry me?”

She nodded. “W e have no doctor 
here. I studied nursing so I could help 
my people, but I knew I m ust come 
back to them and to Father. Knew that 
there was no place else for me in the 
world.”

Houghton clenched his fists angrily. 
W as he to be denied the woman he 
loved because of an old wives’ tale? 
Because of this strange clan’s fancied 
sense of ancestral guilt?

“You m e a n  y o u  really believe 
that—”
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“W hat do you knpw of belief?*’ asked 
Asmund angrily. “W e have lived here, 
alone, for centuries to keep our beliefs 
pure. W as not our fate prophesied in 
the Volospaa?”

“The Volospaa?”
“You do not know the oldest of the 

Eddas, our ancient writings, and you 
dare scoff ?” Takfng a large black book 
down from the shelves, he opened it. 
“Here is written the end of all, the Rag- 
narok and the Tw ilight of the Gods. 
L isten!”

And in a deep voice he began to read.

Brother battles brother and to bane are 
turned.

Au ice age, a sword age; shields shall be 
cloven,:

A wind age, a storm age and the world shall 
founder.

A keel from the west cometh, Loki on board 
her.

When Garro bays ghastful at Gnipa’s cave, 
The fast must be loosed and the Wolf fare 

free!

Closing the book, he looked at 
Houghton with somberly burning eyes.

“Is this an ax age, a sword age? 
Are not the legions of darkness abroad 
in the world today, brother fighting 
with brother in Europe, in the Far 
East? I  tell you the Ragnarok is a t 
hand! The forces of evil are drawing 
nearer to ns, here in America. W here 
else would they first strive to take root 
than on this island where the descend
ants of those who worshiped evil 
lived?”

Now the enormity of the old man’s 
beliefs finally dawned on Houghton,

“ Then you believe that the barbarism 
that is sweeping through Europe is ac
tually inspired, directed by the Powers 
of Hell?” he whispered. “You believe 
that those forces are coming here?”

“No.. They are not coming. They 
are already here!” Asmund’s face was 
blazing with fanatical conviction. “The 
horse’s head set on a stake, that is the 
Scorn Pole, the defiance of Odin, the 
All-Father. And it is the sign of Loki, 
the Dark One. W ho set it up? T hat 
gray shape you saw, w hat else could it 
be but-—■

A sudden knock on the door cut him 
short, startled Erica. She pressed close 
to Houghton and he put his arm around 
her.

“W ho—who is It?” she called.
“Olaf Gunnarson and some others,” 

answered a deep, booming voice. “W e 
want to talk to Asmund.”

Erica’s father went to the door and 
opened it. Standing outside were a 
group of men. They were dressed in 
seamen’s rough clothes, their breeches 
tucked into High boots, yet somehow 
Houghton got the feeling that be had 
been plunged back more than a thou
sand years, that these men were Vik
ings just landed from their long-ship.

The tw o nearest the door were big 
men, deep-chested. The resemblance 
between them was so marked that they 
were obviously brothers, but one of 
them  was dark, black-haired, and the 
other was blond.

Asmund nodded to them. “Greet
ings, Olaf, Bjorn.”

Olaf, the dark one, nodded back. 
“Greetings, Asmund. W e have come—” 
Then, looking past the old man he saw 
Perry Houghton, his arm  still around 
Erica’s waist. He stiffened. “W ho is 
that?” he asked angrily.

“ H e is Perry Houghton, a friend of 
Erica’s.”

“A friend? He is a stranger. And 
we do not like strangers.”

Flushing a little, Erica drew away 
from Houghton.

“ But he is also a guest, Olaf,” she 
said sternly. “Please treat him as one.”

Houghton understood then. Olaf 
Gunnarson was in love w ith Erica. The 
greater part of his anger a t seeing a 
stranger there was jealousy. The big 
man dropped his eyes under her re
proof, m uttering.

“W as it to  quarrel with the one to 
whom I give shelter to that you came?” 
asked Asmund.

“No, Asmund." Bjorn, Olaffs blond 
brother, answered. “We came to ask 
your advice. But—” He, too, looked 
at Houghton.

“You may talk freely as front of 
him,” said Asmund. “Come in.” Then, 
after they had filed info the room,
“'W ell?”

“Asmund, these are evil times.” 
Olaffs face was grim. “There have been 
signs and portents we do not like. For
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three nights now there has been a 
knocking on our door a t m idnight and 
when we opened the door, there was no 
one there.”

“W e are fishermen, Asmund,” said 
Bjorn. “But for a week now we have 
caught no fish. They have disappeared. 
And that is not all. W e went out to the 
fishing grounds in my boat tonight. 
There were four of us, Sven, Knute, 
Olaf and myself. Only Olaf and I came 
back.”

Erica paled. “You mean—”
“As we left the island we thought we 

saw a Scorn Pole set on top of the 
cliffs,” Olaf said. “Bjorn and I went 
below to prepare the lines. W hen we 
went up on deck again, Sven and Knute 
were gone. 'Where did they go ?” 

Despite Perry Houghton’s attem pt 
to be rational, a slow, soul-chilling 
dread was freezing the blood in his 
veins. There was no hysteria here. 
These men were brave, stolid, unimag
inative. Yet every word they uttered 
was weighted w ith fatality, with a 
sense of impending doom. Their very 
calmness made the terror he felt hang
ing over them all more real.

“These are not new things you tell 
me.” Asmund’s voice was grave. 
“W hat would you have me do?”

Olaf looked at him steadily. “You 
are the Elder of the island. You are of 
the blood of Asmund the Priest who 
led us here. You know w hat is hap
pening and why. There are some who 
say tha t it is this island which is ac
cursed, that we should leave it and go 
live on the mainland.”

A big, red-bearded man standing be
hind him nodded. “W e can get work 
with the fisheries from Boston,” he 
rumbled.

Olaf was still looking at Asmund. 
“But I say there is another way.” 

Slowly the old man nodded. “ Yes, 
there is another way.” There was a 
strange light in his eyes.

“ F a th e r!” cried Erica.
He ignored her, “The curse is not on 

the island. I t  is on us. I t  is an old 
curse. To fight it, we m ust have the 
help of the old gods, of Odin the All- 
Father.”

A faint movement stirred the quiet 
men. Their eyes were beginning to 
glow like Asmund’s.

“You will lead us in calling on him, 
tonight?” asked Olaf.

“I will lead you in calling on him— 
now !”

W ith an effort, Houghton broke the 
grip of the numbing, thought-paralyz
ing fear he felt.

?‘This is madness, Mr. Asmund! A 
return  to the Dark Ages!”

The old m an turned smoldering eyes 
on him.

“W as the Thing that pursued you 
across the island, that drove you terror- 
stricken into this house a creature of 
this age?”

H O U GH TON stiffened. He had 
forgotten the gray wolf shape. 

W as it really possible that here on this 
island the primeval forces of evil were 
being born again? T hat they could 
only be fought with the weapons of 
the past? Cold sweat broke out on his 
body.

“Go to the great stone, to the cairn 
where Asmund the Priest is buried,” 
ordered Asmund. “I will prepare my
self and join you there.” H is burning 
gaze swung to Perry  and Erica. “You 
will go, too.”

“But Mr. Asmund—”
The old man looked at the two Gun- 

narsons. W ithout a word they stepped 
toward Erica and Houghton, eyes fath
omless. Then Perry Houghton knew 
that there was nothing he and Erica 
could do. W illingly or unwillingly they 
must attend the pagan rites. Taking 
E rica’s hand, he led her toward the 
door.

T hat march across the islend was a 
scene from a nightmare. The eerie, 
lurid light of leaping torches lit their 
way, m aking the barren landscape seem 
as unearthly as the plains of hell. 
There was no sound but the distant 
booming of the surf, the soft shuffle of 
many feet.

Then out of the darkness ahead of 
them appeared the howe, the cairn 
where Asmund the Priest lay buried. 
I t  was a long, low mound, turf-covered, 
set back about a hundred yards from 
the cliff’s edge. A t one end, sealing the 
entrance, was a  huge circular stone 
with an iron ring fastened to its face.

Slowly the islanders, burly, bronzed 
men and tall, blond-haired women,
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formed a large semicircle facing the 
howe, No one spoke or moved. They 
all stood silent, waiting. Erica’s hand 
stole into H oughton’s, He clutched it 
hard, felt that it was trembling, clam
my.

There was a movement behind them 
and through the massed fisher folk 
strode Asmund. He was dressed in 
flowing gray robes. Bjorn and Olaf 
m ust have slipped away during the 
m arch across the island, for they 
walked behind him, carrying an enor
mous silver-mounted drinking horn and 
an oak cask bound with iron hoops. As
mund strode up to the stone a t the 
m outh of the mound and turned.

“Odin, A ll-Father, hear us!” he be
gan.

H is eyes somber as the ‘dark skies 
above, his voice deep and throbbing as 
the distant thunder of surf, he recalled 
the far-off land from which their ances
tors had come, the ancient worship of 
the older gods. In  measured terms he 
told of the conflict between them and 
Loki, the Dark One.

As his voice went on, men drew clos
er together as if for warm th and com
fort, as if they felt that there were 
Things beyond the circle of torchlight 
th a t watched them. And now Asmund 
was telling of the curse that lay on 
them, of the presence of evil they all 
felt, of the n ight walkings, of the disap
pearances.

“Come to our aid then, Oh, Odin! 
Stand forth in thy m ight and protect 
us!” Tall and erect in his gray robes, 
his face transfigured, Asmund had 
slipped back more than ten centuries, 
had again become a priest of the north- 
land. “See how we pledge thee in the 
holy mead, and save us!”

He nodded to Bjorn and Olaf. Kneel
ing, they pulled the bung from the cask 
and started  to pour a yellow liquid into 
the huge drinking horn. W hen it was 
full they rose. Asmund turned, looked 
straight at Houghton.

“The stranger first,” he said. “ Let 
him drink deep,'*

IL E N T L Y  the two brothers came 
toward Houghton, th rust the horn 

into his hands. As if in a trance he 
took it, raised it to his lips and drank. 
The yellow liquor, brewed of honey,

was sweet, heady. He could feel it 
burn his throat.

He gave the horn back to Bjorn and 
the blond fisherman drank also. He 
stiffened momentarily, a shudder shak
ing his big frame, then lowering the 
horn, he stared w ith wide eyes at Perry 
Houghton, Now Olaf was drinking, 
and the crowd was pressing closer eag
erly for their turn.

“ Drink and pass!” called a voice. 
“D rink and p a s s !”

Someone grabbed the horn from. 
Olaf, gave it to Erica. She took one 
swallow then, choking, alm ost dropped 
it. Some of the liquid spilled down the 
front of her dress—and it was dark 
red! H oughton leaned closer, staring 
unbelievingly, his heart pounding. It 
was not a trick of the light. I t  was true! 
W hen he had drunk of the horn it had 
been filled w ith yellow’ mead. Now it 
was filled w ith blood!

C H A PT E R  I I I  
Loki, the Dark One

F ROM hand to hand went the un
holy horn, each man and woman 

drinking deep, then standing as if froz
en, w ith dilated eyes.

“You who have drunk, hands on the 
ring!” called Asmund.

The men grasped the big iron ring, 
bent their combined strength on it. 
There was a grinding, grating sound as 
the huge rock shifted for the first time 
in centuries. Tough strands of grass 
tha t had grown over it snapped, then 
slowly it began to roll aside.

Eyes blazing, Asmund watched. A 
portion of the narrow passageway be
yond it showed up dark in the light of 
the torches and he raised his hands 
trium phantly above his head.

“As we roll back this stone, O All- 
Father, so will you—”

His voice died away. From  some
where far off, deep in the earth, a 
strange sound was coming. I t  was a 
low, m uttering rumble a t first. Then 
it grew louder, swelled into a deep bay
ing roar that filled the whole night with 
its pitiless savagery.

There were gasps from the men,
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moans from the women as the diabol
ical ululation pealed on. Asmund’s 
eyes were glazed.

“ ‘W hen Garm bays ghastful at 
Gnipa’s cave,’ ” he whispered, “ ‘The 
fast must be loosed and the W olf fare 
free !’ ”

Olaf, standing near him, had let go of 
the iron ring and was weaving from 
side to side like a drunken man. Now, 
lifting his head high, he suddenly 
howled long and shrill, his voice blend
ing with the unearthly baying from the 
cairn. Gnashing his teeth, his eyes roll
ing wildly, Bjorn followed suit. Then 
another of the men who had drunk 
from the hellish horn joined them ; and 
another.

W ith  a choked cry, E rica clutched 
H oughton’s arm.

“Good God, w hat’s happening to 
them ?”

He did not answer, but he knew. 
T hey had gone berserk. They had been 
seized by the wolf-madness of the 
Thing that howled from the bowels of 
the e a rth !

Like wild-fire the frenzy spread until 
a dozen men were leaping, howling, 
beating their chests in the lurid glare 
of the torches. Then Olaf's rolling eyes 
fell on Erica. Dropping on all fours 
like the wolf he had apparently become, 
he charged toward her.

W ith a curse, Perry  Houghton 
leaped forward to block the Norseman’s 
rush. He swung a terrific right to  the 
madman’s jaw but Olaf was coming too 
fast. His shoulder smashed into 
Houghton’s stomach and they went 
down together, rolling over and over on 
the soft turf.

Clawed fingers tore a t the young doc
tor’s eyes. Powerful arms went around 
him, trying to  crush his ribs. On his 
back, Olaf on top of him, Houghton 
used every ounce of his strength  to 
break the berserk man’s grip.

Saliva was dripping on his face. 
W hite teeth gleamed, slashing at his 
jugular. W ith a desperate wrench he 
got his hands free, gripped Olaf’s 
throat. His muscles cording with the 
strain, he managed to hold his attacker 
off.

A piercing scream chilled his blood. 
Glancing up, he groaned w ith im pot
ent horror. O laf was not the only one

in whom the berserk fury had turned 
to lust. There, behind him, E rica was 
struggling frantically in Bjorn’s arms.

Holding her in a bearlike clutch, his 
eyes red-rimmed, the blond fisherman 
was tearing her clothes from, her w ith 
clawed fingers. As she continued to  try  
to fight him off he growled with animal 
rage, buried his teeth in her bare shoul
der and hurled her to the ground.

I t  was a saturnalia of madness. 
Through the snarling grunts of the ber
serk Olaf who was still straining to get 
a t his throat, Houghton could hear the 
screams of women, the crazed howling 
of the men who had turned to beasts. 
And over all was the unearthly, inhu
man baying from the cairn. The Wolf, 
freed of its bonds, stalked the night in 
human ^uise.

A ringing, metallic sound cut through 
the pandemonium like a sword,

“S top!” roared a clarion voice. 
“Stop!”

OLA F relaxed slightly, stopped his 
_ frenzied lunges for Houghton’s 
throat and, glancing past his shoulder, 

Houghton saw Asmund drop the iron 
ring he had been beating against the 
huge stone and came running down to
ward them. As if he were handling 
only a refractory dog and not a blood 
crazed, lust inflamed madman, he 
dragged Bjorn from Erica, hurled him 
aside.

“ W hat?” he snarled, eyes blazing. 
“You would dare touch her, lay hands 
on her ? Asmund’s blood is in her veins. 
Is  she for you—or for him who waits, 
calling for her there in the howe?” 

Silence for a split second. T h en ; 
“H is!” shouted Olaf. “She is his! 

Give her to h im !”
Breaking Perry Houghton’s grip on 

his throat he leaped to his feet, ran to 
where Erica lay and swept her up in 
his arms. H er slim body was marked 
by weals and scratches, her shoulder 
bloody. Dazed, she made no outcry or 
protest.

Asmund drew himself erect, pointed 
with a shaking hand.

“To the howe  then! Let him not 
wait P

“To the fro we P  screamed a score ol 
voices. “Give her to him P  

As Olaf started to walk slowly to
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ward the dark entrance of that ancient 
tum ulus, carrying the half-conscious 
girl to  the agelessly evil Thing that still 
howled from the bowels of the earth, 
Perry  Houghton broke the paralysis of 
horror that had held him rigid, stag
gered to his feet.

“Asmund! For God's sake, no!"
He ran forward, tried to tear the 

woman he loved from O lafs arms, but 
a dozen hands seized and held him.

“Asmund, she’s your daughter !”
His fanatical face expressionless, the 

gray-robed Elder did not even turn. He 
walked beside Olaf to the m outh of the 
howe, stood there while the big fisher
man set Erica down. She was moaning 
now, trying to break away, but it was 
too late. They thrust her into the dark 
opening.

“And now, the stone!" ordered As
mund.

Eager hands grabbed the iron ring. 
Bodies bent, strained, and the huge 
rock started to roll back again, closing 
up the entrance of the tunnel, sealing 
Erica inside.

Houghton stood there transfixed. He 
had to save her or a t least get into the 
howe with her, try  and protect her. But 
how? Then a wild, mad scheme leaped 
into his brain. These feverish, wild
eyed men and women had slipped back 
more than a thousand years, were re
enacting some ancestral rite of human 
immolation. They could not be reached 
by reason. But w ithin the limits of 
their own beliefs . . .

“Fools!" he shouted. “W ait!"
Something in his voice made the men 

at the huge rock pause. He shook off 
the hands of those who held him, forced 
a mocking laugh.

“So you have forgotten the Volos- 
paa?” A strange power seemed to 
flood through him, making him appear 
taller, giving his voice tim bre and re
sonance. “ ‘A  keel from the west com- 
eth,’ ” he quoted, “ ‘Loki on board 
her.' ” He glared around him. “W ho 
drank first of the mead and turned it to 
blood? Are you so blind you do not 
know me? Is there one among you who 
would dare keep me from my bride?”

W ould they believe him? W ould 
they really take him for Loki, the Dark 
One?

He did not wait to see. Before any

of them  could make a move he had run 
forward, squeezed past the huge rock 
that partially blocked the entrance of 
the tunnel, plunged into the darkness 
beyond.

He stood there for a moment, breath
ing heavily, His body was shaking 
w ith nervous reaction, with a chill born 
of the dank air.

“Erica!” he whispered, “W here are 
you?"

TH E  lurid light of the torches fil
tered faintly into the gloom, but he 

could not see her. Then there was a 
grinding, earth-shaking thud behind 
him and every last vestige of light was 
blotted out. They had rolled the huge 
stone back over the opening of the 
how e! He was sealed with Erica in the 
bowels of that ancient barrow! They 
were walled up in the burial mound of 
the long dead priest, with the deathless 
Thing whose ghastly baying drove men 
to madness!

He stood frozen, petrified. Fie did 
not remember when the hellish howling 
had died away, but he could not hear 
it now. H e could hear nothing. There, 
was only silence and unending, impene
trable blackness.

“ Erica!" he croaked again, “Erica!” 
There was no answer, not even an 

echo.
W here had she gone? Or hadn’t she 

gone, had she been—taken? H eart 
pounding, he felt his way forward. The 
passageway was so low he had to stoop 
to clear the stone slabs ox the roof. His 
hands slid along the dank earthen 
walls, guiding him. Once he slipped 
and fell, lying there half-stunned for 
several moments before he could rise 
and go on again. He had lost all sense 
of direction, but somehow he felt he 
was going down, descending deeper in
to the bowels of the earth.

Suddenly his groping fingers lost 
contact w ith the wall to his right. A 
turn  in the passageway. He swung 
around, then froze, staring. He was 
looking into a place so weird that it 
could have existed nowhere else but 
there in the heart of that ancient bar- 
row.

I t  was about twenty feet square, 
hewn out of the living rock. Faint star
light seeped into it from the left
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through a square opening that over
looked the sea some hundred feet be
low. To the right was another open
ing where the passageway continued. 
In the floor next to it was a circular 
pit about three feet across, its sides pol
ished and smooth as glass.

But the thing that drew and held 
Houghton’s fascinated gaze was direct
ly opposite him, a slab of stone set 
against the wall. Rusty chains were 
fastened to it and carved out of the 
rock that formed the eerie chamber’s 
walls and roof, hanging down toward 
it with gaping mouths, were a dozen 
or more strangely carved stone ser
pents !

There was something so inexpress
ibly evil about that waiting slab, the 
stone vipers that seemed to writhe 
down toward it, th a t the blood turned 
to ice in his veins. There was a curious 
bronze bowl on the floor next to the 
slab. Then suddenly the significance 
of the hellish room flashed into his 
brain. The punishment of L oki!

W hen Loki, the Dark One, had final
ly been captured by Odin and Thor 
they had bound him to a rock deep in 
the bowels of the earth. They had sus
pended serpents above him so that their 
venon would drip down on him, searing 
the flesh from his bones. But Loki’s 
wife, staying in his subterranean tomb 
with him, had caught the venom in a 
bowl and it was only when she left him 
to empty it that he suffered the agony 
the gods had planned for him. Thus 
was his punishment stretched out for 
eternity. The awful room at which 
Perry was looking had been created as 
a warning against Loki by the descend
ants of his worshipers, by the ancestors 
of Erica and her fa ther!

W ith a choked cry Perry Houghton 
tore his eyes away from the diabolical 
slab, ran across the soul-chilling cham
ber to the passageway on its far side.

“Erica!” he shouted, plunging into 
its blackness. “In God’s n a m e ,  
where—”

The words died in his throat. He 
had heard, seen nothing. Yet he knew 
that Something, some vile Presence 
was creeping up behind him through 
the darkness. He whirled around, a 
strange feral stench in his nostrils. His 
outstretched hands brushed a huge

body covered with coarse, bristling 
hair. Then a terrific blow crashed down 
on his head, a bright star exploded in 
his brain and he knew no more. . , .

A  COLD as chill as outer space was 
biting through Perry  H oughton’s 

body, freezing the very marrow of his 
bones, A shudder racked him and he 
tried to move his stiffening limbs, but 
found he could not. W ith a groan he 
opened his eyes and then the cold that 
chilled his body was as nothing to the 
dagger of ice that stabbed him to the 
heart.

Above him, mouths gaping open, 
were the stone serpents he had seen 
in the hellish, subterranean chamber of 
the burial howe! He was lying out
stretched, chained, on the doom-slab of 
L oki!

Twice he tried to cry out, but could 
not. H is throat was too terror-con
stricted. Then he gave up even trying, 
for suddenly he knew.' why he was man
acled to that primeval stone, and the 
horror that flooded every fibre of his 
being was too deep for any sound. He 
had said he was L oki! He had played 
the role of the Dark One to follow Erica 
into the howe! Now he was to  suffer 
the fate of L oki!

The glaze of madness in his eyes, he 
stared up at the triangular heads, the 
fiendishly open mouths of the sculp
tured vipers above him. But these ser
pents were not alive. They were stone. 
How could they. . .

A hoarse sound rattled in his throat. 
There, on the out-thrust, forked tongue 
of the nearest serpent, a yellow drop 
was forming. I t trembled, fell on the 
cold slab next to him. And where it 
touched the stone it smoked and bub
bled, eating it away!

C H A PTER IV 
The Wife of Loki

A L L  the pent-up horror of that 
whole night of madness burst 

from Perry H oughton’s lips in a soul- 
shaking scream. Frenzied, he twisted 
his body from side to side, tore at the 
chains till they bit into his wrists and
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ankles. The hellish liquid was forming 
on the forked tongues of the other ser
pents now, dripping down faster and 
faster. A drop fell on his chest, an
other on his shoulder.

The d o th  of his shirt disappeared 
■where it touched, and a stab of pain 
like the sear of a red hot poker lanced 
through him. Again he screamed and 
again as the burning corrosive fell on 
his writhing body.

Then, like a roar of triumph, the un
earthly baying howl that had signaled 
the opening of the barrow filled the 
night again, drowning out his cries. It 
filled the whole chamber, shook the slab 
on which he was lying, seemed to burst 
on his ear-drums from the four quarters 
of the compass. ,

His whole body felt like a living 
flame. Something brushed his arm. 
He opened his eyes and a hoarse croak 
th a t was a prayer of thanksgiving came 
from his cracked lips. Bending over 
him, her face bloodless, was Erica.

The strange bronze bowl that he had 
seen under the slab before was in her 
hands and with it she was catching the 
yellow drops of the hell-brew as they 
fell, keeping them from dripping on his 
body. She was trying to save him as 
Loki’s wife had tried to save the Dark 
One in the eons before history.

