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TAL•s • 
The night that Geoffrey Laslt.er, Til, scion of a crumbled arlatocracy, sat 
studying in his huge library, lhe lnsL thing he expected to see was a dainty 
feminine hand unfastenine his casement windows. But that is what be sa.w, 
and because he was as chivalrous as his buccaneering great-grandfather, he 
let that hand lead him through a trai l of blood to save an old man from using 
half a m:illion dollars to endow a hfurde,. S11natoriuml A human, moving 
mystery novel by Edward S. Williams .... Paul Ernst tells us a vivid, thrill
ing story about a certain party who neatly lined up about S20.000,000 of old 
Aunt H�psiah's fabulous fortune-but Tit• Coffin Ca� Hvmel . • .  Fred 
lllaelsaac scores again with thol very human and very canny amateur Inves
tigator, Reggie lwyce. This time Reggie fast-talks a gal Into wearJDg Deatb'a 
diamonds--so he can p1·ovidc A Corpse For Cinderelwl 

The all-star program in the January issue 
also includ es highlights 11nd spotlights by 
such favorites as George A. McDonald, 
Ray Cummings, Wyatt Blassingame, 
Denslow M. Dade, R. W. Thompson, 
nnd othen I . • •  

ERLE STANLEY GARDNER 
returns with anotbe1· smashing 
Paul Pry novelette-lt'r the McCoJI. 
Pry, that suave fly in the ointment 
of th<> underworld and his one
armed comera-eyc sidekick, MugR 
Magoo, come as close to pushin�r up 
dniAtPs in this thrilling ynr·n as they 
ever ha,·e. Wntch Mugs piny mjoh lo n 
harem of blond houris while Paul rlrums 
his way out of trouble and into tho dough-and a gang of sadder but wiser 
crooks win nothing but weep stakes when they try to make of!' with a suitcase 
full of hot ice. And Johnny Dalmas, RA Yl!IOND CHANDLER'S none-such 
of private dicks, solves the riddle or The Lady in. the Loke in a complete, 
novel-length triple-homicide! mystery. It all began when Violets ;\f'Gce, homi
cide dick in the ahel'ift''a office, foiAtcd n cosmetic mnnufacturn with wlft
troublc on Dalmas. At first it looked like just another one o! thOftl' thm�t•. 
but the keyhole-peeping a ngll' wnsn't half of it. Too many cor pAl'� ir. :he 
wrong places adtli!d up to hl'ndlinc proportions overnight and D:tlma� wu 
behind the eight-ball from thll start, till he decided to cngngc in a lit tit mw�du 

magic on his own hook. Then FREDERICK C. DAVIS bring� back K,ybole 

Ket·t·y, radio's ace crime t•cporteJ• in another nction-packed my�tcr)· Plu.s TAt 
Juclas 7'ouch an Acme Insurnnco Dick Novelette by JAN DAXA, and other 

stories and features. 

• 
The JantUJry is!lue will he on 

8nle December 2nd! 
• 
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LET THIS BE WARNING! 

J
UST EXACTLY how important a 

part in our lives is played by the 
emotion fear!' The answer, any psy

chologist will tell you, is a very great part 
indeed. The very structure of living is 
built upon fear: fear of hunger, of pain, 
of death ... of subjection to invaders 
from foreign lands. Most of the great 
empires of the past .have been built on 
fear, and we have recently had very good 
examples of the power of fear in European 
politics . . . . 

At present, however, we are con
cerned with fear as concerns every-day 
people. Consider, for instance the hun
dreds of thousands of young housewives 
who s.pend most of their days at home-
behind locked doors. Every salesman who 
comes to the door is a potential menace, 
perhaps a sex maniac; every tramp who 
asks for a handout might be a madman es
caped from an institution for the violently 
insane. It is no wonder that innocent 
people are afraid even in their own homes. 
Why do you suppose thousands of doors 
in city apartment houses are equipped 
with a small peephole, through which one 
may look out, but not in? Wide-spread 
fear made the practice necessary. House
wives wanted to be able to apprise callers 
before admitting them. Too mauy horl"ible 
atrocities have occurred because women 
have thoughtlessly allowed strangers into 
their homes. 

Have you ever watched a singing beg
gar come through a quiet street of city 
dwellings? ]( so, you have noticed two 
things : one, at intervals along the street, 
women toss a few coins onto the side
walk below; two, the lady who throws · 
the mont!y usually ducks back into her 
window before she lets the beggar see her. 
She has an inner fear that the singer will 
embarrass her by coming to her door and 
asking for something to eat. And she 
would be afraid to let him in-unless her 
heart were bigger than her judgment. 

Consider this case: .Mrs. Beemis tossed 
coins to a singing beggar several days in 
succession. He must have figured her an 
easy mark, for on the fourth day he came 
straight to her door. She knew he was 
coming, and she was afraid. But she had 
a morbid desire to be frightened-an im-
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pulse she didn't understand, but to which 
she gave way. She let him in and fed 
him. She used to scrub the kitchen table 
and chair where he sat, because he was 
so loathsome. 

Day after the clay the man came, 

until finally 1\Irs. Beemis began to dread 
his J'cgular arrival. She dared not tell 
her husband. because he harl forhid(len 
her to let strangers of any description into 
the house. Finally she found that she 
was waking at night. cringing from the 
image of the filthy singing beggar. And 
at last she decided to tell him she would 
no longer feed him. 

The tramp acted contrite. said ht' would 
bother her no more. When he departed, 
he slyly put the door on the latch-or that 
is wlhat the poor woman later thought. 
All she knew definitely was that �he 
stepped into the bath tub shortly after he 
departed ... Suddenly she heard the door 
open, looked up to see the grinning. leer
ing face of the man she had befriended. 
She uttered a blood-curdling scream, and 
the singing beggar attacked her, the fire 
of madness burning in his evil, red-rimmed 
eyes. 

Mrs. Beemis fo ught like a wildcat, but 
gradually she was sucx:umbing to the mon
ster's superhuman strength. Her head 
was pressed under water; her life's breath 
was squceziug from her lungs in one last 
burst. Then liquid blackness Aowecl over 
her . • . .  

George Beemis could oot positively account 
for the feeling of unrest that made him go 
home that afternoon. All he knew was that 
some weird intuition made him do 50: perhaps 
he had �� dwelling subconsciously on his 
wife's nervous furttveness which he had been 
noticing of late. But he uid go home-:�nd 
he was in time to but an atrociou; killer to 
insensibility. The attacker was identified as an 
escaped madman. Take heed-let this incident 
be a warning I 

There is still another phase in our lives in  
which fear takes part: entertainment. Who of 
us does not thnll to a spine-tingling mystery 
film? And what about the exhilaration afforded 
by modern mystery· terror fiction? On.e can 
take his measure of tmse excitement �hind 
locked door$-in perfect safety I 
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Mr. Mattingly & Mr. Moore 
spin a tale of finer whiskey! 
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whltker, every drop In every bot· 
del Anocber reason-It it • bl1nd 
oj ttr.Jsbt wbis!Hs ... the kind of 

whiskey we believe is ID(Jsl 
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have the pleasure of discovering 
them for yourself! Ask forM &M, 
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srore, to�U,. And, bere't one more 
reason you should cry M &M-the 
price is amuiogly LOWI 

Mattingly & Moore 
Long on Quality- Sho.rt on Price I 
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School Mistress o£ the Mad 
Chet Blair implored lovely Linda Hudson to refuse that teaching 
position. But Linda wouldn't listen-rmtil the madness of the idiols 
in Gring seized her, too; made her invoke the Devil's love, and offer 
her sweet young body to change the strain of blood among that brood 

of imbeciles! 

Long Horror Novel 

hlJ RUSSELL GRAY 

S
HE was the kind of girl you see in 

full-page advertisements in the 
swank magazines: a gorgeous 

blonde sitting behind the wheel of a 
gorgeous roadster. Only in this case, the 
roadster looked as if it would fall apart 
before it went another mile. 

'7 
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She asked : "Is this the way to Gring?" 
Chet Blair leaned on the door and saw 

that her eyes were deep violet. 
"Gring? Never heard of it." 
Her curved lips pouted. "Isn't this 

Amton? I was told to pass through 
Amton and then branch off when I came 
to the foot of the mountains." 

"Oh," Chet Blair said. "You must 
mean Doom. I suppose the natives call it 
Gring because they're all named that." 

"Thanks," the girl said. The gears pro
tested as she shoved them ioto first. 

"Wait." Chet kept his hands on the 
door. "Why do you want to go to Gring 
or Doom or whatever it's called?" 

The girl frowned. A girl as good look
ing· !IS that would he u�erl to men trying 
to get fresh with her. She evidently 
thought Chet's question was impudent. 

"I'm the new school teacher there," she 
snapped. "Good-bye." 

The car jerked forward, nearly pulling 
Chet off his feet. 

"Hey!" he yelled after her. "\N a it a 
minute!" 

His only answer was the rattling of  
loose parts on the car. He stood in the 
middle of the road looking after her. 
Something was wrong. There was a 
reason why he should have tried to stop 
tl1e girl from going on, but he couldn't 
think of what it was. 

As he walked along the road, Chet 
Blair could see the rugged pile of purple 
mountains rising in the distance. The 
village of Doom was somewhere on the 
side of one of the mountains. He had been 
in Amton only a week and hadn't a very 
dear idea why the villagers lowered their 
voices when they spoke of Doom. .Some
thing about an inferior race, idiots, people 
who were sub-human. 

And a beautiful young girl was to be 
their school mistress! 

He stopped off at the Brickman farm 
for a glass of well-water. Dora, Arnold 
Brickman's pretty young wife, insisted 

on pulling up the bucket for him and 
pouring the water into a glass. She stood 
too close to him as he drank; her breast, 
covered only by a thin gingham dress, 
brushed his arm. 

Chet was drinking down the second 
glass when he saw Arnold Brickman him
self coming toward them through the to
matoes. Brickman was twice his wife's 
age-gaunt, weather-beaten, a hard
working farmer. It was plain that Dora 
liked Chet. Nothing serious perhaps; just 
enough flirting with this handsome young 
city man · to break the monotony of farm 
life. But Chet wasn't having any romance. 
He ha<i come.to Amton to get away from 
women and work. 

Moving away from Dor(l, he waited 
for Brickman to come up to them. After 
discussing the abnormal heat and the 
danger of drought, Chet asked Brick-
man: 

"\¥hat's wrong with a school teacher 
going to Doom to teach school?" 

Brickman drew in his breath in a half 
laugh. "Everything. First, there's no 
school in Doom. Never has been." 

"Perhaps they're starting one?" Chct 
suggested. 

"What for? None of the Grings can 
read and write and they don't want to. 
They refuse to have anything to do with 
civilization. And even if they did wat�t to 
learn, they can't. They're idiots, all of 
them." 

C
HET BLAIR fumbled in his pocket 

for a cigarette. Perhaps Drickman 
wasn't fair to the natives of Doom. The 
thirst for knowledge was universal. But 
all the same, he didn't like the idea of 
that beautiful blonde being among the 
moronic Grings. 

The conversation returned to the wea
ther and after a while Chet departed. 
Dora Brickman waved after him, calling, 
"Come around more often, Mr. Blair.'' 

The Tucker farm was next to the 
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Brickman's. Earl Tucker was Chet's 
brother-in-law. A couple of weeks ago 
Chet had written his sister Martha that 
he would like to get away from the city 
for at least a month; he was an adver
tis ing lay-out man and had worked too 
hard at his desk in the last three years 
and wanted to do nothing but lie in the 
sun and take long walks. Martha, of 
course, had invited him out immediately. 

Lunch was on the table when he 
reached the farm house. Besides the two 
hired men, there was Earl Tucker and 
Martha, and Phyllis Osborn. Tucker was 
small, wiry, and bitter about trying to 
wrest a living from the soil ; but he was 
chained to the farm because he'd never 
done anything else in his life. Martha 
was buxom, motherly and capable; five 
minutes in the house convinced a visitor 
that she was the head of the family. 

Chet was extremely fond of his sister, 
but he resented the fact rhat she con
tinually tried to interfere in his life. Like 
this business with Phyllis Osborn. Mar
tha was convinced that it was time for 
Chet to marry and she had selected Phy
llis as her future sister-in-law. She had 
invited her to stay for an indefinite period, 
and she made no attempt to disguise her 
motive. Phyllis was pretty in a gentle 
way, and timid as a mouse. All right for 
men who liked women that way. Chet 
didn't. 

During the meal Chet was even more 
quiet than Phyllis. He hardly ate. Some
thing was troubling him. It was about 
that blonde he had met on the road. He 
had a feeling that something was terribly 
wrong. 