“Erica, thank God!” he moaned. 
"W here were you? W here did you 
come from? W hat—”

She did not hear him. The roaring 
howl was so loud it would have 
drowned out a pistol shot. Eyes intent, 
she watched the drops forming, inter
cepted them as they fell. But even so 
she could not get them all. Searing 
agony lanced across Houghton’s cheek, 
bit into his ankle, his thigh.

She could not save him. She could 
only lessen the torture tem porarily so 
tha t he would suffer longer.

THEN , glancing past her, his eyes 
.dilated w ith horror. There, m ate

rializing out of the darkness of the pas
sageway behind her, was a shape. 
W hite fangs gleamed in its open jaws. 
Green eyes glowed balefully. Its  huge 
body was covered with coarse gray fur. 
I t  was the beast Thing th a t had pur
sued him across the island, that had at
tacked him here in the lightless barrow

that was its lair! “W hen Garm bays 
ghastful in Gnipa’s cave, the fast must 
be loosed and the W olf fare free!”

“Erica!” he choked. “Look out! 
There, behind y o u !”

She saw his lips move bat she could 
not understand. The howling, unearth
ly baying that filled the whole room 
drowned out his words. And then the 
beast leaped.

Erica screamed wildly as claws bit 
into her soft flesh, then she went down 
under the impact of that hell-spawned, 
diabolical shape. The big bronze bowl 
spun from her hands, struck the stone 
slab. Instinctively Perry grabbed it, 
kept its corrosive contents from spilling 
on him. Searing agony licked him in a 
dozen places as the burning acid 
dripped down unchecked.

Somewhere behind him on the floor 
the ungodly beast Thing had Erica in 
its clutches. Bound so that he could 
not help or even see her, deafened by 
the infernal roaring so he could not 
hear her cries, he m ust lie helpless on 
the slab of stone while that acid ate into 
his flesh!

There must be a w ay ! He must. . . ,  
Then, even as the tortured thought 
hung fire, there was a sound like an ex
plosion. A rock shot up out of the 
round hole in the floor near the tunnel, 
shattered against the ceiling.

The deep, baying howl changed to a 
whistling roar and out of the round 
hole, like the spout of a whale, burst 
a geyser of water. In  a solid stream  it 
hosed across the small chamber, 
drenching Perry Houghton, smashing 
the bowl of acid from his hands and 
sending it spinning backward. He 
heard it strike something soft, clatter 
to the floor.

A wild, hoarse scream of u tter agony 
echoed from the walls of the chamber. 
Straining his head backward, Hough
ton saw the gray wolf shape rolling 
about on the floor. Still screaming, it 
heaved itself up. not on all fours, but 
on its rear two legs like a man. Then, 
as it spun around in maddening pain, 
Houghton shouted. The bowl of acid 
had been dashed directly into its bestial 
face, and now, under the smoking- 
shards of fur and hair the bound young 
doctor could see the blinded, tortured 
countenance of B jorn Gunnarson.
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The blend fisherman blundered into 
the wall, pawing at his sightless eyes, 
caromed off it and w ent staggering 
across the chamber toward the square 
opening that looked out over the sea. 
Missing his footing, be fell through it 
and with a last, strangled screech, 
pitched downward to the jagged rocks 
some hundred feet below.

W ater still spouted from the blow 
hole, drenching Houghton. Its  salt 
stung painfully in the open sears of his 
burns but he knew as long as it kept 
washing over him it: would, dilute the 
corrosive acid th a t continued to drip 
from the stone serpents.

Through torture-filmed eyes he saw 
Erica’s face swim into his field of 
vision. Blood oozed from scratches on 
her throat, marred its ivory whiteness. 
Even though partly  dazed, her first 
thought had been of him. W ith  the 
bronze bowl in her hand, she was again 
try ing to shield him from the rain of 
burning witch-brew.

“Darling!® he whispered. “I—”
His eyes blinked involuntarily a t a 

sudden blaze of light from flaring torch
es, Dimly he heard shouts of horror, 
caught a glimpse of Erica’s father, As- 
mun, running across the chamber to 
ward them, followed by others of the 
islanders. There was a clanging sound 
as crowbars smashed away at the stone 
slab, breaking loose the chains that 
bound Houghton. Then he slipped 
away into merciful unconsciousness,

# §  $  ■ * #

TH E sea was blue under the bright 
morning sun, the turf that rolled 

from Asmund’s house to the edge of the 
distant cliffs a startling  green,. Shifting 
his bandage-swathed body with a slight 
grimace of pain. Perry Houghton 
turned from the window out of which 
he had been staring and looked at 
Erica, at her grim-faced father, and at 
Olaf Gunnarson who sat between them, 
haggard and drawn,

“So it was you who planned it,” As 
mund was saying- “But why?”

Slowly Olaf lifted his head. “For two 
reasons. F irst, because I  loved Erica, 
because I  wanted to make sure she 
would not m arry  anyone else. Second, 
because I was paid to by the fishing 
combine in Boston.'’

Asmund stared at him, puzzled. “ I 
still don't understand.”

“The best fishing grounds along the 
whole coast are just off the island here. 
The Star Fisheries wanted to get hold 
of them. They offered to pay me well 
if I could get everyone to  desert the 
island, move in to the  mainland. I 
knew the only way to do it would be 
through fear. And that gave me an
other idea.”

H is red-rim m ed eyes swung to Erica, 
*T loved Erica, but I knew she did not 
love me. W hen she came back from 
studying nursing I was afraid there was 
another man, and was every day ex
pecting him to come here. I t  was for 
that that I  prepared.

“You had always spoken of our past 
history, of the curse that had driven our 
ancestors to this country from Norway. 
I thought if I could convince Erica of 
the reality of the curse, make her feel 
it was real, imminent, she would not 
m arry a stranger. She would be afraid 
it m ight be visited on him. She would 
m arry only an island man, me. who al
ready shared the curse w ith her.”

“So partly,” m uttered Asmund, “it 
was my fault.”

“I t  was your talk, your quotations 
from the Eddas that gave me an idea 
as to how it could be done. Bjorn and 
I set up the Scorn Pole. W e made a 
mask and costume that looked like a 
wolf and dressed him up in it. W hen I 
went off in the boat yesterday, sup
posedly to go fishing, he stayed on the, 
island to roam around in the darkness, 
be seen and start terrorizing people. 
Sven and Knute went with me, but they 
didn’t disappear as I said. I trans
ferred them to one of the Star Fisheries 
boats.”

“B ut that awful room under the 
cairn,” said Erica, “How did you know 
about that?”

“Years ago,” said Olaf, “when Bjorn, 
and I were birds’ nesting along the 
cliffs, we found the m outh of a tunnel 
hidden under some rocks. I t  led down 
to it.”

“Our ancestors m ust have built it 
when they first came to the island,” said 
Asmund, “to show what the punish
ment of Loki was and to serve as a 
warning to anyone who would worship 
him. Then I imagine that those who
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knew about it died and it was forgot
ten,’*

“There was a blow-hole in it that led 
down to a cave a t sea level,” continued 
Olaf. “We blocked it up, leaving a 
small opening. As the tide rose, air 
was compressed in the cave and came 
out of the hole slowly. But when the 
big rock was rolled away from the 
m outh of the howe it caused a draft and 
the air rushed out w ith a roaring 
sound.”

Perry  Houghton started. So that 
was why the roaring had stopped when 
he w ent into the howe! The big rock 
had been rolled back again, blocking 
the mouth of the tunnel. And when 
Asmund and the others had removed it 
a second time to come looking for them, 
the pressure inside the sea cave had 
forced out the rocks tha t blocked the 
blow-hole, sending up a geyser of 
water.

“W hat about turning the mead into 
blood?” he asked.

JTfcLA F smiled faintly. “W e had par- 
tially filled the horn w ith blood 

from the horse we had billed when we 
brought it to the cairn. W e had 
drugged the blood heavily, then poured 
ju st a little mead on top of it when we 
pretended to fill the horn. The mead, 
being lighter than the blood, floated on 
top of it. concealing it. You, Bjorn and 
I drank off the mead, leaving the 
drugged blood for the others.”

“That did not occur to  me at the 
time,” said Asmund. “I was frightened. 
I had Erica put in the mound to save 
her from you. But afterward, when I 
found th a t you and Bjorn had disap
peared, when I  discovered that the 
cask of mead was almost full and that 
you couldn't have filled the horn with 
it. I began to suspect.”

Olaf’s face had gone bloodless.
“T hat—-that was where I  made my 

mistake. I  ran back to my boat, sailed 
around and waited at the foot of the 
cliffs near the howe. Bjorn went down 
the secret tunnel and put on his wolf 
costume. He was to frighten Erica, 
knock her unconscious, then lower her 
down to  me.

“W hen she came to after that, we 
would be far from the island. I thought 
tha t she would be so convinced of the

power of the curse then, so grateful to 
me for having saved her, that she would 
m arry me. And when you went to look 
for her and found her gone, you would 
be so frightened that you would all 
leave the island.

“But there was one thing I had not 
counted on, Bjorn had an affection for 
me that was strange to the point of 
madness. Even as a child, he was wild
ly jealous and used to swear that no one 
would ever come between us. He m ust 
have hated Erica and planned to kill 
her instead of lowering her down to me. 
I t  was he who rigged up tha t carboy 
of sulphuric acid, piped it down to the 
snake’s heads. W hen I saw his body 
come falling down the cliffs. . . .”

He buried his face in his hands.
“W hat are you going to do with me?” 

he asked in a choked voice.
There wa^yj.ook almost of sympathy 

in Asmund’-; eyes.
“Nothing,” he said slowly. “You will 

do it to yourself. Your punishment will 
be to live w ith the ghost of your brother 
to the end of your days, and know that 
you are responsible for his death.”

A moment longer the big man sat 
there, then he rose and stumbled out 
the door.

Asmud sighed wearily.
“And I, too, have been guilty,” he 

said to Houghton and his daughter. “I 
have been a foolish old man. I t was my 
love for the past, my talk of the an
cient legends that almost brought 
about both your deaths. But that’s 
done with now. W e will think only of 
the future from now on. Your future.”

Perry  Houghton’s heart pounded. 
“You mean—”

“ You love Erica. She loves you. 
She would not m arry you before, be
cause she was afraid of the curse and 
because she would not leave me alone 
here on the island. Now you know that 
there is no curse, and if you wish I 
will leave the island and come and live 
near you, wherever you go.”

“F ather!” Erica choked, “Oh, Fath
er !” She embraced him  gratefully.

“.Don’t  waste your kisses on* me,” 
said Asmund smiling.

And as she turned, ran toward Perry 
Houghton with bright eyes, the old 
man went out and left them alone to
gether.



Back Through Six Thousand Years to Ancient Egypt a Madman
Carries His Victims

For a  fu l l  m o m e n t  s h e  stood over him ., k n i fe  p o ise d

HERITAGE OF
OSIR IS

By FRED ENGELHARD?
S ETH  FIELD S sat on the terrace 

of Shepheard's Hotel in Cairo 
and methodically cursed the 

Egyptian police from chief to lowliest 
constable. I t  was mid-April, the tag- 
end of the season, and except for the 
organdie-clad honey blonde seated op
posite him the terrace was deserted. A 
sweating horse hauling an arabiyeb 
along the Sharia Kernel Pasha re
minded him that he was hot and thirsty, 
and he drained his Scotch and soda in 
one long satisfying draft.

The girl patiently sipped a Tom Col
lins and waited tor her companion to 
exhaust his vocabulary. Seth Fields

had been Glory Lane's hero since he, at 
the age of twelve, thrashed the tough
est heir of the Newport set for tying 
her pigtails in knots. To her, no bet
ter yachtsman, rider, or fullback ex
isted. Her faith in him had remained 
firm throughout fifteen long years, and 
not even the frightening tragedy that 
now overshadowed them could shake it.

Two weeks before Mrs. Edmund 
Fields and Mrs. Otis Lane, both 
wealthy, headstrong widows and social 
leaders, had suddenly packed and 
booked passage for England. Seth and 
Glory, who, with the passing of adoles
cence, had assumed responsibility for
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their respective parents, had insisted on 
accompanying them.

The two m atrons had given their off
spring the slip in London. Seth, by the 
judicious distribution of a few pounds 
among the hotel staff, learned they had 
sailed for Alexandria. He and Glory 
flew to Cairo and m et them. I t  would 
be a long time before either forgot that 
meeting, or the torren t of angry recrim 
inations th a t poured over them.

From  the first Seth had suspected 
there was something besides a sudden 
desire for travel behind this hasty pil
grimage to the land of the Pharaohs. 
He knew Ms m other had “taken up” an 
Egyptian mystic, one Hesiri, the win
ter before in New York. From  Glory 
he learned tha t Mrs. Lane, too, was in
terested in Hesiri. H is knowledge of 
his flighty m other’s past follies made 
the addition of two and two simple. 
Hesiri. he decided, was about to  cash 
in on a good thing.

Then, th ree days ago, both women 
had disappeared from the hotel. Their 
beds had not been slept in, bu t all their 
baggage and clothes, except w hat they 
were wearing, had been left behind. 
W ith  the aid of the hotel detective, an 
ex-Scotland Yard man, wise in the 
ways of the natives, Seth had canvassed 
the place thoroughly, but no one had 
seen the women leave.

EN L IST IN G  the help of the Am er
ican consul, Seth had turned the 

m atter over to the police. The inspec
tor in charge of the case had listened 
to Seth’s theory of Hesiri and adm itted 
that, according to the description, the 
man was undoubtedly an Egyptian, 
probably a better class Copt. But the 
police had turned up no clue to the 
women’s disappearance, nor, a3 far as 
the young couple could see, had they 
made any effort to do so. I t  was this 
that now impelled him to curse the 
force from top to bottom.

Seizing an opportunity when her 
companion paused for breath, the girl 
interjected, “H ere's a policeman now, 
Seth. Maybe he has some news.”

Seth turned as a trim, uniformed fig
ure approached the table and, with his 
foot, shoved out a chair as an invita
tion to s i t  Touching his black tar

boosh to Seth, and bowing stiffly to the 
girl, the policeman accepted the chair. 
For a moment or two he fussed with a 
tiny m ustache.

“I have news about your m other, Mr. 
Fields,” he said finally.

Something in the officer’s tone stifled 
an exclamation of joy in Seth’s throat. 
He seized the m an’s arm in a viselike 
grip.

“She isn’t—she’s not dead?” he de
manded.

“ Oh, no. She’s very much alive,” the 
policeman reassured him, struggling to 
release his arm. “ But—th at is, you 
m ust be prepared for a shock,”

“W hat is it, m an?” Seth demanded. 
“O ut with it.”

“I’m afraid M adam Fields’ experi
ence has been too much for her. She 
was found w andering in the desert near 
Aboo-Seer, about tw enty  miles up the 
river. A troop of our cavalry on ma
neuvers found her and brought her back 
to the Citadel. She is, how do you say, 
a little out of the head.”

“L et’s go, then,” Seth barked, snatch
ing up his sun helmet.

“I ’ll go, too,” Glory said.
The officer had an arabiyeh waiting, 

and during the drive down the Sharia 
Mohammed Ali, he expressed the po
lice opinion tha t Mrs. Fields had be
come separated from a private party of 
tourists and had lost her mind from the 
heat and loneliness of the desert. Glory 
gripped Seth’s hand as they were led 
into the hospital ward of the ancient 
fortress on the edge of the city.

Seth was glad for her comforting 
hand when an arm y doctor motioned 
them  into a private room. Mrs. Fields, 
three days before a robust, middle-aged 
American m atron, was now a hideous 
caricature. H er skin hung loose in 
trem bling folds. Yellow fingers picked 
nervously a t the coverlet. Terror- 
stricken but unseeing eyes roamed aim
lessly over the group. H er long wavy 
hair was streaked with white.

H er son dropped to his knees beside 
the bed. “M other 1” he cried.

T he pitiful, trem bling creature looked 
at him a moment w ithout interest, then 
her eyes wandered again to  the rest of 
the party. Seth appealed to the Egyp
tian doctor. The la tte r shrugged his
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shoulders and sighed,
“Perhaps with rest and quiet she will 

recover,” he said. “I  would not advise 
moving her now. Arrangem ents have 
been made for her to stay  here.”

» ULLY Seth allowed Glory and the 
policeman to lead him  outside. 

They returned to Shepheard’s, and for 
an hour the young man paced up and 
down his room in b itter silence. Glory 
watched him w ith tears of sympathy in 
her eyes. The officer had left them  in 
the lobby. Suddenly Seth spun around, 

“The police aren’t doing anything,” 
he declared. “They seem to be trying 
to hush this thing rip. I don’t know 
why. I ’m going out to Afooo-Seer m y
self and camp there until I  find .this 
Hesiri and w ring his neck,”

“B ut how do you know he’s there?” 
Glory asked.

"M om’s clothes were hanging on a 
chair in that room. She was wearing 
new shoes, and the soles were hardly 
worn. She couldn't have -walked far in 
the desert. And unless she was delib
erately dumped there, she m ust have 
been nearby all the time. I t’s the only 
clue we’ve got, anyway.”

“Then I ’m going w ith you,” said 
Glory, determinedly.

Seth hesitated. “B ut it m ight be 
dangerous,” he protested.

“Pooh! T hat’s what you said when 
we w ent bear hunting in the Rockies 
last year, but I  shot a bear. A  big one, 
too. Besides, Seth, m y  m other m ay be 
out there with that awful Hesiri.” 

They enlisted the aid of the hotel 
clerk in preparing for the excursion, 
but were somewhat reluctant about en- 
g a g i n g  the dragoman he recom 
mended. a ruffianly, whiskered Arab 
named Ali H assan es Said. AH Has- 
san, however, they discovered, had 
three virtues. He spoke excellent 
English, knew the Memphite necropo
lis where they proposed to  camp, and 
he enjoyed a good light.

“ I still wish Abdul el Rasheed were 
going w ith us,” Seth rem arked, after 
the dragoman had left, promising to 
have everything ready in the m orning, 
“He was born in th is town He's a 
good scout, too. Classmate of mine at 
H arvard.”

“ W hy don’t  you get in touch with 
him?” Glory asked.

“H e’s up in the hills beyond As
souan, digging up mummies for the 
Egyptian Museum. I ’ve sent him a 
wire, but maybe it hasn’t reached hjm 
yet ”

Ali H assan was as good as his word. 
Seth and Glory, rising w ith the sun. 
found him in front of the hotel with 
an old but sturdy Euick, Behind the 
Buick stood a light Ford truck, laden 
with tents, supplies and four fellahin, 
the camp crew.

By noon they  were encamped a little  
north  of the four pyram ids of Aboo- 
Seer, in the shadow of a high, rectan
gular ma&taba, tomb of some forgotten 
high priest. To the south, a mile or so 
away, loomed the great pyramid of 
Sakkarah, called the Pyram id of the 
Steps, from its six, set-back terraces. 
O ther tombs and small pyramids 
dotted the landscape around them.

T hat evening, weary from hours of 
fruitless tram ping through the ancient 
graveyard, Glory rested in a beach 
chair outside her ten t and drank in the 
beauty of the black Egyptian night, 
Overhead the stars gleamed unwink- 
Ingly. The triangular forms of the 
pyramids were all that broke the even 
horizon. In  another ten t Seth was en
gaged in cleaning and reloading his re
volver. Ali Hassan sucked musically 
a t a hookah. The. fellahin, crouched 
in the lee of the truck, were deep in 
their own affairs.

D eciding she w anted a cigarette. 
Glory eased herself out of the chair 
and stood up, stretching. Suddenly 
her eyes riveted on a weird glow to the 
south, The soft, greenish light ap
peared to be floating over the sands, 
heading for the camp. I t  came closer 
and an excited babble arose from the 
fellahin. Then Glory screamed. The 
glowing light had resolved into the fig
ure of her mother.

LO RY ’S cry brought Seth bound- 
m i* titg from his tent. He reached 
the g irl’s side in half a dozen steps, 
then halted in amazement. Instinc
tively his arm  crept around her shoul
ders, Subconsciously he realized that 
Ali H assan was breathing heavily on
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the back of his neck. The tellahin  ap
peared paralyzed.

Closer and closer the figure came, 
until it stood on the very edge of the 
camp. Then, raising a  perem ptory 
hand, the figure spoke.

“Go back, Glory. Go back to New 
York. And take these people away 
w ith you.”

There was no m istaking Mrs. Otis 
L ane’s nervous treble. Seth had heard 
it hundreds of times. B ut this time 
she spoke with an unwonted im peri
ousness. I t  was a command. Seth 
could feel the girl in Ms arm s shaking 
w ith dry sobs.

“'M other!” she cried, tearing herself 
loose. “M other

“Go,” commanded the'figure.
W ith  that single word, the ghostly 

apparition began to retire, seemed to 
float back across the desert whence it  
cams. Shrill cries of terro r arose from 
the hitherto  silent fellahin. There 
was a rasp of bare feet on sand, and 
they  were gone, decamping en masse. 
Even the stalw art Ali H assan gasped 
with a sort of terror.

“I ’m going to find out w hat this is 
all about,” Seth snarled, shaking off 
the num bness th a t had seized him. He 
th ru st Glory at the dragoman. “You 
wiatch her,” he barked.

W ithou t pausing for a light, he set 
off at a lope after the retreating figure, 
still luminous in the distance.

For the first few m inutes he easily 
kept the figure in sight. Then he 
stepped Into an old excavation and 
tum bled head over heels. By the time 
he had scrambled out the o ther side of 
the p it the light was far away and 
barely visible. W atching the ground 
more carefully, the young man sprinted 
after it.

S traight toward the huge forbidding 
Step Pyram id drifted the luminous 
figure. I ts  speed seemed to have in 
creased. Rounding a high mastaba 
th a t suddenly appeared in front of him, 
Seth saw the figure a few hundred 
yards ahead, at the base of the pyra
mid. Then the heavens burst w ith a 
roar and a display of lights, and he felt 
himself falling, falling into a bottom 
less pit.

Seth’s first sensation on recovering

consciousness was th a t someone on the 
other side of the world was calling to 
him, calling anxiously. H e felt the 
back of his head w ith tender fingers 
and winced. His fingers came away 
sticky with blood. The voice sounded 
nearer now and he saw lights dancing 
along the sand. He closed his eyes 
for an instan t, and then remembered.

He had been pursuing the ghost— 
it m ust have been the ghost—of 
Glory’s mother. I t  had vanished just 
as one of the pyram ids fell on him. He 
stifled a deep-seated groan and forced 
his eyes open. The dancing lights were 
steady now, and focused on him. Then 
he realized they  were flashlights. Glory 
and the dragoman m ust have followed. 
He answered Glory’s worried hail, and 
a few moments later his head was cra
dled in her lap. He was glad to leave 
it there.

H, m y darling,” Glory was say- 
mg. “Are you hurt badly? 

Tell me. Ali, for heaven's sake, do 
som ething f

“I ’m all right,” Seth replied, strug
gling to sit up. “W o t ! My head.”

The dragoman helped him to his 
feet. W hen he could again open his 
eyes w ithout spinning like a top. Seth 
related his pursuit of the phantom Mrs. 
Lane.

“I ’m positive she w ent into that pyr
amid over there,” he said. “'The last 
thing I  remember is her running up 
the mound to its base. Then someone 
m ust have blackjacked me. I t's  as dark 
as the inside of a cow here. Even if I 
had been expecting seine thug to  bop 
me, I couldn’t  have seen him.”

“ W hat are we going to do nowV  
Glory wanted to know.

“Do? I ’m going into th a t pyramid 
and search it from top to bottom. T hat 
was your mother, wasn’t  it? Or her 
ghost. I  wonder why she w anted us 
to leave. Some of H esiri’s doings, I 
bet.”

All H assan coughed politely. “So 
sorry to disappoint you, Etfendi,” he 
said, “but there is nothing in the Step 
Pyram id. There are a number of pas
sages, it is true, but only two cham
bers, and they are both small. The 
pyramid has been very carefully ex
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plored.”
“I know Mrs, Lane w ent in there,” 

Seth insisted. “I  saw her. I ’m going 
to have a look, anyway,”

“I t  will be necessary to  re tu rn  to 
camp first,” the dragoman said. “W e 
m ust have spare batteries for the 
lights, and there is your wound.”