· After the meal he selected a shady spot 
on the porch and started to catch up on 
his newspaper reading. He had the papers 
for .a week at his feet. 

Suddenly he straightened up in his 
chair and stared at a two-column photo
graph of an attractive girl in brief bath
ing costume. The caption read: "Most 

Beautnul Teacher." Under the caption 
was a brief story to the effect that Miss 
Linda Hudson had been unanimously 
voted the most beautiful girl in the 
graduating class of the State Normal 
School. 

She was the girl he had met on the 
road. 

Chet tore out the photograph and stuck 
it in his pocket and left the house. Earl 
Tucker was about to climb into the seat 
of his tractor when Cnet came up to him. 

"Can you spare a couple of minutes, 
Earl?" Chet asked. When Earl nodded, 
Chet said : "Tell me all you know about 
the place called Doom." 

EARL wiped his face with a bandana. 
"Not much to tell. It's been there 

long before the earliest settler came to 
Amton. And it's name isn't really Doom. 
The people of Amton gave it that name 
long ago, and they must have had a 
reason. I don't think it has a name-not 
even a post office name because nobody 
there ever gets mail. The place was set
tled during the revolution by a family 
called Gring, and they've lived there ever 
since, never mingling with the outside 
world. I've never been there and I've 
seen only one or two of the inhabitants. 
They're aU-well, if you want to be kind 
to them, call them idiots. They've inbred 
till they've become something like beasts. 
Mad beasts, I hear." 

"My God 1" Chet said. 
"But they won't be there much longer," 

Earl went on. "They say that no more 
children are being born to them. All the 
women have been sterile for the last 
twenty years-because of inbreeding, I 
guess. Though there are some in Amton 
who say that it's God's way of wiping 
them off the earth. It's a terrible curse to 
be hanging over their heads, and remem
ber I said they are mad. And it's said in 
Amton that in their desperation they have 
made a pact with the devil, that they 
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possess strange and evil powers-and if 
their mad brains were ever to decide to 
use those powers ... " 

He paused and again ran the bandana 
over his face. Chet's jaw was set as hard 
as a rock. Earl said : 

"Look Chet. I f  you're thinking of 
going up there to pay them a visit--don't. 
It won't be adventure. It'll be-l don't 
know. But a couple of years ago a young 
fellow and his wife passed through here 
on the way to Doom. They were an
thropologists, they said, and were going 
to write a book on the Grings. \Ve told 
them not to go, but they laughed at us. 
That's the last we saw of them. A few 
months later the girl's father came here 
looking for them. He hung around a few 
days, asking questions, then left and re
turned with four state troopers. They 
wer1t up to Doom and came back the next 
day. The father's face was pretty bad; 
he looked like he'd seen a ghost. And the 
troopers-they shrugged and said they'd 
found no sign of the two and that's all 
there was to it." 

Without a word Chet turned away and 
made for the house. In spite of the heat 
he broke into a run. Earl Tucket· stood 
up on his tractor and looked after him, 
scratching his head. 

Chet got into his car and drove to the 
village of Amton. After a few inqqiries 
he pulled up in front of a neat little frame 
house in the heart of the village. 

Dan Jones, the constable, was sitting 
in his stocking feet listening to the radio. 
He was a solidly-built, ruddy-faced indi
vidual, and he shook hands with Chet 
without getting up. 

"Chet Dlair," the constable said. 
"Heard of you. You're visitin' the Tuck
ers, ain't you?" 

CHET blurted out the story of how he 
had met Linda Hudson on the road 

and showed him the newspaper photo
graph. 

"Yeah?" The constable rubbed his chin 
with the back of a hairy hand. ''Well, I'll 
tell you, Blair. DMm is cut c£ my juris
diction." 

"It's in the state's jurisdiction." Chet 
protested. "They'll send troopers if you 
ask them to." 

"Me ask them to send state police be
cause some people hire a school teacher 
who wins a beauty contest? Now I ask 
you, Blair: ain't that downright silly?" 

"But the Grings aren't people. Not 
ordinary people. And you know enough 
about the Grings to know that the girl is 
in horrible danger." 

"Mebbe," the constable said. "And 
mebbe not. And the state police don't 
know nothin' about them. How'll I look? 
They'll laugh at me." 

"Look here. Mr. Jones-" Chet began 
angrily. 

The doorbell rang. Fat Mrs. Jones 
waddled through the room and opened 
the door. A man plunged into the room. 
He started speaking at once. 

"Damn· it, Dan, yot1've got to find my 
Angie. She's been gone five days now." 

"Now, now, Jim," the constable 
soothed. "Keep your shirt on. Angie is 
over twenty-one and her own boss. Can 
I help it if she runs away from home? 
And if we find her, we can't bring her 
back unless she wants to come." 

"She didn't run away," the newcomer 
argued. "She had no reason to. Some
thing's happened to her, I tell you." 

The constable shrugged his wide shoul
ders. "I done what I could. I sent out 
an alarm. You'll hear from her, Jim. A 
letter from some city, mebbe." 

Chet broke in: "Have many girls dis
appeared from Am ton lately?" 

"Many?" the constable said. "There 
ain't many girls in all of Amton. But 
now and then one leaves. You know how 
it is with these small-town girls: they 
read about the wild city life and get 
hankerin' after .it. About two weeks ago 
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Nellie Robinson left. Pretty girl. Reckon 
she thought she could get on the stage." 

"You fool!" Chet said. 
The easy manner dropped from the 

constable. He scowled and started to get 
to his feet. 

Then the wall telephone jangled. The 
constable lifted the receiver and said: 
"Yeah? ... Yeah? ... You sure? . .. Be 
right over." 

"Got a call, Jim," he said, snapping 
the receiver on the hook. "We'll see what 
we can do about your Angie. . . . I'm 
goin' your way, Blair." 

The constable eased himself into the 
front seat of Chet's car. He said to Chet: 
"That was your brother-in-law. Says he 
fom1d a girl wanderin' on his farm. She 
was stark naked and nearly dead." 

"Angie?" Chet breathed. "Is that why 
you didn't want to tell Jim?" 

"No. A girl named Nellie Robinson." 
His m11nner was serious now. "The girl 
I told you disappeared a couple of weeks 
ago." 

CHET let go of the wheel for a mo-
ment to light a cigarette. There's 

something there in Doom, he thought. 
Something more horrible than we imagine. 
And that blonde girl went there. 

All save Martha were on the porch of 
the Tucker house: Earl, Phyllis, Arnold 
ancl Dora Brickman and several hired 
hands. 

None of them was talking; simply 
standing there with chalk-white faces. 

"I found her wandering on my farm,'' 
Earl told the constable. "She hadn't any 
clothes on and her body was covered with 
dried blood. Arnold Brickman was work
ing in the next field and I called to him 
and together we carried her to the house. 
She's upstairs in ottr bedroom." 

Chet followed the constable up the 
stairs. Martha was sponging the girl 
when they came up. 

Martha looked up. "vVhy doesn't Doc 

Marvin come? The poor girl will die 
under my hands." 

The girl was lying motionless on the 
bed. She must have been pretty a short 
time ago; she must have been clean
limbed, smooth-skinned. Now she wore 
a second skin of brown, flaky dried blood. 
Her eyes were open wide, staring at the 
ceiling. 

As Chet looked at her with mounting 
horror, her lips moved. She said: 
"Doom." 

The door flew open and a slim man in 
rimless eyeglasses entered. The doctor 
looked at the bed and gasped: "My 
God!" 

There was an intense silence while the 
doctor examined her. He straightened 
up at last, shaking his head. 

"She looks as if she had wandered i·nto 
a thorn patch. Or !){!rhaps was lashed 
with thorns. And look at her feet-torn, 
bloody. She must have walked a great 
distance over rocky ground." 

Martha asked: "Will she live?" 
"Possibly. I'll do .all I can for her. 

But " -he hesitated- "strictly outside of 
my profession, I almost think she'll be 
better off dead. Her mind seems to be 
gone-forever, I fear. Now please leave 
me alone with her." 

As the door shut behind her, Chet 
heard the voice of the girl saying, 
"Doom." 

On the porch Martha repeated to the 
others what the doctor had said. Their 
faces turned a shade whiter. Phyllis 
moved over to Chet and grasped his arm. 

"Now you'll believe me," Chet said 
savagely to the constable. "Whatever 
happened to that girl was done in Doom." 

The constable had sat down. He 
stretched his legs !a;Gi]y. "You're letting 
your imagination run away with you. 
Some fiend abducted her and held her 
prisoner for a while and did that to her. 
By God, I'll find him!" 

"If you look in Doom," Chet said stub-
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bornly. "Didn't you hear her say that 
name over and over again?" 

"Sure. She said doom. She knew she 
was doomed when the fiend started lashin' 
her with thorn whips. That word stayed 
in her mind." 

"Damn you!" Chet said. ''She man
aged to escape from Doom, walked al! 
this distance. Didn't you see her feet? 
They were worn down almost to the 
bone." 

THE constable stood up. His face was 
angry now. Every eye was on him 

and Chet. 
''I'm not lettin' a fresh city fdla tell 

me how to run my business." the con
stable snapped. "It's a good fifteen miles 
from here to Doom, and part of it a 
strong person with shoes on hasn't an 
easy time walkin' over. You're tryin' to 
tel! me that Nellie Robinson, naked and 
half-dead. walked all that distance." 

Chet had to make an effort to control 
his anger. "She's mad. Mad people have 
a strength and an endurance that sane 
people haven't. And what she's talking 
about is the town of Doom-that bit of 
hell up there which should have been 
cleaned out years ago. Damn it. you've 
got to do something. There's a girl on 
the way there-hil'ed to teach idiots
madmen! 'vVe've got to save her." 

The constable shrugged. "She went of 
her own free will. But all right, she 
shouldn't be there. I'll send in a report 
to the state police, that they should go 
up and fetch her." 

"And how long will it take before they 
come?" 

"Not long. Mebbe two-three days.'' 
Chet said: "We've got to get her out 

before dark. How about a posse? Five 
or six men wit h guns ought to be able to 
bring her back." 

Nobody said anything. His eyes moved 
over the faces of the men. No eyes met 
his. 

"You cowards !" Chet spat out. 
"Chet," Earl said. "Yott don't know 

the place. \"'e do. \V e can't make it be
fore dark and if they want to rhey can cut 
us down before we cock our guns. Maybe 
tomorrow." 

"An<i if the girl don't want to come 
back. won't we look like fools," the con
stable put in. 

Chet swung toward the steps. "Very 
well. I'll go alone." 

Phyllis was sttll clinging to his arm. 
He dragged her with him a short way. 
"Chet, don't go! Please!" she implored. 

Brutally he thrust l1er from him and 
ran to his car. As he kicked the starter, 
he heard Martha frantically calling to 
him and saw Earl running toward him. 
He was away before Earl could reach the 
car. 

CHAPTER TWO 

The Road to Doom 

THE dirt road which branched off the 
highway "·as hardly wide enough for 

a sing!<: car. Linda Hudson stopped the 
battered roadster and searched for a sign
post. There was none. Yet this must be 
the road. A side road three miles beyond 
Amton, the letter had specifically stated. 

She got out and searched and after a 
while she found it. Not a signpost ; 
simply four letters scrawled on a boulder 
and under them a crooked arrow pointing 
toward the mountain above. The letters 
spelled the word "Doom'' in a wavering 
script. 

Doom ! That was what the young man 
clown the road had told her the villag<! 
was called. She fumbl ed in her handbag 
for the letter. Tersely it offered her the 
position of school mistress at the mral 
school in Gring, naming a salary which 
was surprisingl y large. The letter was 
signed: "Dorcas Gring, Elder of Gring.'' 

The letter bad arrived a day af ter her 
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graduation and she had considered it an 
extraordinary stroke of luck. She had no 
money, no relatives, no property save the 
ancient roadster, and teachers who had 
graduated three years before were still 
waiti·ng for appointments. She had dis
patched a reply at once that she would 
arrive within a few days. 

Before again climbing into her car, she 
hesitated for half a minute. Something 
wasn't right. What had the rather hand
some young man who had so impudently 
appraised her white she asked him the 
way to Gring, shouted after her? Now 
that she thought of it, it had sounded like 
a warning of some sort. 

Nonsense! She was simply scaring 
herself for no reason. The sun was bright, 
the mountain was breath-taking in its 
splendor, and she would receive a b igger 
salary than she had dared hope for. 

After she had gone a mile, the road be
came worse. A great deal worse. It 
looked as if nothing driven by a motor 
had ever gone over it. Boulders jutted 
up, threatening to rip out the rear end of  
the car. Trees crowded the road so dose
ly that often she doubted if the car would 
fit between them. And always the road 
wound agonizingly upward. 