“B ut they m ight ge t away while 
we’re gone,” Seth protested.

“The evil ones w ill not escape,” Ali 
H assan said quietly. “The pyramid 
has only one entrance, opposite us on 
the second terrace. I  know it well. 
And I  will rem ain here on guard.” He 
smiled a  dangerous smile and tapped 
the curved knife stuck in his w aist
band.

“Yes, that will be best,” Glpry sud
denly decided. “You come back w ith 
me, Seth, you hear. And let me look at 
th a t cut on your head. I t  isn’t far to 
camp.”

The landscape had once more begun 
to  spin like a m erry-go-round, so Seth 
made only the feeblest protests as the 
girl led him away. W ith  the aid of 
the flashlight, they avoided the excava
tion into which Seth had fallen, and 
were soon back at the camp. I t  was 
not G lory’s first experience in bandag
ing Seth’s wounds, and she did a neat, 
workmanlike job. Then, filling their 
pockets w ith spare batteries and taking 
Seth’s revolver, they  returned  to  All 
Hassan.

“Nothing has happened,” the drago
man told them. “N othing has left the 
pyramid but a few bats,”

Glory shuddered. Ali H a s s a n  
pointed to  the huge structure, which 
tapered into the sky like a m odern of
fice building. The bright moon, which 
had now risen, illum inated the tow er
ing tomb.

“W e can enter now. N ight or day, 
it makes no difference inside the pyra
mid,” he said.

The ascent to the first terrace was 
com paratively easy, enough, rubble and 
stone having fallen along the side to 
make it no more than an easy climb. 
But to get to the second, twenty-seven 
feet above the first, they had to crawl 
up the broken face like ants.

“This pyramid,” said Ali Hassan, 
lapsing into his tourists’ guide spiel,

“is very old. I t  was built by Zeser, a 
king of the Third  Dynasty. I t  is more 
than six thousand years old and full of 
cracks. The cracks, I regret to say, are 
probably full of snakes.”

GLO RY squealed in sudden fright. 
Seth turned to  her.

“Perhaps you had better wait out 
here, Glory,” he said kindly. “The 
moon is giving p len ty  of light and you 
won’t  be afraid.”

“W ho’s afraid?” the girl demanded 
stoutly. “ I ’m coming w ith you.”

Ali Hassan entered the low sloping 
passage first and carefully flashed his 
light around for possible traces of vis
iting cobras. Then, bracing his bands 
against the ceiling, he worked his way 
down. Glory followed, and Seth 
brought up the rear. The incline be
came steeper and more difficult after 
the first ten  yards, and it was a quarter 
of an hour before they reached a level 
passage.

The heat, especially in contrast to 
the cool night outside, was intense, and 
the m usty odor of countless dead cen
turies was overwhelming. Glory was 
gasping for breath, and even Seth 
found it difficult to bear. But. Ali H as
san had already plunged into the even 
smaller opening of the level passage, 
and the pair gamely crawled in after 
him. About th irty  yards farther on 
the passage grew  larger and sloped up
ward at a thirty-degree angle. Foot
holds cut in the polished stone floor 
gave them purchase, and they strug
gled on until, w ithout warning, they 
found themselves in a narrow, lofty 
chamber.

This room, hewn out of the very 
bowels of the vast granite pile, was the 
K ing’s Chamber. Ali H assan ex
plained. A huge red stone sarcopha
gus was ali th a t it contained, w ith the 
exception of the broken lid and other 
rubbish which littered  the floor. Diag
onally across the room was another en
trance, less than two feet high, which 
the dragoman explained led to the 
other chamber.

Glory collapsed on a jagged section 
of the sarcophagus lid and fought for 
breath, Seth himself had difficulty in 
breathing, and the strain had told even
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on the dragoman, used as he was to 
such journeys.

“I ’m  going to  have a look at the 
other chamber,” Seth said. “Glory, 
you stay  here. Ali H assan can stay 
with you.”

The girl was too exhausted to pro
test and without further words Seth 
dropped to his stomach and wriggled 
into the small opening. The passage 
grew even smaller as he progressed, 
and the coat was ripped from his back 
before he crawled out the other end.

This chamber was sm aller than the 
King's and lined w ith  blue tiles. In 
the center was an inscription contain
ing the title o£ the bull, Apis, wor
shipped by the ancient Egyptians. All 
tha t in terested  Seth, however, was that 
th is chamber, like the other, was 
empty.

H e was searching the base of the 
walls for signs of another entrance 
when a shrill scream of terror jerked 
him to attention. I t  was followed by 
another, and still another. Hoarse 
shouts in a strange tongue echoed 
through the narrow passage as he flung 
himself to the floor and, revolver in 
hand, started the painful journey back 
to the other chamber. Prudence ad
vised him to extinguish his light, lest 
he advertise his coming, and th is made 
the passage still more difficult.

As suddenly as it had begun, the 
screaming and shouting ceased, and 
the old deathly quiet prevailed in the 
pyram id. The flickering light a t the 
end of the passage went out. Seth 
groaned inwardly and forced himself 
forward. W hen his back no longer 
scraped stone, he got quietly to his feet 
and switched on his light.

The King’s Chamber was deserted,

SE T H ’S first thought was for the 
outside passage. He leaped across 

the room and flashed his powerful 
torch down the polished incline. It, 
too, was empty. Common sense and 
the knowledge of the difficulty of even 
a deliberate journey through such a 
tunnel convinced him that Glory and 
the dragoman had not gone that way. 
There had not been time for the long 
descent since the cries had ceased. 

Cold fear clutched at the young man’s

heart. Alone in the bowels of the an
cient pyramid, threatened by unknown 
terrors, he suddenly felt sick. The ne
cessity for some sort of action impelled 
him to inspect every stone in the sides 
of the chamber. He remembered from 
a Sunday supplement story, read eons 
before in peaceful Newport, that the 
old tombs were honeycombed w ith an
cient, sealed passages. In the hope 
tha t one of these m ight explain Glory’s 
disappearance, he spent what seemed 
ages a t the task of searching.

He had fed the last of his spare bat
teries into the big flashlight and had 
resigned himself to abandoning the 
search until help could be obtained 
when his eyes fell upon the one object 
in the chamber he had not searched, 
the sarcophagus. I t  stood on a granite 
base in the center of the chamber, and 
the open top was fully nine feet from 
the floor. W edging his light under 
his belt, Seth leaped, caught the edge 
of the stone coffin and drew himself 
up. He flashed his light into the in te
rior and a cry of horror escaped him.

Huddled on the bottom of the sarco
phagus was the body of AH Hassan. It 
lay on its side in a pool of blood. The 
unfortunate dragoman's head, almost 
severed from his body, lolled to one 
side and the bearded face stared up at 
him with wide-open, beady eyes.

Sickened by this sight which con
firmed his worst fears, Seth slipped 
from the edge of the sarcophagus. His 
hands shot out instinctively and 
checked his fall as his flashlight clat
tered to the stone floor. Then, so 
quietly that he almost failed to realize 
it, his feet touched the floor. I t  was 
only when he noticed that his hands, 
still clutching the rim of the sarcoph
agus, were at the level of his waist 
that Seth understood what had hap
pened.

Catching up his light, he directed the 
beam at the huge stone coffin. Only 
half of it remained visible, and that 
half was nearly perpendicular to the 
floor. The rest had disappeared into an 
oblong hole. The canny architect of 
the old pyramid had set the king’s sar
cophagus on a pivot, and used the royal 
sepulcher itself as the door to still 
another passage.
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AH Hassan’s body had slipped down 
to the lower end of the sarcophagus, 
thus upsetting its perfect equilibrium 
and preventing it from closing autom at
ically with the release of Seth’s weight. 
Seth, flashing his light into the hole, 
saw that the sides converged at a steep 
angle, but footholds had been cut into 
the rock. At the bottom  of the pit 
loomed the entrance to  a level passage.

Confident that th is was the way 
Glory had disappeared, he unhesitat
ingly descended into the pit and ex
amined the passage. I t  was less than 
th irty  feet long, but a shadow a t the 
end indicated a sharp turn.

The tunnel was high enough to per
m it him tc  stand alm ost upright, and 
the air, although at the moment he did 
not realize it, was exceptionally pure 
for a tomb. Thinking of nothing but 
the vanished girl, Seth hurried along 
the passage. A fter the tu rn  it con
tinued to slope downward until Seth 
calculated he was below even the foun
dation of the pyramid.

Suddenly the smooth, age-old pas
sage ended in a tumbled mass of ma
sonry which completely blocked it. 
Seth cursed automatically, then sat 
down to think. M entally retracing his 
journey, he recalled a small jagged hole 
in one side of the tunnel about a hun
dred feet back. He returned to  the 
point and examined the hole. Fresh 
drill marks told him it had been made 
recently, probably by hopeful archeol
ogists.

He wriggled into the hole and 
crawled over the untrimm ed stone and 
in a few m inutes emerged into another 
polished passage, less than four feet 
square. Moving away from the hole at 
a crouch, he suddenly distinguished 
voices. He switched off his light and 
far ahead made out a faint glow. I t  
marked, he exulted, the end of his jour
ney.

In  the darkness he crawled toward 
the light on his hands and knees. I t  
became plainer and he could make out 
its square, regular form. The voices 
were plainer, though low, but the lan
guage was a strange one. The exit was 
now less than fifty feet away, Seth be
came more cautious and barely moved. 
Then, w ith a crash that deafened him,

the light disappeared. Instan tly  he 
switched on his own. The passage 
ahead was barred by a solid block of
stone.

A t once Seth understood w hat had 
happened. AH Hassan had told him 
that the ancient architects of the tombs 
equipped the passages w ith stone port
cullises that, once dropped, sealed the 
tom bs forever. Even the grave robbers 
and archeologists had found it neces
sary to cut their way around them. B it
terly  Seth realized that one of these 
granite gates, unused for sixty centu
ries, had finally been employed to cut 
him off from the girl he loved.

Even as this horror ran through his 
head, another crash echoed through the 
stone corridor. Seth flashed his light 
back along the passage. Another gate 
had been dropped behind him. He was 
sealed alive in  a six-thousand-year- 
old tomb.

A fter a careful inspection of the 
fifty-odd feet of the passage in which he 
was imprisoned, the young American 
switched off his light and sat silently 
in the Stygian blackness, fighting des
perately against a gnawing fear. In. 
all his twenty-seven years, Seth Fields 
had never been afraid, but the events of 
the past few days, added to  the grow
ing menace of an invisible and all-pow
erful enemy, had sapped his confidence.

The air, never any too good, became 
more and more difficult to breath. The 
dead, m usty odor that prevailed in all 
ancient passages was gradually becom
ing intolerable. I t  was hot, w ith an 
obscene, insidious, enervating heat. In 
spite of this, Seth discovered with a 
start, he felt cold and clammy. The 
nameless horror that held him  fast was 
stronger even than  the suffocating at
mosphere of the totnb-

H O W  long he sat there before he 
heard the faint rustling, as of a 

shaken newspaper, he did not know. 
Engrossed as he was in his frightful 
situation, it made but a slight impress 
on his consciousness. He summoned 
the energy to switch on his light—and 
froze into immobility. N ot ten feet 
away reared a swaying, unblinking, 
black cobra. Not the garish, hooded 
Indian cobra, but his smaller and in
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finitely more deadly African cousin, the 
natural guardian of the tombs,

Seth 's passive acceptance of fate van
ished in a hideous scream that echoed 
and re-echoed through the passage. 
The unyielding touch of the stone gate, 
against which he had throw n himself, 
snapped him back to reality. The viper, 
green eyes glittering in the ray of the 
torch, was slithering towards him. Be
yond glittered another pair of green 
eyes, and a third.

W ith  a hysterical gesture, Seth 
jerked his revolver from his pocket and 
fired wildly. The thunder of the ex
plosions deafened him, but he could see 
the green eyes coming closer and 
closer. Calling on all his strength, he 
steadied his hand and took careful aim. 
This time the nearest eyes leaped and 
then vanished as the reptile's severed 
head thudded to  the stone floor. 
Another shot, and another pair of eyes 
were extinguished.

The third pair of eyes, tw in emeralds 
in the yellow ray of light, appeared 
over the square sight of the heavy Colt. 
Slowly, deliberately Seth pulled the 
trigger. The hamm er fell w ith a hol
low click on an empty cartridge.

Seth's forced calm vanished beneath 
a flood of wild hysteria. Dropping his 
useless gun, he turned and beat help
lessly on the solid stone gate. H is 
flashlight clattered to the floor unno
ticed. Screaming madly, the young man 
hammered and hammered, until sud
denly his blows drove through th in  air 
and he tum bled forward into a bright 
light. T he gate crashed again behind 
him, and, turning, he saw the ugly, tri
angular head of the last cobra skid 
across the polished floor, crushed 
cleanly off from the body.

W eak and sobbing, Seth remained 
sitting. He looked up and found sev
eral men before him—but what men. 
They were regarding him gravely with 
big black eyes. Shiny conical helmets 
topped their sharp, dark features. 
Gleaming plate-mail corselets and 
richly colored kilts covered their bod
ies. Armed with big spears and knives, 
they m ight have stepped directly from 
the friezes of the tem ples of Thebes. 
Seth was mildly amazed to find that he 
was not surprised. He heard the clat

ter of their sandals as they moved 
toward him, then darkness enveloped 
him.

Seth's first impression on waking 
was a pain all along Ms back and neck 
and a strange numbness in his hands. 
A confused m urm ur of voices, rem ind
ing him of the Khan el Khalili ba
zaars, drumm ed against his ears. An 
attem pt to turn  his head revealed that 
he was lying on his back across a stone 
block, his head dangling over one edge 
and his legs over another. His hands, 
were bound tigh tly . E xcept for a 
short w hite  kilt, lie was naked.

T H E  voices rose and fell, and sheer 
curiosity impelied him; to look. Be

low him, and stretching back into dark
ness, were row upon row of crouching 
figures, all dressed in the flowing kilts 
and robes of ancient Egypt. Although 
Seth did not know it, they were chant
ing the old E gyp tian  exorcisms. 

W hat interested him m ost was that 
many of the fates were familiar. Here 
was an English woman he had met at 
Shepheard’s, there a French traveler 
who had made the plane trip w ith him 
from London, His eyes searched for 
Mrs, Lane. He found her in the front 
row. She refused to recognize him.

An answering voice on his left 
caused him to look up. Above him, on 
a raised platform, stood a tail figure, 
The body was that of a normal man, 
bu t the head was the mask of a Pharaoh 
in ancient headdress and in keeping 
with the figure. Hesiri, w ithout a 
doubt. From  the open mouth came the 
kikaou, magic formulae forgotten  for 
untold ages. Seth 's eyes traveled on, 
then focused w ith a shock.

To the right of the queer-headed fig
ure stood Glory, rigid and unseeing. 
She, like the other women, wore only a 
tight, sheer skirt, but around her waist 
was a jeweled girdle, the ends of which 
fell to the floor before her. H er ankles, 
wrists and throat were covered with 
jewels. A light, gold helmet, from 
which sprang the sacred asp of Egypt, 
covered her honey-colored hair and 
neck. In her right hand she held a glit
tering, long-bladed knife.

The chanting ceased and the queer
headed figure, whom Seth now recog-
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nized as Osiris, highest diety of the old 
Egyptians, turned to the girl. He 
pointed to the helpless Seth and Glory, 
walking as though in a  trance, de
scended the steps to the stone on which 
he was lying. For a full minute she 
stood over him, the knife poised at his 
throat. Sibilant hisses rose from the 
entranced mob below.

Seth found his voice. “Glory! 
G lory!” he screamed. “W ake up! I t ’s 
me, Seth. Seth, do you hear?”

He struggled to free himself, to rise. 
Slowly the girl’s eyes dropped until she 
was looking him straight in the face. 
One eye closed in an unmistakable 
wink, and a thrill of joy ran through the 
helpless man.

Osiris was again chanting. H is voice 
rumbled on and on, then began to rise 
until he was almost screaming. The 
girl suddenly drew in her breath, bent 
over the recum bent Seth, rolled him 
over and slashed his bonds w ith one 
stroke of the keen blade. For a second 
the action went unnoticed, and Seth 
rubbed his wrists. Then cries of alarm 
arose from the m ultitude. Osiris turned 
from the altar to face an unfettered and 
raging All-American fullback.

Catching up a spearm an who barred 
his path, Seth hurled him bodily over 
the sacrificial stone into the faces of 
the foremost spectators. A bound and 
he was beside the queer-headed god. A 
spear thudded into the wooden altar 
over their heads. “T his way,” he heard 
Glory crying, “Behind the altar. 
T here’s another entrance.”

Osiris struggled futilely in Seth’s 
iron grip as the la tte r backed w ith him 
to the brilliantly colored altar.

Half a dozen spearmen were climb
ing onto the platform when an inter
ruption, in the shape of a black cat, the 
sacred Egyptian cat Bast, occurred. 
The animal strode out of the shadows, 
sat down and gravely inspected the sol
diers, T hey  drew  back in confusion.

E T H  felt a tugging at his arm. 
“Come on, now,” Glory said. 

“They won’t dare pass that cat. Now’s 
our chance.”

She guided Seth, who still carried the 
wriggling hawk god, through a fold in 
the curtain beside the altar and into a

stone passage. Taking a ceramic, 
pitcher-shaped lamp from a niche, she 
led the way through the corridor. From 
time to time they passed through beau
tifully painted and furnished chambers, 
worth an emperor’s ransom to an 
Egyptologist. I t  was a completely un
disturbed tomb. Still the girl pressed 
on, Seth noticed w ith satisfaction 
tha t the air was becoming fresher.

The passage was now rising. The 
grade became steeper and steeper, and 
they were obliged to dig their bare toes 
into the floor niches. Then, without 
warning, they were out in the open air.

The bright sun caused them  to blink 
furiously for several minutes. W hen 
they were finally able to see, they ob
served a troop of cavalry galloping 
toward them. Glory em itted a short 
cheer, then, suddenly abashed, folded 
her arms over her bare breast and 
blushed as she throw an appealing look 
toward Seth.

B ut there was nothing he could offer 
her. Besides, he was busy tugging at 
the mask of their prisoner. Osiris, re
leased from the pressure of Seth’s 
brawny arms, lashed out with both 
hands and feet until the ex-fullback 
kneed him scientifically in the stomach. 
The mask came off, and Seth stepped 
back with an oath.

“Abdul el Rasheed!” he snarled, 
“W hy, you double-crossing heel.”

His fist whipped up, and Osiris 
slapped back against the stone side of 
the mastaba from which they had 
emerged. A hail from the loremost 
rider atracted Seth’s attention. The 
American stared and his mouth fell 
open. For the rider’s face was the face 
of the man he had just knocked cold.

“I t  is all right, my friend,” the rider 
exclaimed. “I t  is really I, Abdul.” He 
dismounted, bowed to Glory, then 
whipped off his long cloak and held it 
while she wrapped herself in its folds. 
“You should not have been so precip
itate, Seth,” Abdul said. “W e were 
also on the trail of this Hesiri, and have 
feared for your lives since we found 
your empty camp two day ago,”

So they had been two days in the 
tombs. Seth looked at the prone fig
ure and then at Abdul. “I see,” he said 
slowly. “Your b ro ther?”
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Abdul nodded and gazed at his 
brother w i t h  oriental unconcern. 
“Kasr,” he said, “is my twin. He was a 
brilliant scholar, and knew more about 
the old tom bs and customs than  the rest 
of us put together. T hen his mind be
gan to slip. He traced, or thought he 
had traced, our ancestry back to  old 
Osiris, who, as you may know, was a 
real king long before he became a diety.

“For a while we kept K asr a t home, 
then one day he disappeared. W e fol
lowed him to Paris, then London, Ber
lin, and on to New York. He used the 
name Hesiri, which is Egyptian for 
Osiris, and collected a rich following of 
foreign dupes. W ith  their money and 
the aid of superstitious natives, he 
planned to seize the throne of Egypt.

“His plotting, ridiculous as it was, 
could have caused trouble, and the 
Khedive gave me my choice of locating 
Kasr and crushing this intended revolt, 
or else.” Abdul smiled wryly. “N a
turally, I did not w ant it openly known 
that my brother was insane, and the 
governm ent did not want rum ors of 
revolution floating around. The police 
—er—cooperated with us.”

B D IJL  paused, then w ent on. 
“Troops were assigned to help 

me in my search. I t  was some of my 
men who found your mother, Seth. By 
the way, the doctors say she will re
cover completely in a few days. K asr 
locked her in a tomb when she became 
suspicious of him, then turned her loose 
on the desert to forestall a search. Tell 
me how you discovered K asr’s hide
out. W e couldn’t.”

Seth briefly related  their experi
ences, including his discovery of the 
passage from the K ing’s Chamber in 
the pyramid to  the extensive under
ground tomb used by H esiri as his 
headquarters. Both m en then  turned 
to  Glory.

She explained th a t while Seth was 
in the second chamber of the pyramid, 
a group of spearmen sprang out of the 
secret passage and attacked her and 
Ali Hass an. The latter fought desper
ately, bu t was overcome and butchered. 
She had fainted, and remembered 
nothing more until she woke up in an 
underground chamber, luxuriously fur

nished in the ancient fashion.
“M other was there,” she said simply, 

“She told me she had taken vows to 
devote herself and her money to  Osiris 
and th a t I m ust do the same, now that 
I was there. I learned she had worn a. 
robe painted w ith phosphorus when 
she came to our camp, so it  wasn’t  
magic after all.

“L ater Osiris told me if I didn’t  obey 
him, he would kill M other. He told 
me I  was chosen to be the reincarna
tion of Isis, his wife. T ha t’s how I  got 
these bracelets and things. B ut when 
I  found th a t my duties included killing 
you Seth, I  just couldn’t. Not even to 
save M other.”

“Kasr certainly made a find,” Abdul 
remarked, examining the bracelets 
G lory held out. “These are genuine, 
and from w hat you have told me, he 
m ust have uncovered an untouched 
tomb of incredible value.”

They were in terrupted  by a shout 
from one of the troopers. He was 
pointing to the Pyram id of Sakkarah, 
which, Seth and Glory were surprised 
to observe, was fully a mile away. 
From, the entrance poured a stream  of 
people, all w earing the fluttering gar
ments of old Egypt. They were scram 
bling down the sides of the  pyramid.

“K asr’s late followers,” observed 
Abdul. “I ’ll have them rounded up.” 
He barked an order and the troop 
wheeled and galloped away. “So the 
passage w asn’t sealed afte r alt,” he 
said. “K asr m ust have rigged counter
weights to raise the stone gates, or else 
the old ones did it themselves and he 
discovered it. He is very clever, Kasr.” 

For a m inute or two Abdul brooded 
over his p rostrate  twin. Then he 
smiled weirdly. " K ism e t” he said. 
In  answer to Seth’s unspoken ques
tion, he explained. “E gyptian legend 
has it  th a t Osin's was toppled from his 
throne by Set, the crocodile god. Do 
you get it? Set—Seth?”

Seth thought for a m inute, “Very 
funny,” he said soberly.

“Now,” Abdul continued, “I am at 
your service. If there is anything you 
would like, command me.”

“Yes,” Seth said, and there was no 
hesitation in his voice. “Get me a pair 
of pants.”
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Interchanged Heads

mmW ii cams to see the corpse 
of the girl who was 
found in Central Park,” 

I told the young hospital orderly, 
"She's the corpse of a man,” the or

derly said. “My gawd—”
“Don’t get funny,” I told him. “I 

mean Patricia Abbott who was mur
dered,”

“W e’ve been retained on the case of 
the murder of Patricia Abbott,” my fa
ther put in mildly. “ If you wouldn’t 
mind letting us see the body ? Or if by 
any chance you’ve already sent it to the

morgue—
Father is always diplomatic. But I 

speak out and if you don’t like it that’s 
too had.”

“I t’s still here,” the orderly said. He 
led us to the emergency room at the 
ambulance entrance. “But it’s not the 
body of Patricia Abbott. W hat I’m 
trying to tell you—”

“We hate conundrums,” I  retorted, 
“Show us what you’ve got.”