After an hour Linda Hudson was 
ready to turn back. At close hand the 
mountainside had lost the magnificence 
seen from afar. She was g oing through a 
sparse forest where every tree was dead 
as if stricken by a curse, and rotting 
branches groped toward the sky like spec
tral fingers. 

Icy . chills slithered down her back. 
Even the sun was no longer warming
the sun which was dropping down behind 
the other side of the mountain. What sort 
of village was this, miles from nowhere, 
with, apparently, the only approach a 
road which was never used? 

There was nowhere to turn the car 
around. The only possible way was for
war-d. 

And then, after forty more minutes of 
jarring and bumping and holding on to 
the wheel for dear life, what road there 
had been ceased to exist. Ahead rose 
rocks over which not even a tractor could 
have moved. 

She sat back, panting. Now what? 
Would she have to spend the night in 
this God-forsaken place? 

Then Linda saw the man. He sat on 
a boulder at the side of the road. 

"Hello," she said, relieved at seeing a 
hwnan being in this desolate place. 

HE didn't move. The sun was dropping 
behind the mountain and in the fail

ing light he looked like part of the rock. 
Linda tried again. "Is this Gring or 

the road to Gring?'' 
"Yep." 
That was all-that one word. No 

movement toward her; no further infor
mation. 

"I'm the new school teacher,'' she told 
him. "Do I have to walk the rest of the 
way?" 

"Yep." 
She opened the door and started to get 

out. With one foot on the ground and 
the other on the running board, she 
paused. For the first time she really saw 
him. His mouth was half-open, drooling, 
and he hadn't much of a chin. There was 
a looseness about the lines of his face, a 
slackness as if the bones didn't quite hang 
together. And his teeth-a shudder 
shook her frame at the sight of them. 
They were long and sharp and discolored 
and hung over his lower lip. Like bared 
fangs. 

And he looked like a beast; like a 
creature midway between the evolution 
of ape and man. A pair of torn trousers 
held up by a bit of rag was his only 
garment, and his entire body was covered 
with abnormally heavy hair. The hair 
was matted with dirt. 

But it was his eyes which sent icy 
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rivulets through her blood ; tiny eyes 
close together which burned with a 
feverish intensity as they remained un
blinkingly focused on her. As if he were 
looking at her without any clothes on. 

With an effort she downed the fear 
which clutched her. No doubt he was the 
village idiot who had been sent to await 
her arrival and show her the way to 
Gring. 

She went to the back of her car, and 
as she fumbled with the lock of the trunk 
the idiot moved. He didn't walk; he 
shu.ffied over the ground, hardly lifting 
his feet. He stood dose to her, watching, 
his drooling mouth still open. His breath 
was fetid, nauseating. 

She stepped away from him. "That's 
my valise," she said. "Will you take it 
for me, please ?" 

"Huh I" he grunted and started to 
shuffle off. Then he stopped, turned. 
"Come I" he ordered gruffly. 

By now anger had taken the p�ace of 
the fear she had felt of him. What busi
ness had the School Board or whoever 
was in charge to send an idiot to meet 
her? She lifted the valise and went after 
him. 

The valise was heavy and it grew 
heavier every second. The ground was 
rough and there wasn't even a footpath. 
Time and again her ankles twisted over 
the stony ground and once she stumbled 
and fell, tearing skin from her elbows. 
He made no motion to help her to her 
feet. 

After a while she abandoned the valise. 
She'd send a sane person for it later. But 
the going still wasn't easy ; her breath 
came in p.'linful gasps and her clothes 
wer·e pasted to her skin. 

Twilight fell over the mountainside and 
she had a notion that on either side of her 
shadows moved. Peering into the semi
light, she could make out nothing 
definite. It might be the effect of the 
failing light on the rock5-{)r it might be 

grey, slinking figures without definite 
form or substance. 

Presently a girl approached them. She 
was short and b r o a d and her only 
garment was a tattered dress which failed 
by several inches to reach her knees. 
Dully, stupidly, she gaped at Linda. She 
had the same feverish eyes as the man, 
the same slack facial lines, the same 
shruffi ing gait. Another idiot ! 

The man ran his arm around the girl's 
scantily clad waist and then the two 
moved on side by side. Linda's heart 
pounded furiously as she followed. Yet 
she did not 'attempt to return to her car. 
She was drawn after them as if by in
visible strings. 

THEY passed a tiny, rocky farm and 
she saw a farmer plowing his field. In

stead of a horse, a sweating, panting wom
an was yoked to the plow. She too was 
clothed in but a single garment which 
was so drenched with sweat that it clung 
to her like a second skin. And as she 
stumbled and labored bare-footed over 
the rough ground, the man at the plow 
drove her on with a whip. 

Linda stopped, rooted to the ground. 
God, what had she gotten into? This 
place was the home of sub-human beings I 

Her guide grunted : "You coming ?" 
Her brain shrieked : Flee I Run back 

to the car before it's too late ! 
But she continued to stand there, 

gripped by a paralysis which was not 
wholly fear. Some hellish power which 
she could not understand held her there. 

The man shuffled toward her. The 
grey, slinking forms aibout her thickened 
in an ever narrowing circle. She drew 
herself up, forced words through her 
throat which she realized with a quirk of 
horror she was not anxious to utter. 

" I  want to go back to my car. Take me 
back." 

The idiot's burning eyes traveled from 
her face to her throat and stayed there. 
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His fangs bared, a thin white tongue 
flicked out between his discolored teeth. 
Then he stretched out his hand. A. hairy, 
horny, filthy hand which closed over her 
breast. 

Linda didn't cry out, didn't jump 
back She stood perfectly still as he 
touched her. One side of her dress 
ripped ; his fingers dug into tender flesh. 
Then his arms were about her and her 
loveliness was pressed against his hairy 
filth-smeared chest. 

Nausea churned her stomach, yet she 
made no resistance. She cOr4ld·n't! As in 
a trance, she arched her body against 
hisl 

It was utterly horrible ! She knew that 
she should claw at him, struggle no matter 
how futile it might be. But she was limp, 
helpless, devoid of will to resist. And 
she knew that in some hellish manner he 
was making her a thing like himself
utterly vile and bestial. 

His hairy face snuggled into her grace
ful white throat. Sharp pain stabbed her 
momentarily. He had pricked the skin 
of her throat with his fang-like teeth ! He 
was drinking her life-blood ! 