W ell as it happened this case was 
only an hour old. Father and I didn’t 
have much dope; and that orderly had a 
right to talk in riddles—damned grue
some riddles.

The thing lay on the emergency room 
operating table. I t  was the nude body

Severed Bodies Form a Gruesome Jigsaw that
so



dismembered corpses on the floor

OF CORPSES

By RAY 
CUMMINGS

Author oj “SMp of Terror"

of a roan. Death had been caused by 
decapitation. And crudely sewn to the 
man’s neck was the head of a beautiful, 
dark-haired young g irl!

The suture was ghastly, where the 
joined neck was puckered with stitches 
of cord—a grisly circular collar from 
which the noisome ends of severed liga
ments, muscles, veins and arteries were 
sticking out.

The head had tousled, bobbed black 
hair, stringy now with dried, matted 
blood. The face, wholly drained of its 
blood, was chalk-white—the face of a 
slim, beautiful girl, contorted now with 
death agony, the mouth goggling, hor
rible with thickened blood, the eyes 
bulging with anguished terror.

We had heard of this Patricia Ab
bott of course. She had been the 
twenty-year-old daughter of Robert 
Abbott, of the M artin-Abbott Novelty 
M anufacturing Company. Patricia had 
been adventurous. She had been na
tionally famous as a racing automobile 
driver. During the past year she had 
made many coast-to-coast records, 
driving in tests for a well-known tire 
company.

And now her head, weirdly sewn to 
thus man’s body, had been found in Pa
tricia’s small town car, wrecked in Cen
tral Park, And the man’s body also 
was butchered, with female arms and 
strange male legs sewn to it in the same 
ghastly fashion.

Challenges the Wits of Bewildered Sleuths!
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“H er father identified the head,” the 
orderly was saying,, “He was here 
awhile ago,”

“I t  was his senior partner, John M ar
tin, who retained us on the case,” I ex
plained. “Nobody identified the m an’s 
body?”

“No,” the orderly declared, “Not 
yet.”

I T  was rather a stocky, somewhat 
paunchy body. On the chest was 

the tattooed design of a fullsome lady 
in tights,

“This fellow was a sailor maybe,” I 
suggested,

“Come along, Tim,” my father inter
rupted. “W e’re a b it late. . , . Thank 
you very much, orderly .”

The orderly covered the weird, butch
ered body with a sheet, and we left the 
hospital, driving down into tha t con
glomeration of streets known as Green
wich Village W e’re the firm of Mc
Clure & Son, in case you haven 't heard 
of us. I ’m nineteen; Tim  McClure, a 
big rangy fellow. My dad is Robert J. 
McClure. H e’s smallish, stocky, with 
a bristling little gray-black mustache. 
You’d never believe he’s as strong as he 
is. I ’d hate to take him on for rough 
and tumble.

W e were on our way to Greenwich 
Village now because John M artin, the 
novelty m anufacturer, whose partner’s 
daughter had been murdered, had told 
us to come to the studio of one George 
Price, a  sculptor, and m eet him there.

Price’s home and studio, we discov
ered when we arrived, seemed to oc
cupy the whole o f a somewhat dishev
eled fram e building of two stories, set 
back from  the s tree t w ith  an em pty lot 
on each side of it. W e drew up before 
it about nine o’clock; an overcast sum
mer evening.

“Oh, here you are. Come in.” 
M artin greeted us a t the dim side 

driveway entrance. He was a tall, 
rather handsome fellow ,. this novelty 
m anufacturer. Forty-five, p e r h a p s .  
Smooth shaven, w ith bushy, iron-gray 
eyebrows and a mop of wavy black 
h a ir ; a man more like a successful a rt
ist than a prosperous business man. He 
ushered us along a dirn, winding hall
way, into a sort of outbuilding which

was the sculptor’s studio.
“Mr. McClure and his son Tim ,” he 

said to the sculptor. “These are the de
tectives I ’ve employed, as I  to ld  you 
before.”

George Price, the sculptor, was a 
young fellow, perhaps in his late tw en 
ties. He was small, pale-faced, w ith 
longish, scraggiy hair, I didn’t partic
ularly like his looks—sort of unwhole
some, w ith pale, w atery eyes that 
wouldn’t look straight a t you.

“How do you do?” he greeted. “In 
vestigating that ghastly m urder of the 
A bbott girl? Well, why Mr. M artin 
brings you here—”

“Simply to meet me,” John M artin 
said quickly, “W e’re going in a mo
ment, Price.” The novelty manufac
tu re r flashed us a, significant glance. 
He d idn’t have to  tell us w hy he had 
summoned us here. Heaven knows that 
was apparent the moment we laid eyes 
on the studio. I t  was a big room, two 
stories high, w ith draped skylight over
head and light on the sides. The big 
board floor was littered w ith the para
phernalia of the sculptor’s art, Several 
half-finished clay statues stood about.

The place was dim w ith heavy shad
ows at its sides and corners, w ith just 
a single brilliant light from a central 
hooded bulb, which shone down on a 
model’s dias, empty now. Father, al
ways by nature silent, misses nothing. 
I  saw him standing w ith his gaze Sit
ting around the weird place, gauging it, 
his face blankly inscrutable.

He and I are p retty  used to shocks. 
W e’re not inclined to  show surprise at 
anything. B ut after our visit to the 
hospital, viewing th a t weird composite 
corpse, I certainly got a shock here in 
Price’s studio. At least a dozen of the 
sculptor’s statues, some small, some 
life-size, some heroic, all in. various 
stages of completion, were standing 
here.

My heart pounded as I  stared at 
them. They were gruesome things, ev
eryone of them  the weird representa
tion of a composite hum an figure. The 
heads of grinning, satyrlike men, with 
the bodies of female figures; female 
torsos, w ith male legs and arm s! O r 
a girl’s head—the body of a man—and 
legs and hoofs of an animal.
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S H E R H A P S  it was art. The dual 

-0- male and female things had an as
pect infernal—Pan’s jibing, impish 
head upon a slim female bacchante, 
dancing with wild abandon.

Undoubtedly I showed my startled 
surprise. And F ather stood gazing at 
tha t em pty model’s stand as though si
lently picturing the model which Price 
would of necessity use for his ghastly, 
sculptured creations.

There was another occupant of the 
studio—-a tall blond girl, exceedingly 
handsome, luxuriously dressed in a 
long pale-blue clingy affair w ith a sum 
mer fur draped around her slim shoul
ders,

“This is Miss Violet H am pton,” John 
M artin, the novelty m anufacturer said 
finally. “W e’re waiting for her father,” 

H er father was Thom as Ham pton, 
prominent New York banker, we pres
ently learned. She had come here to 
meet him, but he hadn’t  arrived.

“W ell, I think we’ve waited long 
enough,” M artin said. “Your father 
said he’d he here a t eight, didn’t  he, 
Violet?”

“Yes,” the girl declared. W as she 
frightened? She looked it, “He was 
dining a t his club, but I ’ve phoned 
there. He never arrived, I  haven’t 
seen him since breakfast.’'’

“W e don’t  need him,” M artin said 
crisply, turning to Price. “The Ham p
ton Company won’t  finance your 
scheme, Mr. Price. I haven’t  had a 
chance to consult Mr, Ham pton, but 
I ’m sure of it. Even if he would, Mr. 
A bbott and I would not. W ith  his 
d au g h te rs  weird m urder, you can un
derstand Mr. A bbott’s emotions.”

The pallid young sculptor flushed. 
“But look here, Mr. M artin—as I said, 
I ’ve got a verbal contract w ith you—-” 

“And circumstances a lter cases,” 
M artin said grimly. “ Don’t  be an ass, 
Price. I ’m sorry, of course. B ut can’t  
you understand how my partner feels ?” 

Quite evidently a violent argum ent 
had been going on when we arrived, 
and now it suddenly flared again. W e 
presently caught the gist of it. In  for
mer years the M art in-Abbott Manufac
turing Company had been quite suc
cessful m arketing small, inexpensive 
statuettes. They had popularized sev

eral unique little figures—like the grin
ning Billiken, for instance—with a na
tion-wide sale.

Price, the sculptor, w ith his weird 
surrealistic ideas, was planning to cre
ate several of his composite male and 
female forms. He had talked M artin 
and Abbott, the m urdered girl’s father, 
into the idea of m arketing them com
m ercially on a huge scale, several 
weeks before. H am pton the banker, 
whose daughter was here now, had ap
proved it, and had verbally agreed to 
finance it.

But the ghastly m urder of Patricia 
A bbott had changed all that.

Somehow it’s a weird thing to  see a 
man with uncontrolled emotions mak
ing him rage, as though he suddenly 
were off m ental balance. Price looked 
like that, his pale eyes wildly flashing, 
his pallid face abruptly  turned purple- 
red.

“Dreamed of being rich,” he almost 
babbled. “And now you tell me it’s 
all off. This m urder makes publicity, 
But I ’ll hold you! I t ’s all the better 
for my statuettes f ’

“Easy,” F ather murmured, as Price 
passed him, and he reached for the 
sculptor’s arm.

“ You let me alone!” The sculptor 
jerked away. “I ’m. not a child! I ’ll 
get a lawyer. I ’m not going to be 
cheated out of my one chance—”

“You’re ignoring the fact that my 
partner is a bereaved father,” M artin 
said vehemently. “Control yourself, 
Price, and don’t  be such a fool. This is 
unfortunate, of course—”

T he sculptor suddenly turned on 
him.

“All right, you get out of here.” He 
waved his arm s a t us. He looked on 
the verge of hysteria, and evidently he 
knew it. “Go on, all of you, get out! 
I ’m not myself. W e—we’ll talk  about 
this some other time—”

A S F ather and I, the handsome Vio
let Ham pton, and the grim John 

M artin for an instant stood startled, the 
young sculptor suddenly exclaim ed: 

“All right—go when you’re ready. 
This whole business has shaken me. I 
can’t think, can’t reason ju st now. 
Good night to you.”
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He strode to  one of the room’s doors, 
flung it open, and banged it after him.

“Poor fellow,” Father murmured. 
“He is upset, isn’t  he?”

“I guess we’d better go,” M artin said 
to me. “Maybe th a t’s artistic tem pera
ment—-I don’t  know.” Then he added 
to Father in an undertone: “You un
derstand now why I wanted you to 
come here, to size up this situation—”

He got no further. There was a pe
culiar scraping sound a t the door, the 
same door through which the sculptor 
had vanished a moment ago.

“Is th a t you, Price?” M artin called.
B ut there was no answer. Ju st si

lence, H orror is a thing tha t certainly 
sends out an aura. The-roots of my 
hair were suddenly prickling.

“ W hat the devil!” Father muttered.
Then he strode for the door: flung it 

open.
T hat w as a ghastly sight—so ghastly 

tha t we staggered back, w ith M artin 
and the terrified Violet H am pton be
hind us. In  the dark doorway a figure 
was propped. The body of a slim, 
beautiful young girl, w ith the grisly 
goggling head of a gray-haired man 
sewn to it! A girl’s torso, w ith male 
arm s and male legs.

Another of the m onstrous butchered 
corpses! I t  stood for a second in  the 
dark doorway, wavering as though it 
were still alive. Then, it fell forward 
w ith a limp thud at our fe e t!

C H A PT E R  II 
The Tattooed Clue

I T  took Father and me a second or 
two to recover from our numbed 

horror. Then I  followed him as he 
leaped over the weird dual corpse and 
catapulted through the doorway. Price 
had been here only a m inute ago. He 
ought to be here now.

The corridor was a projection of the 
two-story building, seeming to lead 
back to the main structure. I t  was 
dim, but there was enough light for us 
to  see a fleeing figure turning an angle 
tw enty feet or so away. W e had no 
time to fire, before the figure was gone. 

In  the silence, a  door slammed. W e

reached the door around the angle, 
flung it open, jumped through with 
autom atics leveled—and found our
selves in the dark, littered yard outside 
the studio. There was no sign of the 
fugitive.

“You go one way,” D ad said hastily, 
“I'll take the other. He m ust have run 
around the building,”

W as it Price? W e couldn’t tell. I 
darted to the x*ight, along a little con
crete walk th a t led to the side yard. 
An empty lot was beside i t ;  no place 
for anyone to hide, and there certainly 
had been no time for our quarry to get 
far.

I didn’t see the doorway. I t  was 
down a few steps, wholly shadowed. 
All I knew was tha t I ran past some 
little steps, and th a t suddenly arms 
reached out and wrapped around my 
knees so tha t I w ent down like a tack
led football player, crashing to the 
walk with my gun clattering away.

A man was on top of me, and as 1 
tw isted over I saw the blob of him in 
the dimness — his shoulders, dark- 
clothed, his head w ith a cap pulled low. 
A knife in his hand came at me. I 
ducked as he jabbed it for my face, I’m 
fairly lively in  a rough and tumble and 
I  was particularly lively now under 
that jabbing knife, lunging with a des
peration and suddenness th a t heaved 
the big fellow off me and gave me a 
chance to jump to my feet,

B ut I was not any quicker than he 
was. He only got to his knees, seized 
a stone from a row of loose stones laid 
along the edge of a bed of flowers, flung 
it. T hat fellow was a genius for doing 
things in a hurry, or he was pretty  
lucky. The stone hit me smack on the 
side of the head, sent me reeling over 
against the wall of the building, For a 
few seconds I all but passed out on my 
feet.

I was aware of him jumping up. 
Maybe he didn’t  know th a t he just 
about had me cold. Anyway, he flung 
something else a t me, then turned ana 
ran back the way I had just come. 
T hat second missile missed me. If it 
hadn’t, I wouldn’t  be writing this ac
count of the case of the butchered 
corpses. The thing struck the wall of 
the building w ith a thum p about an
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inch beside m y ear.
I  had no chance to chase the fleeing 

man. Already he had gone back into 
the dark, empty lot behind the studio, 
running like a jackrabbit for the oppo
site street. And I  w as too dizzy to  
stand up, much less run. For a mo
ment I stood against the wall of the 
building, dizzily staring, w ith the 
blood stream ing down my face where 
the stone had cut me. In the wood over 
my head that second missile was stick
ing. I t  was a  butcher’s m eat cleaver.

I found my automatic, put it in my 
pocket w ith the cleaver. The whole 
dark yard was still swaying. But pres
ently I steadied, went on around the 
front to m eet Father. And then I  saw 
him come running toward me*.

“Tim ! T hat you, T im ! He got away 
from m e!”

Father wasn’t  exactly running; he 
was staggering. As he came up to me, 
I saw that his face was pale, contorted 
w ith pain. And his left arm  hung limp.

“T im !” he cried hoarsely. “I bumped 
righ t into him. D idn 't have a chance 
to see him—and look w hat he stuck 
into my arm ,’*

ME held out a blood-stained thing 
tha t was like a little ice-pick; a 

sharp-pointed prong of steel, mounted 
in a wooden handle.

“ If I hadn’t  been quick, and lucky,” 
Dad s«id, “tha t cursed th ing  would 
have gone into my heart, And he got 
away J”

The weapon, I  saw  then, was a shoe
m aker’s awl.

“You fought w ith him ?” I demanded. 
“W here? W hen?”

‘Just a couple of m inutes ago, O ut 
In front—Just past the front entrance 
of the building. Tim, he—”

“He ran which way?”
Father gestured. “He ducked across 

the front street, into an alley on the 
other side.”

Well, there was not any argum ent on 
the fact tha t we had not been fighting 
the same man. And had caught no
body.

W hen we beat it back inside, John 
M artin and Violet H am pton were 
standing numbed, gazing down a t the 
corpse.

“T hat’s the head of Robert Abbott,” 
M artin choked. “ My partner—P a
tricia 's fa th e r!”

The head was tha t of Robert Abbott, 
But the body was tha t of a slim young 
girl, w ith arm s missing, and w ith male 
iegs.

“Is th a t Patricia A bbott's torso?” I 
demanded.

Nobody could say.
Price, the sculptor, had vanished 

from his premises. W e searched his 
rooms carefully, but there was no sign 
of him. Then we phoned for the police. 
And as soon after they arrived as we 
could m anage it, we got away.

Our home and laboratory—F ather 
has quite an equipm ent for the scien
tific analysis of crime clues—is in 
northern New York City, on the west 
side. W e have a small old-fashioned 
frame house, set back from upper 
Broadway on a little rise of ground, 
with a tree-shrouded garden around it 
—a place tha t about the time I was 
born had been an aristocratic old home
stead.

W e got permission from  the police, 
and took the weird dual corpse w ith us. 
And we stopped at the hospital and got 
the other corpse. I t  was about ten 
o’clock th a t night when we laid them  
out in our laboratory. They were cer
tainly weird-looking things, gruesome 
as they lay pallidly inert on the slabs, 
with our hooded lights glaring on them.

Father is a methodical fellow. He 
had a sheaf of memos which he had al
ready made on the case. And now he 
was rolling out our big X-ray m achine; 
and he sent me into the dark-room, to 
load up a plateholder.

“H ere’s the way it stacks up, Tim .”
W hen I  came back Dad shoved his 

neatly pencilled notes at me, Thev 
read:

FIR ST  CO RPSE (found in Centra! 
Park)—Head: Patricia Abbott. Torso; Un
known tattooed man’s torse. Arms; Girl’s. 
Probably Patricia’s. Legs: U nknow n male’s.

SECO ND CORPSE (found in Price’s 
s tu d io ) — Head: Robert Abbott. Torso;
Girl’s, Probably Patricia’s, Arms; Un
known male’s. Legs: Unknown male’s.

Missing persons of apparent connection 
with the case: Thomas Hampton, banker; 
Peter Foley, cashier of Hampton’s bank.
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"'W hat’s this about Foley?” I  de
manded. “Haven’t  heard of him be
fore,”

“M artin gave me the dope on that,” 
Father said, “And the police showed 
me Foley’s picture, By the way, M ar
tin is pretty  scared apparently. He 
figures tha t with his partner and his 
partner’s d a u g h t e r  murdered, and 
H am pton missing-—well, M artin him 
self m ight well be slated to be the next 
victim.”

“ You couldn’t  blame him for figuring 
that,” I agreed.

M artin had gone home now to his 
home in W estchester. And he had cer
tain ly  looked apprehensive the last 
time I  saw him. He had said he was 
going to  engage a couple of fiatfeet to 
guard him.

“W hat about this Foley?” I  de
manded again.

» A P  explained w hat M artin and 
the police had told him. I t  was 

not generally known, of course, but 
H am pton’s bank was in pretty  bad 
shape, A big shortage had been dis
covered, And Peter Foley, the embez
zling cashier, had vanished.

“I t seems he made aw!ay with a good 
b it over a hundred thousand dollars,” 
Father said. “Been gone several days. 
The police have been after him all 
week.”

I  glanced back at F ather’s succinct 
methodical notes:

Suspects: Price, the sculptor. Motive: 
Bevenge on Martin-Abbott Company and 
on Hampton . . . Peter Foley, the embez
zling; Cashier. Motive?? I

I couldn’t  figure Foley’s possible mo
tive, save tha t he m ight be avoiding ex
pose by killing those who endangered 
him. But 1 could certainly see the mo
tive of that half-crazy sculptor. He 
had burst out, in his angry rage, w ith 
some crack about these weird m urders 
giving publicity that would help the 
gale of his ghastly little statuettes. A 
madman’s motive. B ut such things 
have happened before now.

And there were the two men who had 
attacked Father and me outside Price’s 
studio. W ere they Price himself, and 
Foley, the missing cashier ? W e had no

way s f  knowing. One had left a 
butcher’s cleaver, and the other an awl. 
A shoemaker’s awl? Neither of those 
unusual weapons had yielded any de
cent fingerprints, and there was noth
ing about them  by which it seemed that 
we could possibly trace them.

“W e’ve got to identify these ca
davers,” Dad was saying. “Here we 
have the heads of Patricia Abbott and 
her father. The torso of a tattooed 
man. and the torso of a girl. Now if 
this is Patricia’s body, it’ll be helpful 
to know it. But even so, these two 
corpses represent several victims.”

I t  was Patricia’s torso. W e put the 
X-ray oh it. Patricia, we knew, had 
been in an automobile smash-up a year 
before, and a portion of her collar bone 
had been mended with a platinum plate. 
I  developed our X-ray negative, and the 
platinum  plate unm istakably showed.

“Okay,” Father said. “That makes it 
simpler. These two corpses then, rep
resent a t least three victims.”

They obviously did, because this 
head of Robert Abbott did not match 
th is torso of a tattooed man. Abbott 
had been fraii, thin. The tattooed torso 
was heavy-set, and flabby. To say 
nothing of the different sets of arms 
and legs!

“A sailor maybe,” I suggested, as I 
had to the hospital orderly, “Now 
Dad, how the devil does a sailor fit into 
this?” And then a weird thought oc
curred to  me. “T hat shoemaker’s awl 
-—sailors use an awl like that to punc
ture  the canvas when they sew sails to
gether. O r a sailor m ight use such an 
awl to puncture the flesh of a cadaver, 
serving a head and arm s and legs to a 
body!”

Father stared at me grimly from un
der his heavy gray-black brows. He 
was still nursing his left arm  where 
tha t damned awl had stabbed into it.

“But why the devil are  these cada
vers scrambled up and sewn together?” 
he puzzled. “ I've heard of butchered 
corpses—that’s a favorite stunt of Jack 
the Ripper killers—cut ’em up ah’ p u t ' 
’em in a trunk or something. But why 
sew them, together? T h a t’s a new one 
on me.”

Our front doorbell suddenly rang. 
In  the silence of our cottage, with the
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big dark garden around it, the bell was 
an  abrupt startling  clatter. F ather and 
1 exchanged glances. Then he snatched 
his automatic from the table, dropped it 
into his pocket.

" I ’ll go w ith you,” I said.

W E  w ent to the front door to 
gether. A big man in rough 

clothes' was standing there, his cap in 
his hand.

“ Yer Mr. M cClure?" he said. “I  had 
som ethin’ I ’d tell yer. M’name’s Mac- 
Pherson. Sandy M acPherson ,’

He spoke w ith the clipped Scottish 
accent. A sailor I He didn’t  have to 
tell us. He came rolling into our hall, 
into our little reception room and sat 
awkwardly on a chair, w ith  big red- 
knuckled hands holding hH cap dan
gling between his knees. He was a big, 
raw-boned fellow, w ith a w eather
beaten face. H is rough blue shirt was 
open at the throat, disclosing tattooing 
on his neck.

“W hat can we do for you?” Father 
demanded.

I stood over by the wall. Ju s t w atch
ing—but I don't mmd stating tha t I 
never watched anybody any closer. If 
that sailor had so much as moved his 
hands tow ard his body, I ’d have 
jumped him.

“Yer wurrfejn’ on this butchered 
corpse business?” M acPhcrson said. 
"I bin readin’ of it  in the papers, bear
in’ of it on the radio. I  had an idea— 
it could be helpin’ yer I ’m thinkjn’, but 
I dinna ken—“

“Don’t r a m b l e , ” I  interjected. 
“W e’re busy tonight. W hat's on your 
mind, Sailor?"

“T attco in '.’’ this Sandy M aePher- 
son responded promptly. “I dinna ken 
if it’s im portant, bu t the papers are 
talkin’ aboot people bein' missin’, 
Thev didna find th a t banker yet?” 

"Thom as Ham pton?” F ather asked, 
“No. H e’s still missing.”

“W ell." MacPhersym w ent on in his 
slow stolid voice, “I coom to be Id lin ’ 
yer that I tattooed tha t banker’s chest 
about two years ago. He likes boor- 
lesque gurls, so I pu t one of ’em on him. 
Few  people are knowird it. _ H e’d had a 
wee drap too much, that nicht—”

Dad d idn 't bat an eyelash. “Well,

thanks very much for the tip ,” he said.
M acPherson stood up. “Sô  if his 

corpse should be turn in’ oop with ta t
tooing yer can send for me—”

H e gave us his address, and presently 
the door closed upon him. Dad and I 
stared at each other.

“W ell,” Dad m urm ured swiftly, “if 
that sailor isn’t  a damn liar, this is 
H am pton’s body. But why would tha t 
Sccttie come here so prom ptly to  tell 
us? Something phony about this. Take 
after him, Titm T hat's  probably a fake 
address he gave us.”

I was already grabbing my hat and 
starting  for our side door. I figured 
that the departing visitor would not be 
any more than halfway down the gar
den path by now.

F ather clapped me on the back as I 
went through the door.

“You watch yourself, Tim ,” he 
warned anxiously.

My dad is queer. He still figures I m 
a little boy so that he gets worried the 
m inute I ’m out of his sight.

“Sure,” I  said and grinned back at 
him.

C H A PT E R  I I I

One Alive I

OU T  in the garden it was pretty  
dark, w ith just the sheen of the 

lights of Broadway down through the 
trees. And there was no departing fig
ure on our p a th ! Then I  saw the run
ning blob of our late visitor off to one 
side. He went, over our hedge w ith a 
running jump, and into the dim cross 
street just a second after I spotted him.

I dashed there; got to the street just 
in time to see him at a d istant corner as 
he jumped into a little car and made off, 
heading north. I figured it would be 
quicker to grab a taxi than to run back 
to the house for our car. But taxis are 
like policemen—when you really need 
one, there are none in sight.

The tail-lights of the sailor’s car were 
pretty  well mixed up in traffic, blocks 
away, when at last a taxi came along.

“Follow that car ahead,” I told the 
driver as I jumped in. “Plenty of extra
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jack for you. if—”
“ Okay, Ross. But hells bells, which 

car?”
T hat taxi-driver was willing enough, 

but he didn’t have a chance to earn his 
tip. We went up the avenue like a fire 
engine, but there didn’t seem to be a car 
ahead of us, no m atter how many we 
overtook, that even remotely resembled 
M acPherson’s.

For nearly half an hour I cruised 
around that upper Broadway neighbor
hood. I t  was like looking for a needle 
in a haystack. Then, disappointed. I 
turned back. And I  verified the ad
dress M acPlierson had given us. I t  was 
only a mile or so away, and it proved 
to be an empty lot.

W hen I got home, there was a little 
light burning in our entryway. An
other in the lab. Our car was standing 
in the yard at the side of the house.

But Father was gone. . . .

W HEN  I  dashed out after the 
sailor, Father, as he told me 

afterward, went to our telephone. He 
called up a friend of ours—a fellow 
named Simpson, night city editor of 
one of the newspapers. You can get a 
lot of dope from the newspaper boys on 
any given sub jec t; a lot more than  you 
can from the police, very often. People 
generally think that all a newspaper
man knows he publishes. T ha t’s not 
so. Not by a long shot.

Father wanted dope now on the pri
vate life of Ham pton, the banker. T hat 
sailor visitor of ours had said some
thing about H am pton being fond of 
burlesque girls. W ell, our friend the 
editor sure had the dope, all right. 
Stuff he couldn’t  very well publish, but 
there was no question of its truth. 
T hat banker’s private life seemed a 
fruitful field for a reason for m urder. 
Ham pton was a widower—Violet was 
his only child. And the banker upon 
occasion had been partial to good liq
uor, and always partial to girls, not so 
good. His latest flame had been one 
Flora Belleclaire. A burlesque strip 
tease artist.

“W e sent a man after that Flora Bel
leclaire a  week or so ago,” the night 
editor told Father. “Thought we m ight 
get a chance to publish the dirt, but we

never did. Not until now. But believe 
me, it’s in the bulldog tomorrow! ‘Miss
ing Playboy Banker’ stuff. Anyway, 
this Flora Belleclaire—she’s one Jennie 
Smaltz, daughter of a big wholesale 
butcher, O tto  Smaltz, down on Green
wich Street.”

W ell, th a t stiffened my dad. My an
tagonist, a few hours ago outside 
Price’s studio, had heaved a butcher’s 
m eat cleaver at me. And here was a 
butcher linked up w ith the case!

“Thanks very much.” Dad said 
quietly. “Oh, by the way, Simpson, did 
you ever hear if Ham pton had tattooing 
on his chest?"

“Never heard,” Simpson retorted. 
“If he did, shouldn’t think a hanker’d 
be very proud of it. His daughter 
m ight know. T ry  her.”

“Thanks,” F ather said. “T hat was 
my intention,”

He hung up and called Vivian Ham p
ton. He didn’t tell her tha t her missing 
father was murdered. My dad never 
acts hastily.

Vivian told him chat Ham pton’s 
chest was tattooed. She described the 
picture, T ha t sailor had steered us cor
rectly. This was H am pton’s body we 
had here all right.

The calls had not taken Father more 
than fifteen minutes. W hile he talked 
he had a mental picture of me tailing 
tha t sailor maybe for a good part of the 
night. I t  was about half past ten now, 
and Father figured if he made a rush for 
it he could get down to the burlesque 
theatre where this butcher’s daughter 
was appearing and contact her.

He stopped only long enough to 
comb his stiff crop of iron-gray hair, 
and to put on a red necktie with an al
luring-looking diamond stickpin in it. 
Then he beat i t  on foot for the nearby 
subway station. He went downtown 
and got into the burlesque theatre just 
before the show was over.

H E  found Flora Belleclaire, he said, 
when he told me about it, a pretty 

snappy number. She looked fine Ifi 
clothes, and better and better without 
them. W hen there wasn’t anything 
more she could take off, Father went 
outside and waited at the stage door. 

Mv dad isn’t what you’d call hand



SCULPTOR OF CORPSES 89

some. B ut he's always well dressed, 
and when he w ants to look simple and 
gullible, you’d never think he has a 
mind keen as a razor—-which he has. 
Anyway, I guess he looked like ready 
money to tha t burlesque girl. An old 
duffer who m ight be easy pickings for 
her or her friends. However it  was, he 
had no great trouble getting  her into a 
taxi, and up to one of Broadway’s night 
spots.

After Jennie Smaltz had had a couple 
of drinks she adm itted she was a friend 
of Hampton, the banker.

“W ell, th a t’s fine,” Father said. “ I 
envy him.” Then he took another tack. 
“ I  met Sandy M acPherson today,” he 
said suddenly.

“M acPherson at the E ight _ Bells?” 
she asked impulsively, “My Gawd, 
this is a small world. How did you 
happen to—”

“Sure—sure,” Dad cut in. “ I ’ve 
known him for years. Nice fellow, 
Sandy. He certainly knows his Scotch.”

“ Knows it, an’ loves it,” the girl said, 
laughing. But it struck Father tha t she 
was suddenly wary. She was no fool, 
this Jennie Smaltz.

“Excuse me,” Dad said abruptly. 
“ I 'll be right back.”

He left her and w ent to telephone me, 
He had realized, of course, tha t I  m ight 
possibly lose M acPherson—exactly as 
I had. And if I were at home now, be
fore Jennie had any possible tim e to 
warn the sailor, Dad wanted to s tart 
me on the trail.

I was a t hom e; waiting there. And 
I don’t  mind adm itting, I was sort of 
worried about Dad. Detective work is 
like that. You never get hard-boiled 
enough to be easy in your mind about 
someone you love.

“W hat the devil’s the E ight Bells?” 
I  demanded when Father told me w hat 
he was doing. “And where is it?”

“Look it up,” he said. “Good Lord, 
there she goes!” He hung up on me 
abruptly.

I t  was a relief to have heard from 
Dad. And with the dope he gave me I 
got busy a t once. I t  wasn’t  hard, by 
telephone, to locate the E ight Bells, 
which I found was a bar and grill com
bined with a sort of sailors’ lodging 
house. I t  was in Hell’s Kitchen, in the

extreme west Fifties, over by the river.
W hen I got that dope, I  took our car 

and beat it down there. I ’m only a fair 
actor, bu t I got by with it. After a 
drink or two at the E ight Bells bar, I 
had learned that Sandy M acPherson 
lived here; had a few rooms on the 
ground floor at the back of the build
ing.

Presently  I sauntered out. B ut I 
didn’t go far; just down to the river
front and around the block, I wound 
up in the dark, squalid back yard be
hind the big tumbledown frame build
ing,

M acPherson’s windows were dark. 
W hether he was here or not I couldn’t 
tell from the outside. I w asn’t plan
ning to fool around with that sailor 
now. I would ju st nab him and turn 
him over to Father for questioning.

There was a side entrance into the 
lodging house part of the building, 
which let me into a shabby gaslit hall
way. M acPherson’s door was locked. 
For a m inute I stood listening, w ith m y  
ear to the panel. There was no sound. 
Then cautiously I jimmied the door. I 
got it open w ithout too much trouble 
and w ith little  noise.

Still there was no sound from within. 
And all I could see was a dim, narrow  
interior hall.

Autom atic in hand I stepped inside, 
and softly closed the door after me . . .

F ROM the phone booth of the res
tauran t where he had telephoned 

me, Father had seen Jennie hastily 
leaving their table. He had hurriedly 
hung up on me and dashed back, jus’t 
in tim e to see the girl decamping from 
the place. She took a taxi. Dad took 
another, and chased her down through 
the city.

Lower M anhattan, at m idnight, is a 
weirdly gloomy sort of place—canyon 
stree ts  so deserted, some of them, that 
you’d think you were in a city of the 
dead. Then the girl’s taxi swung west 
and wound up near Greenwich street, in 
the wholesale produce section.

Jennie suddenly got out of her taxi 
and w ent ahead on foot—and so did 
Dad, about a block behind her. They 
passed a long line of loft buildings, all 
dark. Then suddenly a t a little side
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door of a building solidly black, the 
girl seemed fumbling w ith a key. The 
door opened. She went inside and 
closed it after her.

The sign on the front of the big 
squalid building sa id :

OTTO SMALTZ INC  
W H O L ESA LE MEATS

The refrigerating plant of Jennie’s 
father! Dad took a cautious look from 
across the street. There was an en
trance into w hat seemed an office at the 
front side. The main front was a big 
platform, raised to  the height of a 
truck. A big sliding iron door was be
hind it.

There was a wide alley and a drive
way beside the building, and in a min
ute Father stepped into it. At the back 
of the building there was a little wing. 
I t  had two dimly lighted windows, one 
flight up, as though here m ight be 
Smaltz’ living quarters.

I t  didn’t take my dad long to get in
side, through a lower window, and up a 
narrow dilapidated flight of steep stairs. 
H e could hear voices in a second floor 
room now—the arriving Jennie greet
ing two men. And in another minute 
F ather was a t the partly opened bed
room door, peering in with his auto
matic leveled in his hand. A man was 
seated on a big iron white bed—a stal
wart, heavy-set fellow with bristling 
blond hair. On a couch, Jennie was sit
ting on another m an’s lap, w ith her 
arm s draped around his neck.

“A dick!” the man on the bed ex
claimed. “Mein Gott, Jennie, you 
didn’t  tell him noddings—”

“No,” she said. “Soon as I got wise, 
I broke away. He was try in’ to pump 
me about Sandy.”

The m an in the chair abruptly 
moaned. “If the police get after us—”

They were all alarmed. Tensely Dad 
listened. There was vague mention by 
Smaltz of somebody for whom they 
were all working. And they didn’t 
tru st him.

“Tom dear,” Jennie suddenly m ur
mured. “W e got no righ t to be in this 
th ing!”

Then as she moved on the m an’s lap,
Dad saw the fellow more clearly—a.

paunchy man with iron-gray hair; a 
gentleman dressed in the  rough cloth
ing of a longshoreman. H is shirt was 
open at the throat, and Father saw that 
his white flabby chest was tattooed! 
The same picture of a girl in tigh ts that 
adorned the chest of the torso which 
now was in our laborato ry!

And then Dad saw the m an’s face. I t  
was gray w ith terror in the bedroom 
lamplight. And Dad recognized him. 
This was Thom as H am pton, t h e  
banker! Not a victim. Thom as Ham p
ton, still alive!

C H A PT ER  IV
Bloody Thread and Needle

FOR another few m inutes Dad 
tensely crouched there listening. 

And at least a part of the ghastly affair 
became clear to  him. H am pton had 
looted his bank of a cool two hundred 
thousand. He was insured for a hun
dred thousand more. W ith  this evi
dence of his death now, his daughter 
Violet would inherit that money. And 
Ham pton, w ith Jennie Smaltz, was 
going to South America.

Smaltz, w ith his m eat business not 
much good anyway, would join them 
there and share in the loot. Smaltz had 
done the butchering of the corpses. 
M acPherson had tattooed a duplicate 
picture on the torso of some still un
known man so tha t H am pton would be 
“identified.”

Dad understood now the purpose of 
M acPherson’s call upon us. I t  was to 
make sure that that torso was pro
claimed to be that of the missing 
banker! H am pton’s head would never 
be found, of course. And the arm s on 
the corpse were female arm s—Patricia 
A bbott’s, no doubt—so that finger
prints on the cadaver could not be 
matched with H am pton’s fingerprints 
which of course could be found around 
his home! And the purpose of the. 
gruesomely distorted corpses was that 
because there was such a grisly com
bining of heads and bodies that the real 
significance of the missing head and 
hands of the banker would not be un-
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derstood!
“You tink Sandy is at his place 

now?’’ Smaltz was' demanding. “He 
should come here.”

“I’ll phone him ,” Jennie said. “H e’s 
got a phone. W e gotta get out of the 
country, Tom—-an’ that won’t be so 
easy either.”

“ Well, you’re righ t on tha t last, any
way, sister,” Dad said suddenly.

W ith leveled gun he strode into the 
room. But he didn’t  get more than a 
step or two. Behind him, mingled w ith 
the gasps of terror of the two men, 
came the sound of a rush of oncoming 
footsteps. He whirled just in time to 
see a blob in the doorway.

Dad’s autom atic spat. But w ith in
credible agility the big , Smaltz had 
leaped from the bed, striking at Dad’s 
elbow so that the shot went wild. He 
never had a chance to fire another. 
Like a snarling puma Smaltz was on 
his back, and the new arrival jumped on 
him from in front.

Dad w ent down, fighting, w ith the 
two of them  on top of him. Then 
something heavy h it his head, so that 
he saw stars and w ent limp. B ut he 
was not wholly unconscious. There 
was ju st enough life in him left for him 
to know that he was being dragged 
downstairs.

A big door opened with a rasp.
'‘Mein Cott,” he heard Sm altz’ 

voice say, “you will kill him now? Do 
I haf to cut him up like the others and 
hang on a hook?”

The door slammed. Ju st as his senses 
fully faded Dad was dimly aware that 
he was lying in the cold of a big re
frigerator room. Things were hanging 
on hooks. Ghastly, dangling th ings . . .

W H E N  I went into M acPherson’s.
up there in Hell’s Kitchen, for a 

minute I stood tense in the dark silent 
hall. Then as I moved along it, my 
flash disclosed a squalid little kitchen, 
an empty bedroom, and then a little 
sitting room. Nobody was here.

I  poked around the sitting room. On 
a sort of chest of drawers, w ith a ship 
model on top of it, there were tiny bot
tles of colored inks, needles and other 
paraphernalia for tattooing.

I  ransacked tha t chest of drawers.

One drawer was locked—a challenge 
for me to jimmy it open. W hich I  did. 
In  it was a blood-stained awl, ju st about 
like the one which had been stabbed 
into Dad’s arm ; waxed cord; a few 
huge sailors’ needles. O n e  w a s  
threaded w ith a length of cord th a t was 
stiff w ith dried blood,

M acPherson then, was the lad who 
did the gruesome sewing. That was no 
shock; it was what I expected, I was 
pretty  exultant over this evidence. I t  
probably wouldn’t be hard now to nah 
tha t sailor and pin guilt on him.

I  was padding back along the hall 
when something white in a corner of 
the bedroom attracted my attention—a 
white sheet covering a huge wicker 
basket. And then T got a real shock 
tha t made everything look different 
from the way I ’d been doping the grisly 
case.

I ’ll say tha t basket was about the 
most gruesome single thing I ’ve ever 
run into. As I lifted the cover, a wave 
of hot noisome stench rose at me. I t 
was the sort of basket, I knew, in which 
m eat was delivered to retail butchers. 
B ut this one was jammed w ith seg
ments of hum an bodies! A rm s! Legs 1 
Torsos and heads!

New victims. W hen I got over the 
shock I emptied the basket of its weird 
contents, and l i k e  a monstrously 
ghastly jigsaw puzzle I  laid the dis
membered corpses out on the floor, try 
ing to match them together. They' 
seemed readily to fit; and presently I 
had two complete nude m en’s bodies, a 
man’s head and torso, and two male 
arm s and two female legs left over 1

One cadaver was obviously the body 
of George Price, the sculptor. All my 
theories of a mad sculptor being at the 
bottom  of this went by the board. Price 
was not one of the villains, but a vic
tim ! Therefore somebody was simply- 
using this gruesome butchery as a 
cover-up to shift the blame on the 
sculptor. But there m ust be a logical, 
reason for the butchery-.

Here was the complete body of 
Sandy M acPherson! T hat too, changed 
all my theories. And the single head 
tha t was left over—that, too, I recog
nized. The police had given Father a 
picture of the man they had been chas-
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in f—the man who had vanished z week 
ago. Dad had shown it to me.

This th ird  head, goggling up at me 
from the floor at my feet, was the iiead 
of Foley, the embezzling cashier of 
Thom as H am pton’s bank 1 A head, but 
nobody. W hy was that?  W hy all tha t 
weird butchery?

Then suddenly th ings began to  click 
in my mind, I  could begin to under
stand. I had seen pictures of both 
Foley and Ham pton, They looked 
nothing alike. B ut they were about the 
same build. Could it be that H am pton 
was guilty of the erafeszHemeat, and 
had killed Foley so that he would be 
blamed? I t  occurred to me also tha t 
Ham pton could have substituted Fo
ley’s torso for his own, w ith  duplicate 
tattooing. And the reason for the heter
ogeneous m ixture of arm s and legs and 
heads and bodies became clear, t#©» No 
fingerprints w ithout proper arm s!

But why should H am pton now have 
killed M acPhcraon. and thus taken a 
chance of nullifying his identification? 
As I thought about this, little bits of 
gossip about Patricia A bbott and about 
Violet Ham pton, began coming back to 
my mind.

ringing of a telephone almost. 
J L  at m y elbow ju st about startled me 

out of my wits. M acPherson’s tele
phone. insistently ringing. For a mo
m ent I hesitated, then I answered it,

“ Hello, Sandy? Mein C ott—you, 
Sandy, listen here-—”

I'm  fair at im itating voices. Any
way, I got by w ith an imitation of Mac- 
Pherson’s voice over the phone. I t  was 
O tto Smaltz calling! He wanted 
Sandy to come cornu to Ms plant at 
once. Smaltz was frightened, that was 
obvious. He babbled something about 
the damn boss who was drunk now 
with m urder. The boss was saying 
that the whole thing could be blamed 
on Price, who was supposed to be an 
insane fiend. B ut Smaltz didn’t think 
th a t was reasonable.. H e and Sandy 
would have to figure out w hat they 
ware going to  do, or th ey ’d maybe be 
killed too.

And then, the terrified butcher bab
bled something that electrified me. 
That McClure fellow, he said, was

locked up new  in one of the big refrig
erator rooms, not yet killed because the 
boss was fram ing up how to trick Mc
Clure’s son into coming down.

Well, I got that phone hung up as 
quick as I could. I ’d be right d o w n -  
no argum ent on that!

I got out of M acPherson’s place like, 
a jaekrabbit, down to the corner where 
I'd  parked m y car, and I sped down 
through the city.

I suppose it was about half an hour 
or so after Dad had done th is same 
thing. The dark and gloomy exterior 
of the Sm altz refrigerating plant was 
j ust about as Dad had seen it. I went 
into the side alley driveway. There 
was a dim light in what, looked like a 
second floor back room,

Then I found a window that was 
broken open—the one through which 
Dad had entered, as he later told me, J 
got into the dim hallway, just in, time 
to duck behind an angle of the steep 
stairs as a man came down them —a 
big, heavy-set fellow, with bristling- 
blond hair. I guessed tha t he was the 
butcher, O tto Sm altz; which was right 
enough.

“Jennie!” he called softly, “Jennie 
—Mr. Ham pton, vere are you?”

T hat reference to “Mr. H am pton” 
confirmed my deductions! The banker 
was alive! Then the rest of m y theory 
m ight also be true. , . .

Smaltz looked frightened. He w ent 
forward along a corridor and into what 
I  thought was a front office.

“Jennie, Sandy iss coming. Vere are 
you, Jennie?”

There was real terro r in his voice 
now. Then I saw him. with a flash
light in his hand, going down a flight 
of stairs, which had a little freight ele
vator beside them. I waited maybe 
th irty  seconds, then I padded down, 
came at the bottom  into the big base
m ent where a corridor and doors 
opened into big refrigerating rooms.

And suddenly the silence was broken 
by Sm altz’ agonized cry.

“Oh, Jennie! M ein G o tti”
I saw him then, w ith a big door 

partly open where in the doorway he 
had throw n himself down upon the 
body of a girl. His daughter Jennie, 
lying here w ith her throat slashed, a
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mass of crimson gore.
W hich one of these big refrigerating 

rooms held my dad ? I w a sn 't thinking 
of much except that, I pounced upon 
Smaltz. I ’d make him tell me. And 
I ’d find D a d - g e t  him  out of here 1

C H A PT E R  V
The Last of the Corpses * I

SM ALTZ, white-faced, stared up at 
me, He didn’t  seem to see my 

leveled gun. Numbed w ith terror he 
stared past me. And in tha t second 
something whizzed through the air. I t  
missed me, struck Smaltz: W ith  only 
a choked groan he sank down upon the 
body of Jennie, with a big knife stick-’, 
ing in his chest.

I  whirled. There was an oncoming 
shape. My shot spat. B ut the refrig
erator door, closing as Smaltz sank 
away from it, struck m y elbow. My 
shot went wild as the big figure struck 
me. knocking m e backward. I  fell, 
w ith my gun clattering away and the 
bulk of my antagonist on top of me. 
The vaultlike door of the room swung 
closed to a crack, w ith the legs of the 
dead Smaltz sticking through it.

On the sawdust floor I was th resh
ing, desperately fighting against big 
hands that gripped my throat, stran
gling me. In  the dim interior light of 
the refrigerator I  was aware of m eat 
hanging on hooks, sides of beef and 
legs of lamb. And other th ings— 
ghastly naked things, gruesomely dan-

Kl‘T v e  got you now, Tim McClure !” 
H e did have me. M ingling with the 

roaring of m y head I had the dim reali
zation of the heavy bulk of the man 
sprawling on my stomach, his fingers 
squeezing my throat. The end of Tim  
McClure.

Dad was here. I had seen him lying 
in the sawdust over by the door, almost 
beside Smaltz* dead body. My dad 
with blood on him, lying dead or un
conscious, “Got you now !” the k iller 
chuckled again.

My hands were futileiy flailing. And 
then I  gSsped:

'T know you, John M artin!”
I had recalled tha t gossip concerning 

him and P a tr ic k  Abbott, and more re
cently w ith the banker’s daughter Vio
let! A bbott’s partner, getting control 
of the M artin-Abbott Company-—I  had 
thought of that, too, as a  reason for 
A bbott’s death! W hy else would he 
have been killed. I ’d wondered, once I 
knew Price was dead.

My recognition startled  him j but he 
enly m uttered :

“So you  know me now. a t last.”
Then as we threshed, faintly I  saw 

his face, so contorted by demoniac 
m urderous lust and trium ph th a t al
m ost all vestige of human aspect was 
gone from it.

“M artin, you damned fiend!” I 
choked, “X found those dismembered 
bodies at M acPherson’s ! You were go
ing to take them  from there and bury 
them, and—■”

He chuckled. “H am pton paid me a 
hundred thousand dollars to give evi
dence th a t he died. A  nice little stake, 
McClure.*’

He chuckled again. There is in ev
ery m ultiple killer a dementia, a desire 
to boast of his cleverness. Nearly all 
of them do it. I grasped a t th a t as at 
a final straw .