Horror a'l"ld fear subsided. A lazy, 
sensuous sensation swept over her. She 
no longer cared what happened to her. 
This might be death-or worse, but it 
didn't matter. 

There was a sound like a pistol shot. 
The heavy, sweaty body jerked against 

her; the arms about her loosened. Linda 
sank to the ground and lay there fighting 
to draw breath into her lungs. 

The snapping sounds went on, and 
now they were accompanied by animal
like howls. Looking up, she saw a 
bearded man lashing the idiot who had 
drunk her blood. 

"I told you not to touch her till later," 
the bearded man said as he applied the 
whip. "She must be saved for us all. For 
the ceTemony. I told you that. You've 
disobeyed again." 

When, the lashing had stopped, the 
idiot crawled a short way over the ground 
and sl·owly, ponderously, stood up. His 
eyes turned to Linda and stayed there, 
stayed on her white throat down which 
red blood still trickled. Hunger burned 
in his eyes. 

Suddenly Linda felt very sick. The 
interruption had brought her back to 
normal. "When she remembered how she 
had reacted to the idiot's embraces, she 
wanted to die. 

A
S she rose to her feet, her eyes met 

those of the bearded man, and an of 
a sudden she was more afraid of him than 
of anything or anybody else in this fright
ful place. He had the small feverish eyes 
of the idiot boy and girl, and in the in
trinsic weakness of his facial muscles. he 
was like them, too. B.ut there was some
thing stronger about him, something in-
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finitely more domineering and evil . . . .  
Thickly she managed to get words past 

her lips. ''I'm Linda Hudson. I was 
hired to teach school here. I have a 
letter signed by Dorcas Gring." 

"Dorcas-that's me," the bearded man 
said. "We have waited for you." 

And then she knew that she was 
doomed. This madman, the elder of 
Gring l School ? 

"I've changed my mind," she quavered. 
"I cannot accept the position." 

Silently Dorcas pointed with the whip 
in the direction opposite from which she 
had come. And without thinking she 
started forward. A compulsion divorced 
from her will was urging her to follow 
his command. 

After a few steps she stopped abrupt
ly. "You can't keep me here," she 
blubbered. "I want to go back." 

Agony seared into her back as Dorcas 
snapped the whip. Screaming, she 
staggered, righted herself, and then she 
was flying over the ground with the speed 
of terror. She lost a shoe. limped a few 
feet, kicked her other shoe off. 

Once she glanced behind her and saw 
Dorcas coming after her. He wasn't 
running. Without lifting his feet more 
than an inch or two, he came as ponder
ously as a tank. The grey shapes were 
around her, and she seemed to hear a 
whispering coming from them, a subdued 
chuckling. They could close in on her 
whc11ever they wanted to. And Dorcas 
could catch her if he made the effort. But 
they were sure of her; they knew she 
couldn't escape them. 

What breath was left in her burned 
in her throat. She couldn't go much 
further-and then . . . .  

A clump of bushes: higher than her head 
spra11g up at her left. If she could get in 
there she might be able to lose Dorcas 
and the shapes. She plunged in. 

Screams of agony husked from her 
throat. She was in a clump of murderous 

brambles ! And they were so thick that 
she could not pass between any two 
bushes without having a hundred needle
pointed thorns tear her clothes and gash 
her skin. 

WITHIN a minute her dress and slip 
\vere in tatters and she bled from 

numberless tiny wounds. Only the fact 
that she held bleeding hands over her eyes 
saYcd her from being blinded. 

After the first agonizing shock she 
ceased to stumhle about. She forced her
self to stand perfectly still. Out tltere 
Dorcas and the other madmen would be 
waiting for her. In here was excruciating 
death. 

"Linda Hudson,'' a voice reached her. 
"Come !" 

"No I" she shouted back. "No! I'd 
rather die in here." 

"Conw !" 
Of their own accord her legs moved 

through the brambles. Again she was 
shrieking with pain, but she could not 
stop her forward motion. By the time 
she was in the clear again, her clothing 
was torn almost completely from her and 
her white skin was stuclrled with scores of 
tiny globules of blood. 

Dorcas was there with the whip, and 
crowded behind him were the formless 
grey shapes. Linda slumped to the ground 
at Dorcas' feet. 

"Please !" she whimpered. "I've never 
harmed you. Please let me go!" 

The whip descended on her defenseless 
flesh. She rolled over on her back, her 
skin twitching, and she lay like that as 
Dorcas' powerful arm moved up and 
down. 

Fire criss-crossed her torso, but she did 
not scream. The pain was so exquisite-
almost pleasant. She lay writhing, moan
ing with pleasure, and arched her body 
upward to receive the lash. She, too, 
must be mad I 

Foolish to have feared pain. Pain could 
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be beautiful. This was life, feeling every 
nerve quiver as it was aroused to its ut
most. Oh, beautiful, beautiful agony! The 
world didn't matter. Nothing ma.ttered. 
She had become a monster revelling in 
pain and she knew it and did not care. 

She moaned and whimpered and 
writhed and the grey shapes about her 
took up the cries of inhuman ecstasy. 

Linda crawled along the ground and 
wound her arms about Dorea's stocky 
legs. 

'·.Master I" she sobbed happily. 
The whip remained motionless, dan

gling along Dorcas' heavy thigh. He said: 
"Come." 

Linda nodded and pulled he�self up to 
her feet. Practically naked, her lovely 
body streaked and flecked with blood, she 
walked forward, head erect, proud un
covered breasts rising and falling with 
diabolical exultation. And the grey shapes 
of Doom followed. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Invation from HeU 

A
S Phyllis Osborn peered out of the 
window. she could hear the steady 

clicl<ing of Martha Tucker's knitting 
needles behind her. Darkne�s had de
scended suddenly, prematurely, as if a 
storm were brewing. But no storm douds 
rode the sky. In the far distance she 
could make out the dark hump of the 
mountain where the people of Doom 
lived. By this time Chet would have 
reached it. 

Phyllis sighed. Chet didn't care for 
her and he never would. He was up there 
in Doom trying to bring back a girl he 
had seen for 'ess than a minute, risking 
his life and perhaps more than his life 
for her. 

The house was strangely silent. Earl 
Tucker had left several hours ago t·O take 
mad, tortured Nellie Robinson to the 

County Hospital. What had been done 
to her? Whipped by thorns, Doc Marvin 
had said. Tortured by a sex fiend, Gem
stable Jones had added. But Chet had 
insisted that she had !been through some 
unbelievable horror ttp in Doom. And 
now Chet was up there . . . . 