“You’ve been playing around with 
Violet Ham pton,” I  accused. “Had 
that hundred thousand dollar life in
surance of hers in mind—when you 
could shake loose o f Patricia A b b o tt? ”

“Yes!” He took the bait all right— 
trium phantly. “T hat’s another hun
dred thousand for me. Violet’s always 
w anted to m arry me. B ut I had to get 
Patricia out of the way first. I was too 
entangled w ith her already, and she’d 
have stood in the way of my plans. 
And I ’ve got control of the M artin-Ab
bott Company now. W ith the public
ity this weird m urder case is getting. 
I ’ll make another fortune out of those 
crazy little statuettes 5”

R A TIO N A L scheming business
man, for all that he was a fiendish 

killer! I understood all the details of 
his ghastly plot now. Ironic, Tim  Mc
Clure solving the case of the butchered 
corpses ju st in time to die! For he had 

f  Conf ound  on page 112)
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Y E ST E R D A Y
F jjp IH E : three terns sat upon the

IS  w ater listlessly-, ju st floating, 
J* t- They had brown and white coats 

which' did not seem. ts» wet, and the 
color stood out boldly against the deep 
unfriendly blue of this Irish sea. The 
waters beneath them were placid 
enough, w ith only a long and sweep
ing ground swell moving them  instead 
of _the usual roiled combers, kicked 
white by the wind. I t was shortly past 
2:30 o'clock in the afternoon, and the 
crisp crystal-clear air was still chilled 
from the frost of the previous night.

In its waning meridian, the sun was 
yellow and warm, and the terns basked 
there sleepily, sometimes reaching 
back to preen themselves with their 
pointed bills. Behind the sea the sky 
was a cold cobalt; it looked w intry and 
hostile, although the month was "May.

Northeast of the spot where the birds 
sat, heaving up and down on the run
ning swell, a smudge of emerald green 
marked a landfall, twelve miles distant. 
There was haze, but the bright color 
could be seen distinctly. I t  looked 
more friendly than the ccean.

Quickly then the three terns began 
to skip across the surface, flapping 
their wings noisily. From  the east, 
there came the dash  of parted waters.

T h e  G h o s t  of  a

l have jound her!

boiling and bubbling. In  another in
stant, the terns had wheeled overhead, 
frightened, but curious; and they 
screamed harshly, their cries penetrat
ing through the thin a ir sharply and 
shrilly, w ith mingled terror and con
sternation.

Beneath them as they circled, the sea 
was stabbed by a long, thin line of boil
ing milk which penciled itself west at 
terrific speed in a foaming streak that 
hissed and spit as it extended in length. 
I t  passed directly where the terns had 
dozed moments before, and then it was 
gone.

The terns dropped, being a curious 
breed of bird, and peered at the remains 
sharply, blinking their yellow eyes stu-

M a n  S e e k sL i v i n g
m
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pidly. The milk was fading quickly, 
and the bubbles stopped breaking and 
died. In  seconds, the blue of ocean 
closed in upon the white path and there 
was no trace of foam or anything un
usual, except for a peculiar glassy 
smoothness where the line had been.

ST IL T  frightened, the terns flew 
northeast to  the headland, and left 

the mystery behind them. They flew 
effortlessly  and w ith  a real grace tha t 
was not consistent w ith their strange 
and gawky voices, husking noisily as 
th e y vwent. They had not gone an 
eighth of a. mile before they were 
frightened again. This time, the morn
ing sky shuddered faintly as a rumble

of remote and distant thunder broke 
the windless silence.

In  the west, there was the outline of 
a. steamship. She was big and dark and 
long. From  her mast, she flew an E ng 
lish flag, and in the sunlight, her white 
crisp superstructure glistened prettily. 
She was a  passenger liner. There were 
twin white coxcombs at her bow as she 
held her weight. H er course was not 
tha t of a stra ight line between two 
points, but, instead, a very carefully 
plotted zigzagging to and fro. Who 
could have foretold that in a few min
utes, one thousand, one hundred and 
thirty-four people aboard were going to 
lose their lives?

Suddenly the ship faltered, the cox-

Q u t  the  G r i s l y  W r a i t h s  of the  D e a d !
98
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combs died, a  shower of flame erupted 
from the sea. Then another crash! 
There was a smell of fish upon the su r
face of the sea, and they came to the 
surface, belly up, killed by the concus
sion. The passenger liner listed sharply 
and began to fill her bowels.

She foursdered quickly. Everything 
happened quickly. In  a short time, 
there was a white geyser after- her hull 
slid in, and the sea was dotted with 
corpses, with swimmers, with boats and 
oars which crept upon the  swell like 
centipedes. I t  was all oyer w ith la
conic brevity,. I t  does not take m  long 
to die as to be born.

This w as the afternoon of May 7, 
1915, 2:40 P, M, The headland to the 
northeast wae the Irish co ast..

Shortly after, the terns came back. 
Curious again, they swooped along the 
sea. looking at the floating bodies, 
wondering M the trem endous spec
tacle they had witnessed, the flame, the 
sound, the sinking and the rush of 
waters across the dead ship like a co
balt shroud. I t  was an unfriendly sea 
in which to die.

They circled over a life preserver, 
and presently, since it floated, empty, 
and seemed innocuous, they made a 
landing upon its white canvas, cork-in- 
teriored sides, and squatted on the leg
end, S. S. Tusilsnia,

Yes, it had been a unique phenom
enon, a splendid, terrib le  th ing , th is  
destruction  of a floating palace and 
the lives of men and women.. And it 
was, indeed, a very strange way for a, 
man to k ill h is own wife.

$  #  Sts fit

TODAY

TH IS history really begins in the 
mind of W illiam McGowan, Lb, 

U. S. N. S . C. while he was sitting  in 
the study of a house cm W hitehall 
Square in London in our time. I t  was 
four P. M. and outside, a drizzling rain 
peppered the streets. The fog was al
ready coming in. and it was chill, 
gloomy weather, full of hr,mid smells 
in the streets.

The study was very com fortablt, A 
butler had brought McGowan to the 
room, poured him a drink of port, and 
arranged a seat upon the deep leather 
couch in front of the hearth where a

warm and cheerful Fire was leaping 
from the logs on the andirons.

McGowan’s mind was mildly con
fused, He had no idea what it v/as all 
about. Indeed, the dispatch with which 
the engagem ent had been made, the ap
parent fam iliarity of the man who 
seemed to know all about him, the 
pleasant welcome in a strange house, 
all combined to make a puzzle.

McGowan had been in London two 
days, and he had n< friends in the city. 
He had never been in England before. 
So it was definitely unusual to receive 
an invitation from one Hans Bleacher, 
secretary to Baron Ludvig von Grul- 
fefr

The name itself was not strange. Mc
Gowan fancied tha t he had read it or 
seen if somewhere. He felt that he 
should have recognized it right away, 
and this was so. But McGowan was 
young, only twenty-eight, and during 
the years of the W orld W ar, he had 
been too young to be impressed by its 
d istan t horrors, ton young to retain  in 
memory the many names and nick
names of various combatants.

He gat there, lounging, not question
ing too critically the circumstances 
which had brought him to Baron von 
G ruller’s house, and presently the door 
opened and a man came in. He was 
short and rather plump and ha had a 
game right leg which he favored. He 
wore small heavy-fensed spectacles, and 
his blond hair was clipped very short. 
He was not young.

“I am Bleueher,” he said genially, 
and McGowan thought the guttural 
German accent was more than plain, 
“You are H err McGowan?”

“T h a t’s m y name,” McGowan said, 
smiling. He shook hands. *T don’t un
derstand all this, but you’ve been very- 
kind, whatever it is.”

Bleueher nodded amiably, discount
ing the hospitality. “You are much 
younger than I expected,” he said. “But 
in diving, tha t is good, eh?”

“It helps,” McGowan said, “The 
younger you are, the stronger you are. 
But I ’ve seen divers twice my age who 
could, teach me tw ice as much as I 
know now. And I ’m  not exactly a pa- 
looka.”

Bleueher seemed amused. “ The
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American vernacular always pleases 
me. There is something very quaint 
about it. Tell me, H err McGowan, 
how do you like London?”

McGowan frowned, for idle conver
sation only prolonged the interview 
and he was impatient to know what 
was up. But politely he said tha t Lon
don was all right, a little cold and 
damp, and too dam much rain.

“Yex. it can be dismal,’' Bleucher 
said. He sighed. “You would have 
liked Berlin before the war. I t  was a 
gay city in those days, but alas, they 
are gone. Forever, I think.. Berlin 
now is businesslike and' military and 
one finds efficiency in it and not spirit. 
Did you knew, mein:herr. that for all 
my accent and appearance, I am an 
Englishman? Naturalised, of course. 
And the Baron too. W e left Germany 
shortly.after the war for England. Al
ter the Baron’s tragedy, he wanted to 
be as close as possible.”

“As close as possible to what?” Mc
Gowan sairl, scowling. “I  don’t  get 
you, Mr. Bleacher,”

“Her,” Blanche;: said. aE e will tell

understand the motives of the Baron 
the much mere clearly if you really feel 
that way. I trunk he is coming now. 
I t has been very pleasant, H err Mc
Gowan, and I hcrtie that everything 
works out to your mutual satisfaction. 
I will wait in another room until the 
Baron needs me. Good afternoon.”
- Bleucher smiled his way past an
other door and disappeared. From the 
direction ise had originally ceme, an
other man entered—a tall, thin and ex
tremely pallid mar, with fins features 
and dark hair. His mouth was firm, his 
eyes Were intensely dark, sensitive, 
and tragic., arid in life face was a mal
leable quality which suggested the 
Q .<> , a  „ .c Silt® r .v f f ig  and 
holy, of a. passionate largo, or perhaps, 
an elegy.

McGbwss wag not poetic. He had. 
no riervss, ao repressions, nothing 
which \j,jj «•: it -fe« a m n  umvi Into his 
shell and regard the world with worry, 
awe, o r  fear. McGowan was s  perfect 
extrovert, j e t  evsa so, he recognised 
in Barca Ludvig von  Cruller a man up
on wfeoae feed?* ems.ti.oa ssd  obsession

you about It himself.” ggeM pi sy ;

absently. 1 
toaclis-d wli

Mis vc

o£ tuns

iitt9 still t 
row, was *

Bzxm  
md g

; said 
entle,
p..& a;j-

H B E  pointed an. 'anil' toward the 
JUS. mantel, them swept it to the pi
ano. then, to « table, and finally to a ant, and i t s Go waii  instantlyr likeci List,
desk. In  each place, there was z  pho when he a aid ex*>eeted to dM ike him.
tographic portrait of a  lovely girl. 11 sound of a 6Sermon naa $  was 61-

McGowan had net particularly no ways hard smd harsh to the American.,
ticed these photographs. Now he saw ■and formedL a min or hiSM* Buit von
that she was beautiful enough to bring .-GniUey test.... *. . 5  { Cti.aU OX: a -g’j■aiiite tools.
a gasp of admiration from him, despite was % droolis-worri stenpinr* '■■'-‘'a £ is-stone.
the fact tha t he felt himself a cynic They s i s o.k iiai
where a lady was concerned. “I'm Tmfft.i f  CO isee .you here,” Baron.

“Gosh,” he said in a. quiet voice, vca Cruller S2 >■ 'r ft ,t2.y» 1 t  * His man-
“she’s like, something you meet in a nsr was no lonv.e\r vague. In bis; &ye$
dream. W ho is she, Mr. Bleucher?” a spark- JJ|dltScL I t  was hope. M o

“Baroness Helda von Cruller,” said Gowsn saw
Bleucher. “She is the wife of my “ThaaksI * thg reserve Hentenant
master.” said. He gm vm d . *T. still say | 'ou’ve

McGowan nodded his head. “I can got the feest of nie, Baron. It 's all a
see why the Baron, came to England little strung £  tO ISm  M  s w a Xu an‘ivliig
to be close to her,” he said. “A guy in Englandi and your teiephone call
might go around the world for a girl and . . i  j 'ting. Mr. Bleucher ;spoke
like that.” to ins ©a th f* Tr?i mane as U: ? « knew/

“You misimderstand,” Bieuebsr re everythin*? n b & s i me, But I’ve never
plied. “But that ! i quite all right. Shf - seen you be tn'Ff. I IHVQ. 1  ?M
is lovely then?” “Si©, m , WO s.ve never met.* the

“U n dertitateme r&Y Barca r f f l m . “Fieass be saB.cci$, I
“I am glad you think so. You will am sorry *■t&er# nas 0een m  :Slush
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m ystery. There really is no cause for 
puzzles, and I will relieve your mind 
shortly. 1 know th a t Americans do 
not Kke puzzles. You are.very young /’ 

“Did you think I was an old m an?” 
“ Frankly, yes. Your exploits would 

do credit to one of much more m atur
ity. You are to  be congratulated.”

M cGOW AN  frowned. “You see?
T h a t’s what I  don't understand, 

You know ahout me. M ost people 
don’t  know much about deep sea 
divers.”

“I know a good deal ahout you,” ad
m itted the Baron. “I  w rote to you last 
spring. D idn’t you get my letter?” 

“No.”
“I didn’t have an address. D oubt

less the one I used was wrong. I am 
sorry. Yes. Mr. McGowan, you are the 
man who recovered the bullion from 
the M ercedes off the V irginia Capes, 
are you not?”

“Yes,” McGowan said. “T hat wasn’t 
the only—”

“Of course not. B ut it was the only 
ship you had to  dive three hundred 
feet to  work upon, was it not?” 

“W ell.” McGowan nodded, “yes and 
no. There were some others, but I 
didn’t have the righ t equipm ent for 
them. W e didn’t do much good. To 
tell you the tru th , Baron, the M ercedes 
salvage wasn’t my own jo b ; they  were 
paying me for it. I  got a percentage, 
but i t  wasn’t  so much. T h a t’s why I 
am over here now. I read tha t the 
London Salvage Company was going 
to make a try  for the gold of the S.S, 
Tusilania. and I thought I m ight get a 
job.”

“ You have the job,” Baron von Crul
ler said quietly. He seemed to  watch 
a spot on the ceiling w ith strange de
tachment. “I am the London Salvage 
Company.”

McGowan stared, taken by surprise. 
“I'm  not interested in the Tusi- 

lania’s gold,” the Baron continued. 
“And I tell you this. If you find the 
gold, you may keep it for yourself. In  
entirety. You may use all m y facili
ties yet you may keep the gold. I am 
concerned w ith something else.” 

McGowan could contain himself no 
longer. “T hat’s white of you. In  fact.

it’s too darn white of you, Baron, and 
I  don’t  believe it. I ’d like to know 
what th is is all about? This calling 
me, this giving me the Tusilania gold 
W hat did Bleacher mean by saying 
th a t you had to come to England to be 
closer to the girl in the photograph, and 
then adding th a t she is your wife? I ’m 
all mixed up, and I don’t  like it,”

“She is Helda,” said the Baron w ist
fully. “She is my wife.”

“W hat’s th a t all got to do with 
sunken treasure?” .

“She is dead,” said the Baron, 
McGowan felt a chill down his back, 

although the fire on the hearth  warmed 
his face. He had, at last, an inkling.

“She was on the Tusilania. when it 
was torpedoed?” he asked.

Baron von Gruller nodded, and his 
face was as brittle as glass. “Yes. 
You understand now Bleacher’s clumsy 
expression,”

“I  still don’t  see-—”
Cautiously* the Baron interrupted. 

“I wish to recover her body. I t  is a 
ctesire I have had since, the war ended. 
To find her, bring  her out and to bury 
her. I m ust get her out of tha t hulk. 
She haunts me there.”

He passed his hand across his head 
and shivered and closed his eyes. Mc
Gowan felt creepy.

“I t  is dark down there and cold up
on her. T hat is terrible. She is lone
some there, alone among all her ene
mies,”

TH E  man spoke as If the woman 
were alive. I t  was an odd thing. 

And McGowan tried to stop the goose 
pimples he felt. He spoke bluntly. 
“The Tusilania has never been located. 
Have you had any luck in th a t respect? 
No one was quite su re ; even the m aster 
retracted  on his original figures. About 
twelve miles southw est of that Irish 
headland—”

“I have located the ship,” Baron von 
Gruller replied. The room was very 
still, and the fire seemed to roar thun
derously. “I t  was simple to find her. 
I used my own figures, and she was 
there,”

“Your own figures?” McGowan said 
slowly.

“Yes. My wife was returning from
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America aboard the Tusilania when 
she sank. My wife was an operative 
of the Imperial German Government— 
a spy, if you will. She was appre
hended aboard ship by a member of the 
B ritish  Adm iralty Intelligence, and 
she was confined to the brig. I t  will 
be easy to find her. She was in the 
brig  when the ship w ent down.

“I knew the exact spot, Mr, Mc
Gowan, from my own log. You see, 
M r. McGowan,. 1 murdered m y , own 
wife. I was commanding the subma
rine U-Tw enty, and it was 1 who tor
pedoed the S.S. Tusilania.”

“God in heaven!” McGowan ex
claimed, horrified. “ I remember your 
name now. Ludvig von Cruller-—the 
Sea Devil! The Devil of the Deep, 
they called you. You were the man 
who took his submarine across the A t
lantic clear to New port News. You 
sank three freighters off Cape Cod in 
N ineteen eighteen. The only German 
sub to come th a t far was the D eutsch
land before you. The Devil of the 
Deep!”

c'Ja,” the  Baron lapsed m om entarily 
into German. “D eutschland uber al
ias, uber a llm  in  der w elt . , , even 
above my w ife.”

“B ut the German Embassy even 
printed a w arning in the newspaper 
about that ship,” exclaimed McGowan. 
“W hy did your wife, who was a Ger
man spy, sail on her?”

“To blow her up,” replied Baron von 
Cruller, “in case I failed. The T usi- 
lania was carrying m unitions,”

“You knew she—-was aboard?”
“Yes. But I  did not know she Was 

confined. I  did not think the ship 
would sink so soon. I thought they 
would get boats off, get the  passengers 
off—” He broke off as he saw Mc
Gowan was staring  at him.

“W ould you try  me too, in your 
mind, like the thousand of them  have 
had me on tria l for tw enty-three 
years?” he w ent on passionately. “ I 
have seen them in m y  sleep -w om en  
and children and men in a great circle 
—my own and .dearest wife among 
them. And I, In the center, accused 
by them  before God—my lovely Helda 
herself, telling s is  it was wrong, it was 
wrong—”

His voice cracked, and he sobbed. 
McGowan was shivering - and he 
wanted to get out and walk in the rain 
and th ink everything over, But he 
was trapped now.

“Mr. McGowan,” the Baron said 
suddenly, harshly, “you will join me? 
The buoy already marks the resting 
place of the ship. She is there. She 
lies on her side. I  have seen h e r/ I  
have stood on her p lates!"

“I don’t know,” McGowan whis
pered. “There would be a hell of a lot 
of arrangements. W e couldn’t just 
dash into it.” H e had the feeling this 
man wanted to  leave in the morning. 
“A ship—equipm ent—”

“I have everything,” said the Baron, 
“I  have the Mario, a well equipped sal
vage ship. I have been down to the 
Tusilania  in the wonderful Tritonia 
diving suit which can w ithstand the 
pressures. There is bad current, but I 
reached it. B ut the T riton ia  suit is too 
large, too cumbersome— 1 could not go 
into the ship, I need a. self-contained 
suit and some one who can use it. You 
have th a t/ '

M cGOW AN  nodded. He had a 
Craig-Noh! diving dress, self- 

contained, light rubber, w ith a shelf of 
shiny oxygen and helium tubes on the 
shoulders, and a four-thousand-candle- 
power light to  be worn on one shoulder 
also.

“You see,” McGowan said, “in this 
su it, I breathe seventy-nine percent 
helium  and tw enty-one percent oxy
gen, while in other' suits, you breathe 
ord inary  air under pressure. The nor
mal tim e fo r decompression of a 
diver who has been down a hundred 
fee t deep and does not want the bends, 
is forty-seven m inutes, w hereas w ith 
helium, we decompress in two m inutes 
and can be hauled up alm ost instantly. 
Furtherm ore the suit is lig h t and mo
bile. I t  is true  tha t it w ould perm it 
the w earer to pass in to  the Tusilania  
herself.”

“You. have two suits? The Tritonia 
suit was self-contained* but too mas
sive for quick movement down, there.” 

“I  have tw o , su its / ' McGowan ad
mitted, looking skeptical. “You were 
actually on the TusiJama?”
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.“Yes,"’ said - 'Baron von GruHef. 
.“She Ties in- three hundred and twelve 
feet of water, I  could sea her rivets. 
I  stood;on..-her plates, covered with 
slime. There wad-Httie corrosion. .By 
daylight, there was fifteen, feet visibil
ity, bu t down inside the  ship it was 
black as night. She was full of 
ghosts. ,  .

“W here?51
“Twelve miles. Off QM Head of 

Kitisale.” '
“All right,*5. McGowan said evenly. 

“C ount me -in,” .
■ ' ■ - « . p'. w. * '
E sea had not changed. I t  was 

A  a b it rougher than it had been that 
M ay day in 1915 when two tqrpedoes 
broke into the 'starboard side of the 
sunken liner. There was a  northerly  
wind, and a chop, and McGowan was 
-ffad he was a good sailor, for the 
Mario, although ruggedly built for ro t
ten weather, was round-bottom ed, and 
she rolled like a ball.

There was a buoy on the surf ace, and 
from this buoy a heavy steel cable sank 
down throngh tN  water. I t  was an
chored a t the. bottom  into the inch- 
thick steel plates of the Taulania’s  up
tu rned  starboard side. For she lay on 
her port side, all seven hundred and 
six ty-nine fee t of hefi A sliding stage 
had been fastened to  the • cable by a 

■ clip, arid it  only rermdned'for the divers 
to lower themselves down to the base 
on the. plates of the corpse below them  
in the deep blue sea.

The ccld w ater dosed, over two rub
ber-suited m onsters as they descended 

. .on the stage. McGowan was in one of 
the suits, and was vaguely troubled. 
Baron mm  Cruller, in the oilier, was 
excited arid strange. McGowan could 
not repress thy -feeling th a t he was in 
the company of a madman. A gentle, 
sad, and very lonely madman, no 
doubt, bu t a  madman ju st the same.

Too, McGowan, had a p re tty  good 
idea th a t he w as not going to  penetrate 
to ihM Tusii&nmss strong-room  and 
safes. From  the plans of the ship, he 
estimated th a t the  strong room was 
.down on D deck. To resell i t  by pass
ing through, the deck and down into 
the p itch  blackness of the water-filled 
hulk was not only dangerous but prac

tically impossible-
There was . one way to reach the 

strong-room, D e t o n a t e  dynamite 
against the ship’s plates and-'open u p - 
her starboard aide, then burrowing 
through the coal bunkers until the 

-strong room ’s wall was reached. And 
then, use an underw ater acetylene 
torch.

The Mario carried no such equip
m ent for large-scale operation of that 
kind, E verything belonged, anyway, to 
a  company which had contracted with 
the A dm iralty to salvage all war-sunk 
ships.

McGowan Mad been down once, b e - . 
fore, to set in the cable. I t  was eerie 
down there, and he could feei the dead 
all around him. He had felt them  al
most tangibly, and it bothered him. 
He bsd found one of the  torpedo holes, 
almost amidships on a line b e tw een ,' 
the third and fourth funnels,. a huge 
and gaping gap of tw isted  m etal. A 
wonderful place for a diver to  fall in, 
and be instan tly  killed by the sudden 
change Irt pressure. O r to catch his 
suit and rip it, and crush him with the 
igHasily w eight of the sea,

“McGowan F
The Baron’s voice came through the 

earphones. I t  sounded metallic and 
far away, yet the m an stood beside him 
on the grate-fleored stage which was 
going down in to  the  w ater as rapidly-' 
as the electric winches could safely, 
drop it,
- “W hat will we find?” asked the 
Baron.

Death, McGowan thought. Lots of 
it, p lenty of it. You could reel it al
ready, as daylight faded into the dark
ening depths, and the cold w ater grew 
colder, pushed by them  in fast and dan
gerous. currents. Aloud, he said :

“Before we explore. Baron,; we m ust 
la y  out avenues on #6© hull. She is 
over seven hundred feet long and 
ninety feet wide. You could easily get 
lost in her. W e m ust scratch direc- 
tio;asfe

“No, no,” the B aron protested. “I 
cannot wait. Tuirrarrow the fog may 
come, in, the w ind  m ay rise ,'a"sto rm  
may .blow. W e m ay have to finish. 
Today, conditions, stay good, and I c a n ' 
w ait no longer. I m ust go into her.” .
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“W e ll  rope you,” McGowan said, as 
the w ater lost color and . grew dark, 
“As you go, pay out your rope. T hat 
way, you’ll be able to find your way 
back.”

“Helda,” McGowan heard the man 
whisper, forgetting tha t the telephone 
carried even his breathing. “Helda, I 
am coming. , , ”

W T  was high nGon, and visibility now 
J i-  was the best it would ever be. 
Fain t shadows played upon th e  green 
and slimy steel, studded w ith sea anae- 
mones. V ery dark. You couldn’t see 
more than fifteen feet, if th a t much, 
And now, it would grow darker. Mc« 
Gowan switched on his shoulder lamp, 
and there was sudden daylight around 
him.

Here was the deck, amidships, a sin
gle lifeboat still hanging in its davits.

“W atch the wood,” McGowan cau
tioned. “I t  m ay be rotten. Be careful 
of the currents. They can sweep you 
off. A fall here would be death. I t ’s 
n inety  feet to  the bottom, Even a dif
ference of tw enty, tha t suddenly, 
could kill you.'"

"fa,  /a .” The Baron was panting 
w ith excitement. “I know all that. 
Look, her deck! I am touching it. 
Think of it, McGowan. Tw enty-three 
years ago, I saw it through a periscope! 
And now I can touch it. I t  is like 
touching her. She is here. I feel that.”

“If she was in the brig,” McGowan 
said, “you can’t  reach her body today. 
W e haven’t equipment. The brig is 
down on D deck, same as the strong
room. W e can’t get down there. W e’d 
get lost,”

Lost in this phantom  thing that once 
had plied the seas so proudly would be 
horrible. There was nothing trim  or 
pretty  about her now. She was a tom b
stone, fallen in her own grave. Mc
Gowan shuddered.

“ On the top,” he spoke in his trans
mitter,

“ Yes,” came an answer from the 
Mario, two hundred and forty feet or 
so above the raised starboard side of 
the Tusilania.

“W e are on her starboard side, amid
ships, by the deck railing. W e are go
ing to leave the stage, paying out rope

- to m ark our way. Tell me when the 
tim e is up. Ail okay.”

“Be careful.”
“The light functions perfectly. There 

are no dead yet,”
“Be very carefu l”
McGowan thought: Don’t worry 

about that. Ik s,no t being paid to  throw 
my life away down inside this rotten 
hull.

He had come for gold, and there was 
no getting at gold. N ot today. To
morrow, perhaps, he m ight make a try  
through the first im pede g ap ." Going 
down in there slowly, the coal.bunkers 
would be beyond. But you couldn’t go 
clown inside the salon, the staterooms, 
the halls and corridors of that ship and 
find anything.

You could get lost ca a ship of this 
size even when she was in port with 
her lights blazing. How* much more 
easily the same feat could be accom- 

lished now, for you did not walk on 
er floors: you walked on her port 

walls.
She Jay on her side, W hen you went 

through doors, you had to crawl, for 
you were sliding through two feet of 
clearance, instead of walking upright 
through seven feet of clearance. And 
the dark.

Dear God. you never thought that 
anything could be as black as the sea 
inside that steel. N ight was lumines
cent in comparison, and the four-thou- 
sand-candle-power bulb seemed for
lorn and inadequate hi the density,

“Like, walking in India ink,” thought 
McGowan, “ thick ink. O r Mack blood, 
congealed from the dead around and 
about.”

TH E  wood seemed solid enough.
Tw enty-three years in the water. 

They had to be wary of it. Slowly, 
they paid out rope and lowered them 
selves Into the ship until presently they 
were clinging to the railing of the main 
staircase, Everything was slimy.

“A stateroom  to the left,” the Baron 
said. “I  will look.”

“W atch yourself. W atch for bad 
wood.”

“I walk on the walls. They ere steel.” 
“But the currants can sweep you 

off.”
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"‘fa .3’ The Baron moved away, walk
ing slowly toward the stern.

H is light showed the way. The white 
paint of the walls was gone beneath a 
green grassy moss which waved gently 
in the grip of unseen passing cataracts 
of current. McGowan waited by the 
staircase. He thought to himself that 
any other diver in the world would 
have given an arm to stand where he 
stood now, and yet he had no taste  for 
it at all.

H e had often thought of the trem en
dous thrill he would feel to stand w ithin 
the w atery confines of this greatest 
wreck of all, and yet now he felt no 
thrill, only a dread, feeling a m ute and 
weird pall around him that precluded 
any anxiety to explore. One thousand 
and more had perished in this hulk and 
they were too close to him as he stood 
there, w aiting for von C ruller.

The Baron was mad, yes; he would 
have to be mad to walk these halls, 
once filled with horror, and not have 
qualms. McGowan would have gone 
crazy if his hand had sunk this ship, 
and he had come back to prowl it. The 
Devil of the Deep, he rum inated, come 
back to pick at his prey. Well, the 
Devil was in his element, under the sea. 
He had killed th is ship from under the 
sea, he had sent her down to his own 
element, and now he came to  pick at 
her bones, still in bis element, still sub
marine.

“G ott im  h im m el!” he heard the 
Baron gasp.

In  another moment, he saw von 
Gruller coming toward him from the 
open stateroom, and McGowan’s hair 
stood up on his neck. For in von Grul- 
le rs  wake, came a skeleton, white and 
ghastly, floating behind the German 
and following him with tenacity.

“M cGowan!” von Gruller gasped.
McGowan was rigid. For seconds, 

he could not move, struck dumb by the 
gruesome scene. He believed, in those 
silent moments, tha t this was rea l; the 
dead had found their m urderer and 
now would avenge themselves. Von 
Gruller came to him, and he saw the 
German’s face through his helmet was 
white, shaken, the eyes wide with ter
ror.

“ Stand s till!” McGowan snapped.

“Stand still, Baron! The thing is fol
lowing your wake. You make a suc
tion when you m ove!”

Von Gruller paused by the staircase. 
The skeleton, still floating slowly, 
bumped into him gently. I t  hung there. 
McGowan reached out, glad tha t he 
wore gloves. He gripped some part of 
the thorax and pulled it toward him. 
There were still sinews left, for the 
bones held together. Only the right 
foot was missing.

“ I ’ll take it to the stage and have it 
sent up,” he said. “W ait here.”

“Ja,”

BU T  McGowan did not reach the 
stage with it. Outside, swift cur

rents wrenched the bones from his 
hand, and they drifted away swiftly 
toward the bow. McGowan wasn’t  
sorry. They had seen the first dead, 
and the sea would not give up the body. 
All right, all right.

“ On the top.”
“Yes, Mac?”
“W e found a body but it was swept 

away. No identification. Just bones.” 
“ W here are you?”
“Grand staircase. How long?” 
“Ten m inutes.”
They had been down ten minutes. 

By heaven, it was more like ten hours, 
McGowan felt. He went back slowly 
and carefully to  where he had left the 
Baron, bu t when he reached the stair
case, the Baron was gone.

“Baron!” he snapped into his tele
phone. “W here are you?”

No answer. No sound at all, except 
a faint whine in his earphones which 
probably came from the surface ship. 
McGowan was shivering. He didn’t 
know whether it was from fear or cold. 
Yes, cold, for down here it  was bitter 
cold and his hands, inside those gloves, 
were blue, while the sweat ran off his 
face and down his neck.

“ Baron! For God’s sak e !’”
“/ a ,  M ac?”
McGowan relaxed. “W here are you, 

Baron? I don’t see you and I don’t see 
your rope.”

From  the surface came, “All right on 
the bottom ?”

“All right,” Mac said. “ Keep off the 
line, Baron, listen.”
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“I heard you,” said von Gruller. “ I 
was busy a moment. I have tied my 
rope to the staircase where we entered 
the ship.” 1

McGowan turned his shoulder, and 
in the light of the lamp, he saw the 
hawser which w ent down into the dark
ness of the staircase on its side. “But 
where are you?”

“I  am going down,” said von Gruller. 
“Do not follow, McGowan. You were 
not paid to follow me. I am going to 
try  and get down. I ’ll be back.”

“Don’t  try  to  reach tha t brig this 
way,” McGowan warned. “You’ll kill 
yourself. You’ll never make it. Don’t 
be foolish. W e’ll go in through the to r
pedo gaps tomorrow.” '

The German did not answer. Mc
Gowan could hear him breathing heav
ily as he worked his way down into the 
inner darkness. Soon, the Baron 
called, “M ac! M cGowan!”
■ “Yes?’” ; • ..

There was a long pause. “They are 
here now—the dead.” The Baron’s 
voice was a brittle whisper, cold, fear
ful, gaspy. “M em Gott, Mac, I  wish 
you were here—”

“W here?”
“C deck. Twelve bodies.” The 

Baron caught his breath and it sounded 
like a sob. “Eight men—four women 
—all around me in a circle. . . .  They 
are watching me—”

MCGOW AN shuddered. “T ry and 
rope them —-bring them  up.”

“Nein , nein, 1 cannot touch them .” 
Trem ors shook tha t voice coming up 
through the dark, cold waters to Mc
Gowan’s ears. “They watch me as 
though I  were the Devil himself. I t  
is am azing; i t  is amazing. They are 
full bodies, no bones. They are pre
served, crushed by the pressure, bu t re
m arkably preserved. The w ater is cold 
—perhaps that is it. McGowan—Mc
Gowan f  ’

“I can hear you.”
“I t  is like a tribunal. They are around 

me, all around me, more of them, 
trapped against the ceiling. They seem 
to stand erect—I will have to break 
through them —it is like my dreams, 
they are trying me here for m urder—” 

“B aron!” McGowan said sharply.

“They’re dead. Decayed, dead, gone! 
Don’t be a fool! You’re down too far. 
Come back!”

No answer. He could hear the Baron 
grunting and there were sounds of 
frantic sobs, which suddenly ceased. 
Then a sigh and a faint whisper, “Gori 
sei danke,” and more silence,

“B aron !”
“They could not stop me,” von Grul

ler said. He sounded far away and 
dazed. “Nein, they could not stop me. 
I cut my way through them , w ith my 
knife. They cringed back. I killed 
them once; I  can kill them  again. They 
tried to  stop me—to keep me from the 
brig, but I am coming, Heida, I am 
coming to  m y leibchen—”

“Tw enty m inutes,” said the Surface. 
McGowan felt panicked. Panicked 

and afraid. “Did you hear that, Baron? 
Tw enty minutes. W e’ve got to go back. 
I t  will take you a long time to come up 
again, and we’ve got to go back. The 
exposure is bad, we’re not used to it. 
Come back,”

“ D deck,” the Baron replied sepulch- 
rally. “She is down here. I am close 
to her—i can feel it—there are many, 
many bodies now, McGowan, many 
dead, all by my hand, by my cold blue 
right hand. They follow me, they fol
low in my wake—all crushed, but well 
preserved—ahg!” There was a long si
lence, and then McGowan could hear 
the Baron sobbing. “A  giant Negro 
looming up—he frightened me.”

“In  the name of God,” McGowan 
breathed in cold horror, “Come back!” 

H e walked to the staircase and took 
a firm grip on the Germ an’s safety line 
and began to haul up on it. I t  was a 
dangerous th ing to do for it m ight eas
ily unseat the man below him  in the 
bowels of the dead ship, bu t McGowan 
felt, in terrible desperation, tha t it was 
the only th ing to  do. There was no 
weight on the end as he hauled, for the 
Baron had left slack.

Then the German spoke again. “The. 
brig . . . ” A long pause. Then a tear- 
filled sob. “Heida! Heida! The beasts, 
to chain you here in iro n s! McGowan, 
I have found her! Floating erect, as 
though she were alive! They chained 
her feet, her feet cling to the chains on 

(Continued on page 110)
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THE SW AN SONG

EVERYONE In that Vicinity in Maine 
knew that Ted Bradford was madly ia 

love with Eve Jordan. I t  was true romance 
—a beautiful love between, this mountain 
lad and the young concert singer from the 
city. Evenings they used to stroll up the 
mountain road—and Eve would sing a few 
notes and then listen to her echo returning 
across the Cliff. She said she wished she 
were a bird and could fly above the gorge 
and sing to Ted,

Then came a tragedy. One evening Eve 
went up the mountain path alone. She was 
to meet Ted at their rendezvous when his 
day’s work was through. No one knew how 
it happened, but Eve mast have lost her 
footing or ventured too close to the cliff— 
and she fell to the gorge below, her beau
tiful body badly broken in death.

Ted nearly went mad. His friends tried 
to comfort him. Often when hunting in the 
woods, he would stop and cock his head as 
though listening for Eve’s voice, then run 
madly toward the imaginary echo, until he 
came out of his trance.

Then one afternoon he was with some 
friends near that tragic cliff. Suddenly a 
hunter shot at a wild swan flying over the 
valley. As the wounded swan fell to the 
gorge, it let oat its death cry—beautiful mu
sical notes—the swan song of death.

Instantly Ted went wild. He darted 
madly toward the cliff; and before his friends 
could grab him, he plunged to the gorge be
low.

They found his body close beside that Of 
the dead swan. But hunters wondered why 
the swan had fallen. There were no bullet 
marks on its body. Natives said they never 
heard such beautiful notes from a dying 
swan—“like those of a woman’s voice.’*

THE LABORATORY VISITOR

A  strange story comes from Prague, told 
by a doctor now in New York City.

A few months ago, a kindly Jewish doctor 
was working in his laboratory in Prague, 
He was experimenting on a formula which 
was now his life’s work. He had saved 
enough money in the bank to enable him to 
continue his experiment in the remaining 
years of his life.

One evening he had finished taking inven
tory of his stock, and placed all his chem
icals back on the shelf, recording the con
tents of each bottle. Finally he walked over 
to turn off the electric switch, when sud
denly he felt a presence near him. He 
turned, and for a moment thought he saw 
his dead brother standing in the laboratory.

“Who are you? How did you get in 
here?” asked the doctor, realizing that the 
man was a stranger—his brother had been 
much older than this man, hut the resem
blance was striking.

The stranger smiled and then with great 
effort he spoke softly: “Take your money 
and leave for America at once,”

The visitor tried to say more, but some
thing seemed to be choking him. He walked 
to the door and disappeared before the doc
tor could stop him. In fact, the -doctor had
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been startled by the man's voice. He could 
have sworn it was that of his dead brother.

Bewildered, the doctor tried to think, He 
looked at his valuable chemicals and some of 
the bottles seemed empty. Had the stranger 
stolen, some of them?

To see what was missing, the doctor took 
another inventory. And sure enough, some 
of the chemicals had disappeared. The doc
tor recorded his loss. H e wanted to  report 
it to the police, although some of the chem
icals missing were not expensive.

When he told Ms wife of the strange hap
pening, she believed si was a portent and
convinced her husband that he should fol-■ ' ■

Luckily he did. He and his Wijfe were no 
sooner on their way to  America, when 
Tragus was taken by Hitler and all money 
in the banks confiscated. The doctor would 
have lost everything.

But—that was not all. Some* months later, 
in Mew York with friends, the doctor dis
cussed the stolen chemicals, when suddenly 
it dawned on him that the substance taken 
was equivalent to -the-amount composing a 
human body. Had the dead brother mate
r ia liz e  that night try absorbing, in some 
psychlt manner, --he chem icals'to create a 
humaniframe? ' W ho knows?

CHALK MARKS OF DEATH
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R. and Mrs. Grover of Chicago were 
„io. their- living room one evening. Mrs. 

Grover began, to  think of her sister, Alice, 
whom she hadn't-' ’s&en for several years, 
Alice was a traveling companion for a 
wealthy old lady,

“John.” said Mrs. Grover, !£Ttn worried 
about Alice—I feel as though something has 
happened to her."
- Suddenly, without anyone touching it, the 
dark, green window shade in the room 
snapped up into the roller. Both Mr, and 
Mrs. Grover jumped from their chairs. Mrs. 
Grover ran to the window to see if anyone i 
had deliberately pallid  up the shade from j 
•the outside. B ut this window was ctosscl 1 
She pulled down the shade, and noticed fin
ger marks.'os the green surface—-looking as 
though someone with chalk on his fingers 
had rubbed them on the shade,

“1 ■.cati’t  account for these chalk-marks,’* 
said the wife. “I  noticed how clean the 
shades were when I  sat down. These marks 
weren’t  here before the shade Sew up." - 
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(C ontinued iram  page J03)
“Must have been a piece of chalk .in the 

ro ller/’ said her husband, and dismissed the 
matter.

But the next day Mrs. Grover received a 
cablegram that her sister had been drowned 
within a small boat which had Sunk oft' Van
couver.

Mrs. Grover endeavored to make arrange
ments for the return of her sister’s body, but 
was told it would take several days because 
the boat was in eight fathoms of water. 
Divers had to be engaged to  bring up the 
body of her sister and. two ether bodies in 
the boat.

But Mrs. Grover finally got action, and 
later the body of her sister was shipped back 
to Chicago under direction of a reliable un
dertaker. When the coffin arrived, Mrs, 
Grover asked the  undertaker ft it  would be 
possible to open the casket so that She 
could have a last look at her dear sister.

At first the undertaker argued against it, 
But finally he agreed, warning Mrs. Grover 
not to touch the body. .

“By some strange - chemical action,” he 
said, “which happens only rarely in todies 
found on the bottom of the sea, your sister’s 
body has turned to  .chalk,*1

GRAVEYARD PROTECTOR

SOME years ego £a W ales a large coal 
mining company, in ofeter to put 

through a branch railroad line to the mine, 
had to remove the bodies from an old grave
yard.

Several days before the laborers reached 
the graveyard they reported the loss of some 
dynamite. The evidence pointed to  a strange 
man who had been seen in the vicinity of 
the powder-shed the night before. Detec
tives decided to watch the following night, 

About midnight, the maa was Seen walk
ing neat the powder house. The detectives 
yelled to him to stop, bat he disappeared 
into a small shed. The detectwasi approached 
cautiously m d  ordered faini to come out or 
they would shoot. He refused to come o a t . . 
Believing that he might be armed or car
ried dynamite, they fired several shots ijs-'to 
one spot where the man must be hidden, 

They waited, then finally opened the door 
carefully. The matt was dead, lying oh the 
fioor. There was a bullet hole through his 
heart. . Just then another detective came in 
and said that the stolen dynamite had been 
found under a half-built trestle near the 
graveyard.

The . detectives sent for the undertaker. 
Identification was impossible, Wo one knew 
who the -decrepit old man v/aa—sa in order 
to keep his body under observation tor sev
eral days, the body was ordered embalmed.
. The undertaker assigned his young as

sistant to  embalm the body, -Suddenly the 
assistant called to Ms boss .- “ This man turn 
already been embalmed/’

“You’re . crazy,” said the boss—"w e Just 
brought him in.” But investigation proved 
that he had been embalmed, for under i t o  
man’s armpit was the opening where the em
balming fluid had been pumped.
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When . doctor was called for closer 
ekaaiinatisn, he said: “I  can’t account lor 
it—but this body has been dead for a long 
time* ir fact .patrefaction has -set in, as In 
one long buried,"

_ No one conM account for the strange 
phenomenon until it was-, later discovered 
that one of the unmarked graves in the con
demned cemetery was empty—it had been 
uprooted by an old tree.

Had this uornMe body escaped to battle 
against those who would .disturb the bones 
of the peaceful dead?

GHOST OF THE WATER

tk  well k n o w n  w o t a a t t  professional swim- 
i m  mer-. w i l l  f e l l  this story in her memoirs 
someday,^ W e-w i l l  call her Grace Halstead.

W hen Grace was a child, her grandfather, 
a retired seat captain, worshiped her. He 
taught her h o #  to swim and predicted that 
someday she would-be famous.

Grace .was five when her grandfather died. 
His wish, was that lie be haiieo a t sea.

The following year Grace was playing on 
■the beach ■■■hear bar seashore home,. Sud
denly her m other missed the child. The 
m other called desperately and summoned 
the neighbors. They couldn’t  find Grace, and 
her m other was frantic, believing the child 
had _ ventured into the surf and had been 
carried oat by the undertow.

Suddenly, oils of the neighbors saw the 
child’s body lying on 'the sand on the upper 
'end of the beach. Thy child was uncon
scious. She limat have been m the water, 

(C tnitm ued  os psg» 18S)
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..Sell M  Feature*
A*;; J S w J m s

“i  hav® sold, . sip iojtifej nineteen t<?a~. 
• feres- i» the.Detroit S^» JSg&jjs aad here 

fcesfc- tu£td». tlieir oarrestior.detit: jii&re*** 
ST&&5 Mrs. L&Oys&mT Sa&ifeTS of" 218 
tiiSM St., Miiwd,. 5acfe> os eaniftletiftr 
tiie J>i. i. A. coulee, tier sSiifiii &andimg 
. cf Uimse siatlm was the re&son gives 
by 'til;?' editor -for her-appoiRtmeot. Mrs.. 
Saltiers' -first fesfefe tva* sold , less than 
font msaihs. after' # «  ..wi2'3#M vwltbfa. la .

H o w  d o  you know  
you can’t WRITE?

H ave yfl-a ever tr ie d  'i
H ave you ever attem pted  e«S£i th e  lea s t b it  a t  tra in 

ing, untter cotntMjteht RUidaufce.'
I t  is eattiom th a t  any one becomes a  w rite r  until 

he  (fit she) MM i.Ki«n w ritin g  t e r  som e time. T h a t Is 
why so tean.v mUmi%. and  -writers sjjring  u p  out of 
the  newspaper business. T he <lay-ta-rtay "necessity, of
w ritiii^~-of gatli-erlirg M aterial ab o u t tfc'M6H to  wj 
develops the ir ta len t, th e ir  background and  th e ir  
confideaeo as n o th in g  else could.

MORE NEW WRITERS MARE 
SAT. EVE. POST THAN EVER BEFORE

Dnrlnc 198S, ed ito rs of T ! i«  SA TU llllA Y  R V S S n to  
PO ST bought m ore m ateria l from

thtsn ever before in  there htsTo-y, according: 
to  TIM E ( fa n . IB. 1.47 in oil—S3 sh o rt stories.
4 serials an d  l l l i  ----- - - - - - -

new  w riters .
I  ;> to  th is  tim e  th e  

10 in lit iii-i-m.-' -V;:i.x is y e a r  fro m  
T h e  P O S T  !» b a t  one  o f h u n d re d s  of

opportun ities fo r  fa le irta t newr-cmer* in  th e  Bold of 
w riting  if  th ey  have Icornod A d f  e ra  f t tho roughly  
and  practically .

Learn to w r i t e  by writing
N 'ISWSPAjPBK  lagiltHfciS tr a ia h ig  Ig huMstt 'ott th e  

Kfcw Y ork Copy-Besk Mf*Oiod* I t  sfcarfcs an d  keeps 
you w riting  in - your own hom e, on y our own- tim e. 
W eek by week you reed y e  u d u a l ss'Mgi. m eals, ju s t 
8S ?£ 5 oti .were r ig iii a t  w ork  yu a  iu ^ i'ep o liiau

" daily. Y our w ritin g  Is' in&ividmUy corrected. siu l con
stru c t Irely  e r itid a ed . A  g roup  of men-. wli.yse cosu- 
bm ed new spaper experience to ta ls  snore rSrafc 200 
yeari?, a re  responsible for tM s tas tru d ^ o n . tin d e r  
suck gympa-tketie gnitiunee, y ou  will find tu a t  (Instead 
of vain ly  try in g  to  nopy some one else'© w r*tius 
tricks) you m  rap id ly  deveiopfiig yo u r own. <its: 
■tincture, gfejf-flavored gfcyio-"Undergoi«^ an. experience 
th a t has ii th r ill  to  i t  and. w hich a t  th e  sam e tim e 
develops in you th e  paw ns to  m ake y o u r foolingg 
articulaio.