Phyllis turned from the window. 
"Martha, there's something queer going 
on in the night outside. I thought I saw 
grey shadows. like monstrous distorted 
human forms, flitting by the house." 

Martha laughed warmly. "Nonsense, 
Phyllis. You're scaring yourself. Every 
frightened child imagilles it sees strange 
shadows in the night." 

"I guess so," Phyllis muttered and 
agai11 looked out of the window. 

The night fascinated her and she wasn't 
really afraid of the shapes. Martha was 
wrong. There was something out there 
calling to her. Perhaps it was the shapes. 
For a moment she had an almost over
whelming desire to tear off her clothes 
and, naked and with utter abandon, fol
low wherever the shapes led. Then the 
sensation passed and a deep flush suf
fused her cheeks. 

Are you worrying about Chet ?" Mar
tha asked in her most motherly tone. 
"He'll take care of himself, even in Doom. 
Nobody but poor halfwits lh·e there. The 
men like to frighten themselves like chil
dren. But I know better . . . .  Where are 
you going?" 

Phyllis was nearly at the door. She 
didn't stop at Martha's words, but went 
on through the door and outside. Martha 
looked after her, then returned to her 
knitting. 

Then Martha was on her feet, hurling 
her big body through the door as Phyllis 
screamed. She found Phyllis cowering on 
the bottom step, her hands covering her 
face, her frail shoulder trembling. 

"Phyllis I What happened?" 
Phyllis nestled her face into Martha's 

ample bosom. "Martha, save me! Some-
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thing dreadful is happening to me. I 
looked out of the window and thought I 
saw those shapes again, and then some· 
how I found myself going outside. I 
don't know why; something stronger than 
myself was pulling me out of the house. 
And when I reached here one of the grey 
shapes was standing at the foot of the 
steps waiting for me. It touched me and 
its touch was as cold as death. And then, 
by the light which came through the door, 
I saw its face. I don't remember what 
that face looked like; I know only that 
it was horrible, not human. The sight of 
the face broke the trance. I screamed and 
then you were here." 

"There, there," Martha soothed as 
one would a child. "It was on[y im
agination. Those absurd stories the men 
have been telling about Doom have 
worked on your mind. Come into the 
house." 

Martha placed a comforting arm about 
Phyllis' slender wai"st and started to turn 
with her toward the house. Then she 
stopped, calling into the darkness, "Who's 
that?" 

A white form was approaching over the 
field from the direction of the Brickman 
farm. 

"Who's that?" Martha asked again. 
Her voice wasn't as steady as before. 
Phyllis snuggled against Martha and 
started to so b. 

THE white form came on over the grass 
which fronted the Tucker house. It 

seemed to be gliding over the ground 
rather than walking. 

Martha thrust Phyllis behind her. She 
wished that she had Earl's rifle, which 
hung over the fireplace, in her hands. She 
was a strong woman, physically and mor
ally, and had twice the courage of the 
average man, but now she found that her 
heart was pounding like a trip-hammer. 

Then Martha burst into laughter. It 
was more the expulsion of breath as a 

vast wave of relief swept over her than 
it was a laugh. 

"Why, Dora Brickman!" Martha ex• 
claimed. "You did give us a scare. But 
what are you wearing ?  Where are your 
shoes and stockings ?" 

As she came nearer, it was plain that 
Dora Brickman had nothing on but a 
thin nightgown. Martha's heart started 
to pound again. There was something 
wrong tonight. She could sense the 
menace all about her, could sense some
thing horrible closing in. 

And Dora Brickman's face I There was 
a kind of ecstasy in it, and she moved! as 
if she didn"t see Martha and Phyllis at 
all. Her eyes were fixed on something 
beyond them and above them-were fixed 
on the brooding shape of a mountain far 
away. 

''Dora !" Martha released Phyllis and 
grasped Dora's arm. "Dora, what's come 
over you?" 

Dora tried to shake off Martha's grip. 
"Please don't stop me. I have to go. They 
called me." 

"Who called you?" Martha demanded. 
Something cold slithered down her back. 
She wished that Earl were home. 

"Doom," Dora said. "The people of 
Doom.'"' 

Furiously Martha shook her and 
Dora's head fell from !=:ide to side as if it 
were on hinges. 

"For God's sake, snap out of it, Dora I" 
Martha shouted. "Dora, wake up I You 
don't want to go to Doom. You want to 
stay here with me.'' 

The ecstatic " tight remained in Dora's 
eyes. She said: "'Doom. I'm going to 
Doom." 

Martha kept shaking her, but the 
strength had ebbed out of her arms. She 
was afr.aid, more afraid than she had ever 
imagined she could be. She clamped an 
arm about Dora's shoulders and started to 
lead her into the house. 

"No," Dora said, digging her bare feet 
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into the grass. ''They"re calling me. I 
have to go to Doom." 

Martha tried to force her into the house, 
and then the two women were struggling. 
Dora clawed at Martha's face, squirmed, 
and her voice rose to a shriek of despair. 

"Don't hold me I Please don't. Don't 
you sec that I have to go when they call?" 

Martha was a great deal stronger than 
Dora, but she han difficulty holding the 
maddened woman. She gasped : "Phyllis, 
help me get her into the house." 

Phyllis didn't answer. Maintaining a 
grip on Dora with one hand, Martha 
turned. Phyllis wa.sn't behind her. 

"Phyllis !" Martha shrilled. "Where are 
you?" 

Momentarily he·r grip on· the other 
woman relaxed and Dora squirmed loose 
and broke into a run. Martha started to 
give chase, then stopped. Dora was run
ning at a greater speed than any woman 
had a right to be capable of. Knowing 
that she couldn't catch her, Martha 
watched Dora's white form recede into 
the darkness toward the mountain where 
the people of Doom dwelt. 

Martha went back to the house calling 
Phyllis. No answer. Phyllis wasn't 
around the house or anywhere inside. 

M
ARTHA sank into a chair, ex-
hausted. There was a great numb

ness inside of her, and she knew that 
when the numbness passed terror would 
take its place. As soon as she had caught 
her breath she was up again. She mustn't 
let the terror possess her; mustn't pause 
until she had found Phyllis. 

Standing on a chair, she lifted the re
peating rifle from the brackets above the 
fireplace. In a drawer she found a flash
light. Then continually calling Phyllis' 
name, she went again into the night. 