. Many people w ho eh&M  be  w ritin g  M com e nwe> 
struck  by .fab u io ils  stoHee' n ben t rain  (on a im  -m tkm u  
and, therefore, give Httte th o u g h t to  th e  t-no and  
fdOO o r.m o re  th an  can often be earned fo r  n ia te tla l 
th a t  tak es  li ttle  time' to  w r i t l o r i e s ,  niNtttite# on 
business* fads, f ra u d s , gporth. recipes* etc*—th in g s  
th a t can easily  he tu rned  ’ hut lit le isu re Jrcurs, and 
e f im  on th e  im pulse o f th e  moment*

A chance to test yourself
We IwwNi rwrafeo a iiakeic WHtfri# Attiiade Ix-sk ’ Tills teWs ton whether ym possess the fmdaniMtsi aoaUt!̂  »ceesB**y to 

writhig—RR'.itG ofeRfvst-ion, drftiaaiic itritakw',, efeMlva.
Mnximtmti. stt\ taWil cnlor tsfctngf itxis t&A* Just Utid. the 
ttm&yft aiirf see wait «tir edtt&M say. lagritote of
Aetwiea, One Parfe .Avemss* % m  York

Newspaper Insti'eute of America j 
One Park Avenue, New York j

Send iae> tvlthOiit cost or dhllratloK. ym? WTittag Alti
tude 1’est a-ftd fnrUiear Bifeniiatlob Afcmic WrritiniS it® profit. 

Afr. I
%Jixs 3
Ai&teu ......................... ..................................................... ..

|  (Ai(Ail c:vrrg^iideac? ciiSSdc-ttttal. >'b ..sLlrv'r.Kii .H f'rii nn you.)9 igsrt

;C-/HVjr!H,:id iorrs £>v/te te’T :'
Ear tlit* i ; • r - . ** .■ . Vc'iihrtî ; aiibj\ĉ -a
v.ri.'.'h she did tsai j-evt-al at. the time. Not 
Until the doctor had been summoned and 
brought the eb?;d hack to consdonsnesa.

rhea the mothei calJea 'fitteSsihn. -to a 
mans footprints in the sand (tare feet) 
leading from the edge of the water to the 
child’s body. They did iiat lead beyond the 
child or, back again—they just disappeared 
as though the man had been lifted up into 
the air,

The mother was not sure, -until the child 
later insisted: “Grandpa carried me out of 
the sea and placed me on the sand/’

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Chakra f
My parents and grandparents were |»* 

nbrant people but healthy. I am studying 
psychic matters, but have been told that-1 
could never be successful for I couldn’t ex
pect to be intelligent enough on account of 
my ancestors. Is this true”

GRACE NOBS
tli-v r Axis;* ,S\ilv.- V” 1 j ? g , i  y. 

t h a t  in  m o s t cases “ b lo o d . writl teH"-—th e r e  fenpth.rip v piô o ilii.t b nns ai, nhii-iiett it nature :: :t: r r a - ::l tu. r-ictty t.i. t'tev-,-1-,, mi ini 
p o w e r, th e n  tihuM M tiii te o tiid  on-oBi- Im ii 1» 
t h e  .'--i v.;-:-., ,vev iten  . w e re  swiff! in -
t c j l fo o n T it. F*-cir:-i t t n i t  t r f n o  n  n o t r  c o n -  
t-.cmeci vrift) p h y s ie a l  « t-eas?tB  t i ta n  jaenta-i 
t t t e tw O t .  S'otu- in te l l ig e n c e  in tip  to  you.

S p ec ia l F ree O ffe r
Sand th is  coupon to  HorrertSeopes, TKftiLLIHG 

MYSiERY maaaatinc, 22 West 48th S t., flew Yorx 
City. Enclose a sett-addressed stam ped  .envatope 
You will recsi’/s  a Chakra-Ceystai-Soop® givins you s  
complete analysis e t yourself—your lucky num ber, 
good and  bad tra its , lucky color, best se tap aB s*  
sn d  etim r r tta l inform atien-

HORROR-SCOPES,
THRILLING MYSTERY,
22 West 48th S t, New York City.

Please s e n d  CHAKRA-CRYSTAL- 
SCOPE, tree o£ charge, to;

Print name ©a this line

Address , , -  4 * , * .

City................................  State

Date of b irth ................................ ...........
Day Month Year

(Enclose a self-addressed stairped
envelope) A3§-

* " j?***. *5f*



Dear Chakra; ■ ■'" . T
I  and m y  sister have proof that our 

father's ghost appeared in our living room 
and left a mark. Is there some society that 
will investigate this and record our case?

GEORGE WATSON
3[>ea,r-- 'W's.tsou'i.- ■ td: th e .Psychic;'.Bese&reh, Society bf .New York .at ■

■ 11 West fS'.rd -St,» Nqw. York City, . fifiiey-.keep . reeota v i  -;&JU- sixch cases,
.Dear Chakra; ' .. \ .

In all cases of ghosts being; seen, how long 
after death are such manifestations?

W ILLIAM  BETTMAJM
Ooax Ifr. Bettraan: .vMthouKh . many eases .»li<AKr m.itjfii'i <i -.‘S'-se -•>*' ghosts—Stoat 'eases have, evettr.^ed rwlthhi. tlii'Ve c*f death.

Dear Chakra:
I  was hyptnotlaed the other night and I 

■actually saw things in the room which were 
never there. Did I  actually see . them with 
my eyes, or was if purely imagination?

W1LFORD MEIGS
£>esu- Sir. -SttitjaS Tsit prCba.bfy saw*- -them 

an*rtsrht,. but. in reverse action, When your 'eysiis pick up an actual .im&g'e,.. they register 
, -i mi *3 ‘ v-ur But m haimemations, the’.h- &r- i rec-:*?'de.l on the brain Js.nct then 
'-■■£&?&$&' - teiccfe ttiroug-h . yenr. eyesight, so the , et'fe,et Is the same, Yhat is why it Is so .laaivl • i6  different is,to between actual psychic vision. 
<ino brain vision, Whei-« two ox* more people see the same image, it is likely to be true

■ ytiiotiV ' ■ ' k/v . /- ■ -
|>car'Chakra:

I - am m  undertaker. In opening graves 
for removal o£. bodies to other places, I have 
-found several cases of bodies having turned 
-to stone* Is there a psychic reason for this?

JOHN NORTWAY
•Hear Mr/ Jiforiway * It is more than likely 

due to physical 'reasons, caused by eertWri ' eliemicalH in flie soil.. There are certain See- 
■-tions m  the world where all buried bodies 

eccome ossified. Some bodies recovered from t-he depths of, the sea. -.are of chalk-like substance, One diver reported finding1 a body which, -when picked up, crumbled, into bits of chalk. Other bodies have become leathery, 
or mummified. Some grow long lengths of hair and even great fingernails. Some bodies 
omit a terrific moan when exposed to the sir 3) (r lorn? burial One undertaker swears 
he- heard a- corpse cry; '"Grace’t-—'the name of. 
ths dead m&tfs wife,

C H A K B A .

DUNKERS, ATTENTION
The National Dunking Association is a new 

organization formed to encourage dunking da- 
sots in ifie United States. One of the ideas, 
*m  understand, js to spread goodwill, good cheer 
god -good fellowship, and thus do much to 
counteract the evil forces at Work in the coun
try today.

'They're giving out free dunking badges, free 
membership badges, and it doesn't cost a cent 
to' join' or belong, gee" page opposite table of 
contents for full information,
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for FREE m i m  Outfit and FREI? SLUT and 
GIFT. SONUS Offers.

}fl¥ HOSE &  CO,

H is h S c liG o iC o u r s e
a? Home, Many finish in 2 Years

Goasrapkiiy cs roar time s e a  abilities perroit. course 
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SEND. ONLY 20 G E M 'S  with .jnaige, .$8? -and address and 
fqr.T*tq;r&' h*ap -receive >si .set., of 14 TRIAL. GLASSES to 
select from to fitycmr eyes, • NOTHING more TO PAY.aO.tH 
you  Ht-e perfectly. fa r  and  .near 'tbaru tria l glasses,: O ar sped- 

‘ tastes; are fitted with High Grade Single & DOUBLE VISION 
*©rie KRYFTOK' BIFOCAL lenses, 'ground .into . one 

:solid piece-of glass. BedoMfa! Styles $3.Sfr and tip ; others 
as. low as §!<$&. We also repair, broken frames, duplicate' 
brohen. lenses and ' rspoHsh scratched' lenses a t ' Low Cost. . - 
- doctor:Hv E. RA1LBR, O.I>.?:with over 30 peats’ experience
GUARANTEES PERFECT FIT or NO COST,
Otrsuiar witfe'latest stylos and lowest prices FREE,

' MOBLLRN' SPEC TA C LE ' C<L 
.5125' frensaeola ilva, Dept- 0LKAR-- ' C'feacago, 111.

Relieve Pain 
In Few Minutes
otMaxeyBie£NEURITIS

To relieve th e  torturing pain of Neuritis, Rheumatism, 
Neuralgia or Lumbago in a  few minutes, get HURITQ, the. 
fine formula* used b y  thousands. No opiate®, Poes the work 
fpdekly—must relieve cruel p?Jn to  your satisfaction, io.a few 
minutes—o r  your money back, D on't suffer Don%  delay. Ask yourdruggisttodayfcrU'itstWotrliyNC'RrfOonthisguarantee,

*•*»■TreHb!e S  & 5
PSORIASIS ^
Sox €:, Wcrthwesiern Stetloiu

Today. -No ohlisation.LABOBATOFdSS.LAKE i 
Sept. T-22% Qetmit, MTeftiaaft

T H E  T R U T H  A B O U T

Stomach Ulcers
Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity

g fO E 'f f r  Booklet m  simple name treatment, M m p  reperf- i lm  
3 m s k E »  tv'e-re saved from expensive operations. Learn all 
about -fills amazing mexpessiy« home treatment. Pain relief ed fseas 
tka.sian, No rigid sr liciuid diet. This valuable hoo%t sent FREE 
wife ihiomsHm- at to guaranteed trial often TWIN CITY VOH 
m . ,  Dept 209, Saint Paaf, Mi«»resnta."-A4T._______ _

Latest Book “ BEAT THE CHEAT”
Tells how to protect joarself sgsfesrfc card- and dice sharps. Also 
many -other -exposes. Latest raefeota. ©MM g„srams& theta, Trios 
$IM . Add.&fe for new XS39 catalog. Send $l.9S't»
S3, &' J%' -S F E C IjM vT I M ,  B o x  24S&-N, K a a s » s  C U y, Ho."

Read Our C om pan ion  M a g a z in e s  o f  

S c ie n c e  F iction  Thrills

STARTLING STORIES
and

THRILLING WONDER STORIES

EACH 1 5 0  AT ALL STANDS

THE DEVIL AND THE 
DEEP BLUE SEA

' (Continued from page 103) 
the floor and she stands at ray height, 
to meet me, even her arms are out
stretched-—she might be alive i”

McGowan paus-gd and listened in his 
earphones, blood dancing in  his brain 
until he thought he would go crazy. 
Faintly he heard, the German whisper : 
“Helda, ieibchen, you have been alone 
so long . . .  I cannot break these 
chains . , Helda, Helda, you.; have 
waited long enough, 1 will not leave 
you again . . .”

McGowan strained on the rope and 
tugged. Ke felt a weight at last, and 
he heard the German, grunt in bis phone 
as the pull reached him.

“No, no, "McGowan,” the Baron, 
called sadly. -

MO more weight. Very suddenly.
McGowan, alarmed, hauled on 

the rope until his arms ached. In a 
short time the end of it came M "view. 
There was no rnan. on the end of it. 
McGowan, numb now*, without feeling 
at all, turned his light on the end and 
stared. There was a clean sharp break 
in the rope. A knife had cut it in two. 

“B aron!” McGowan cried in agony. 
Just once mote, Barcn. Ludvig von 

Cruller spoke, and his voice was quiet 
and calm, quite dear as it came into 
McGowan's. helmet.

“I have closed the door, Mac, Do 
not try to find me, I had always 
planned it this way. For twenty-three 
years. I cannot leave her, I will be be
side her now for the rest of Time. W hen 
you return to London, please see 
Bleucher, McGowan, he has something 
for you. And so farewell. Or perhaps, 
I should say, auf weiderschen, for i t  
is possible that one day we will meet 
again. But when you take us out, Mc
Gowan, keep us together. That day 
when you come down here, keep us to 
gether, or leave the door closed as it is. 
and pass us by, . . *”

“Thirty minutes,” said the Surface. 
Sick, cold, numb, McGowan stum 

bled back to the stage by the cable. 
He clung to the stage and tried to 
breathe, but his insides were all awry.

BEST FUN, FICTION AND FOTOS M '



“ T ak e  m e u p ,” h e  sa id  h a rsh ly . 
“ T a k e  m e u p ,”

A n d  th e  s ta g e  b eg an  i ts  a s c e n t to  th e  
w o rld  of su n  a n d  life,
/ ■ v - V # v " ‘ -

T O M O R R O W

Th e  sea d o es  n o t  ch a n g e , t t  is th e  
m o th e r  o f life . F ro m  it man h as  
sp ru n g , a n d  to  it, he re tu rn s .  T h e  y e a rs  

w ill p ass . In  th e  T u s ila n ia ’s  sa fe  w ill 
s ti ll  re p o se  th re e  h u n d re d  th o u sa n d  d o l
la rs  in  c u rre n c y  a n d  jew e ls , In h e r  
strong-room ,, fro m  tw o  to  fifteen  m il
lio n  d o lla rs  in  gold . In  h e r  la n e s  a n d  
co rr id o rs , th e  dead , k ee p in g  v ig i l .a n d  
w a it in g  to r  tile  d a y  w h e n  th e y  w ill lie  
in t h e 'e a r th  a t  peace.

M en  w ill g o  d o w n  ag a in , fo r  tr e a su re , 
fo r  c u rio s ity , fo r su p e rs t it io n . O n e  d ay  
th e y  w ill ta k e  f ro m  h e r  a l l  th a t  sh e  
ho lds.

B>.it th e  sea , w h ile  r ich , is s tu b b o rn  
an d  s tin g y , W h a t  sh e  ow n s, sh e  h o ld s  
d ea r, c h a lle n g in g  th e  in g e n u ity  o f m an.

A n d  n o  m a tte r  w h o  m ay  com e to  th a t  
p lace  in  th e  I r is h  Sea, to  d ro p  in to  th e  
d e p th s  a n d  w a lk  th e  decks w h ich  once 
w o re  filled  w ith  life , M cG ow an  w ill no t 
r e tu r n .

F o r  M c G o w a n  n ev e r d iv ed  ag a in , 
T h e  d ea d  o f  th e  T usilan ia  w ere  to o  
c lose  to  h im  fo r  th e  r e s t  of tim e . H e  
h a d  h ad  c o m m u n io n  w ith  th e  g h o s ts , 
a n d  in  h is  m in d 's  ear, h e  c o n s ta n tly  
h e a rd  th e  B a ro n 's  q u ie t v o ic e ;

"L ea ve  the door closed  as i t  i s ,  and  
pass v s  b y  , ,

R equicbcat in  pace,

m
tsf®i®f#§i by

ARTHUR LEO ZAGAT 
PsAY CUMMINGS 
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FREE
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explains how piles often accom
pany headaches, stomach and 
liver t r o u b l e ,  nervousness, 
loss of vitality, and many other 
common ills. This book tells 
how thousands have been re

lieved of rectal troubles by the famous mild 
treatment at the MeCkary Clinic. A book full 
of information and helpful advice. Send for 
copy. .

TH E McCLEARY CLINIC
997 Elms Bird.. Excelsior Springs, Mo.
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(Continue^'- from page 93)
me. I realized now that I had cracked 
ray head in falling; and his grip was 
just about: shutting off my wind.

I was also aware now of the weird 
frigidity here on the refrigerator floor: 
numbing, stiffening coldness. I t  was 
part of why I was lying limp, seemingly 
unable to struggle against Martin. 
And I think also that he must have 
been numbed without knowing it; 
numbed so that he sprawled, gloating 
at me instead of dispatching me.

I  felt suddenly that my senses were 
fading. Martin’s hands still pressed 
my throat. I was trying to struggle a 
little, but it was futile. The dim, hor
rible scene of the refrigerator interior 
was blurring, but still I could see those 
ghastly things hanging on hooks here 
—dismembered, chunks of Hampton’s 
butchered body, with blood dripping 
from them.

Martin seemed to be following my 
gaze.

“They won’t  find that here either”, 
he muttered. “ I must remember to 
bury if. Had to kill that fool, and Jen 
nie. Too dangerous to let them live. 
Violet can identify the tattooing on her 
father’s body. I ’ll take that chance. I t 
was too dangerous to let Sandy live.” 
W ith one hand Martin had seized a 
meat cleaver now, and was raising it 
over my head.

“You’d better—-wait just a minute 
before you do—anything—”

T hat was Dad’s gasping voice from 
ov er ' by the door. I t  so startled the 
gloating, murderous Martin that he 
twisted around. And bis hands invol
untarily loosened at my throat so that 
I gasped in air. gulped, with my head 
clearing and a httle strength coming 
back to my numbed limb?..

Numbed. I was conscious more than 
before of the horrible numbing cold
ness that was here. And in that sec
ond, Dad gasped again :

“Just let me speak, M artin! You’ll,, 
be glad—” . "

I could see Dad on his feet now. He 
was standing swaying at the partly 
opened big refrigerator door, a ghastly,
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almost pitiable figure with the blood 
streaming down his pallid face. I saw, 
too, that he had managed to shove 
Smaltz’ legs out of the doorway, so that 
it was being held open only by Dad’s 
shoulder as he stood tottering on his 
■feet ■

“I wrecked the—refrigerator con
trols, Martin,” Dad was gasping. He 
tried to laugh, but it was only a weird 
gurgle. “Wrecked them at the—low
est temperature, I guess i t ’s—pretty 
far below zero, and I—put the dead- 
latch on this door. If it—clicks closed 
now—that’s the end of us all, Martin, 
W e’ll freeze in here before we’re ever 
found. Just—more corpses here.”

Then he did lqugh, wildly, hyster
ically. But I could see his burning 
eyes on me—his eyes, gauging me and 
Martin, pleading with me.

Dad certainly looked as though, he 
were about to collapse and fall. That 
big heavy door would click closed, 
and—

“Watch out!” Martin screamed.
He jumped off me, leaped to his feet, 

pounced at Dad. Then Dad fell, but 
he fell in the doorway, blocking it, still 
holding the door. And he wasn’t quite 
as badly off as he had seemed, for his 
arms reached out, wrapped around 
Martin's legs.

“Your chance now, Tim !” he yelled
at me.

My chance, and I didn’t miss it. De
spite my numbed, freezing fingers I 
seized the heavy meat cleaver, I 
jumped with it, swung it, crashed it 
down on M artin’s skull. W ithout even 
a groan he sank—the last of the 
butchered corpses.

Well, I think that’s about all I have 
to record of the strange case. The 
thing is over and done with now. I t ’s 
just a gruesome memory. But Dad and 
I somehow don’t like to go shopping in 
butcher stores, where from outside you 
can see into the refrigerator room 
where the meat hangs on hooks, or 
sides of beef sometimes lie in baskets. 
W e’ve just about decided to become 
vegetarians.

Next issue; THE CASE OF THE M U M M I
FIED CORPSES, another McClure and Son 

Novelet by RAY C U M M IN G S
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fav o rite  J.-LSfrUT-'iec-. W ith  th e  dem oiistratiQ ii U-pson, 
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Learn
This

Profitable,
Fascinating

Profession in 90 Days, at Home 
Hundreds of Men and Women have found Independence this way
I f  you are looking for a n e w  and b e t t e r  way to make a living, take up S w e d i s h  M a s s a g e ,  a 
DIGNIFIED FASCINATING, PROFITABLE PROFESSION, and one of the few still open-to 
men and women without college training. Hundreds of graduates of our h o m e  s t u d y  course, 
either have fine positions or a private practice of their own. Many report minimum earnings of 
$50.00 per week, while H. C. Crittendon, who received his diploma January 1st, 1930, reports 
averaging $60.00 p e r  da y .

Plenty of Opportunities Open
This interesting, big pay profession was for 
years available only to a few. Its secrets were 
guarded jealously and fabulous prices were paid 
for instruction. This same instruction is now 
available to you at a mere fraction of the former 
price, and you need not leave your present work 
until you have qualified as an expert and can 
command an expert’s pay. There is a big 
demand for trained men and women from beauty 
shops, hospitals, sanitariums, clubs, doctors and 
private^ patients. Prepare for this profitable 
profession now.

A  D ign ified  Pro fession
The expert in Swedish Massage is recognized as 
a professional of the highest type, commanding 
the respect of everyone in his community. Here 
is a profession, now open to you, which makes 
you a public benefactor: for the skill we teach 
you is of great aid in many human ailments as 

well as in building 
beauty — it offers you 
position, both profes
sional and social, it of
fers you independence, 
freedom from worry 
and the respect and 
admiration of y o u  r 
neighbors and friends.

YOU Can Learn at Home
Turn spare hours into money. Use spare time at 
home to master a profession which has made 
thousands of dollars yearly for ambitious men 
and women. Many graduates have completed this 
training in just a few months, but you can take 
your own time. It need not interfere with your 
other work or pleasure. All instruction has 
been prepared by the teachers in our well known 
resident school—the same material is used and 
a diploma is awarded upon graduation.

E x p e r t s  in  R e d u c in g
Many of our students become sp ec ia lis ts  in  reducing . 
Thousands of men and women pay huge sums to take off 
fat. Enroll now—get the benefit of instruction by the 
teachers in our famous resident school. This course includes 
lessons in Dietetics, Reducing Diets, Hydro-Therapy, Ana
tomy, Medical Gymnastics, in fact everything you need to 
know to qualify for a Diploma.

These photographs are rep
resentative of hundreds 
received with letters of 
praise and recommenda
tion. Send the coupon and 
we will include a booklet 
of names and photographs 
of graduates.

Large Incom es from Doctors,
hospitals, sanitariums, clubs and private patients 
are bound to come to those of our graduates who 
profit by the thousands of opportunities avail
able to make money. Mr. Charles Romer, Wis
consin, writes, “At times I have had to turn 
away people : I have been so busy the depression 
never touched me.” Miss Childs, Baltimore, 
Maryland, says. “I already have over 40 patients, 
I hope many others take your course and profit 
financially and socially as I have.” Hundreds 
and hundreds of graduates have written similar 
letters. Cot into Swedish Massage through our 
“Right in Your Own Home” Plan.

R e g u la r  D ip lo m a  A w a rd e d
When you have completed our homo study course 
(high school training not needed), you will be 
awarded THE College of Swedish Massage Di
ploma. This diploma is a badge of honor, a war
ranty to the public that you have qualified as an 
expert and should be accepted by them as proof 
of your proficiency in your chosen profession. 
Enroll now, before it becomes necessary to spend 
years of intense training to qualify for a permit 
to practice.

A n a to m y  C h a r t s  and FREE 
Booklet of Photographs
Write now for our amazing offer 
of Anatomy Charts and Booklet 
of Photographs and letters from 
graduates. Medical Dictionary,
Patented Reducing Roller and 
Hydro-Therapy supplies are all 
included in our course without 
one cent of extra cost. Send the 
coupon now—there is no cost or 
obligation.

T H E  C o l l e g e  o f  S w e d i s h  M a s s a g e
Dept. 663, 30 East Adams Street, Chicago

(Successor to National College of Massage)
Use this Coupon for FREE information

THE College of Swedish Massage,
Dept. 663, 30 E. Adams St., Chicago, III.

You may send me FREE and Postpaid Anatomy Charts, 
Illustrated Catalogue, Booklet of Photographs of Successful 
graduates and complete details of your offer.

Name.....................................................................................................
Address..................................................................................................
City................................................................. State............................



"Crops in the last few years have 
been outstanding," says Connor 
Aycoek, famous in the South as a 
judge of tobacco." And Luckies buy 
the finest, so I’ve smoked them 
since 1927." Most independent 
tobacco experts smoke Luckies.

H a v e  y o u  t r ie d  a  l u c k y  l a t e l y  ? 
Luckies are better than ever because 
new methods developed by the United 
States Governm ent have helped farm
ers grow  finer,, lighter tobacco in the 
past several years. As independent 
tobacco experts—warehousemen, auc
tioneers and buyers point out, Luckies 
have always bought the Cream of the 
Crop. Aged from 2 to 4 years, these 
finer tobaccos are in Luckies today. 
Iry  them for a week. Then you’ll 
know  why sworn records show th a t. ..

WITH MEN WHO KNOW 
TOBACCO BEST— IT’S tUCKIES 2 tol
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