Now she too became aware of the grey 
shapes gliding about her. She kept flash
ing her light about her, but tile grey 
shapes melted into nothingness under the 

illumination. Imagination. that's aU, she 
kept assuring herself. But it didn't do 
any good. She knew that the shapes were 
there. 

And then. at the edge of the corn field, 
she found the pile of clothes. Her flash 
revealed the thin summer dress, the 
fragile silk underthings, the sheer stock
ings and the white snoes, all piled neat
ly on the ground as if their owner had 
leisurely stepped out of them. It required 
only a glance to show her that they be
longed to Phyllis. 

She kept her nash on the clothes, 
staring, held in an unrelenting grip of 
horror. Dora Brickman, attired only in 
a nightgown had gone toward Doom 
driven by some devilish compulsion. And 
now Phyllis, without a sound or a 
struggle, had stepped out of her clothes, 
and had wandered off toward Doom
naked ! 

God, what abominable horror had 
gripped Am ton? What-

The grey shapes made no sound as 
they swooped out of the darkness. The 
first was almost on her before she was 
aware of their coming. The beam of her 
flashlight rested on a grey distortion 
hurling itself forward. Instinctively her 
arm jerked the rifle up and her fi1�ger 
pulled the trigger. The grey shape halted 
in midair, seemecl to hover about her. 

Then the flash and the rifle were 
knocked out of Martha's hands and she 
was on the ground. A grey mass smoth
ered her. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Linda-A Monster! 

N
IGHT had fallen before Chct Blair 

was halfway up the mountainside. 
His car moved over the tortuous road 
hardly faster than a man could walk. In 
his impatience he might have abandoned 
the car and gone the rest of the way on 
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foot if he had dared to leave the friendly 
beams of the headlights. All around him 
was ominous blackness. 

After a while he had a peculiar sensa
tion that he was not alone. Several times 
he dropped his hand on the snub-nosed 
automatic which lay on the seat beside 
him and peered intently into the dark
ness. But there were only the dim out
lines of dead trees on either side of the 
road-trees which seemed to be swaying 
toward him with outstretched corpse 
arms and from whose cores a hol!ow wail
ing, as of dead souls in agony, arose. That 
was the wind, of course. 

But there were things which followed 
the car and glided at its side. Increasing
ly Chet became convinced of that, and no 
amount of cursing himself for a .scared 
fool did any good. This was the land 
of Doom, and there was something even 
worse than madness here. 

At length his headlights picked out 
Linda Hudson's car directly ahead. 
Taking his gun, he slid out from behind 
the wheel and inspected the other car. 
Obviously, she had left the c�r here and 
walked the rest of the way. Doom would 
be still higher; the thing to do would be 
to keep on upward. 

He was about to return to his own car 
for a flashlight when blobs of solid dark
ness separated from the rest of the height 
and rushed at him. They were on him 
before he had a chance to thumb the 
safety catch of his gun. They came with
out a sound of feet on the hard ground, 
and they flung themselves at him in over
whelming numbers. They were grey and 
shapeless, his headlights showed him as 
he went down, and then he was fighting 
for his life. 

He couldn't tel! if they were men or 
beasts or some creatures from a nether 
world. With the strength of desperation 
he struck out at them, battling grimly and 
silently. Somehow he managed to make 
his way up to his feet. The grey waves re-

ceded and charged, fell away under his 
bludgeoning blows, and came on again. 

Always they came again, putting up 
not much of a fight, knowing that their 
numbers and persistence would prevail 
in the end. And Chet knew it too as he 
felt his arms tum to lead. He had lost 
his gun during the first attack. But would 
it have done any good ? Could these crea
tures be killed in the same way as human 
beings ? 

Suddenly he dropped his arms, lowered 
his head, and charged downhill. Grey 
shapes scattered before him. The abrupt
ness of his charge had taken them by 
surprise. Flight was his only hope. Re 
had come to rescue Linda Hudson, but 
what help could he be to her if he were 
dead ? 

He was almost free of them. Another 
spurt and-

Part of the night solidified and a grey 
mass lurched at him. He tried to swerve, 
felt something glance off the side of his 
head, and the sky started to fall down on 
him. But he kept mnning, driven on by 
his reflexes likl! a decapitated chicken. 
He was blind and there didn't seem to 
be any ground under his feet, but his legs 
went on moving. 

For ages he continued to run some
where between the sky and the earth, 
and then at last he sank down on the 
ground and it was very good to be rest
ing at last and feel soft fingers gently 
stroking his forehead. 

H
E opened his eyes and the darkness 

was still there. But under his head 
was soft flesh-a woman's thigh. He 
reached up; his hand touched a woman's 
face. Instinct told him who it was. 

"Linda," he whispered. "Linda Hud
son." 

The girl shifted. "You are awake," 
she said. "It was strange the way you 
ran from the grey things, like a blind 
kitten in a room full of furniture. You 
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stumbled over stones, crashed against 
trees. but you kept going as if guided by 
Providence. And then suddenly you col· 

lapsed behind this iboulder and I came to 
you here. You're the young man I spoke 
to on the road this aftcmoon." 

"Yes. Chet Blair. Where are those 
grey shapes. Why didn't they follow me 
here?" 

"Because just then the fire was lit and 
they melted away. Perhaps they can't 
stand fire because they are rhings of the 
darkness." 

He sat up unsteadily. There, higher 
up on the mountainside. he saw the glow 
of the fire. The flames were hidden by 
huge boulders and the uneven terrain. 

He turned to the girl. The fire must 
ha\•e been enormous, for eYen at that dis
tance it shed enough light ro reveal Linda 
Hudson in si!IJOuette. His arm slid abom 
her waist and with a sigh of pleasure she 
leaned against him. Under his hand he 
felt warm flesh and wisps of silk. 

"'Who are those grey rhings ?" he 
asked. 

"I don't know. Not human beings. Not 

even as human as. the Grings. I heard 
things since I came here-whispers, mut
tt>rs. The Grings are cursed ; for many 
years no children have been born to their 

women. And they've made a pact with 
the clevil for their souls, and the grey 
thing$ arc their souls." 

Cheu laughed. The laugh sounded eerie, 

unreal, in that place. "You believe that ?" 

"Yes," she said with childish simplic
ity. "I believe anything about Doom. 
vVhoever named it knew what was here. 
Doom for those who live here. Doom 
for those who come. The Grings made 
a pact with the devil and still they are 
dying. Tonighl they will try something 
else; something so terrible that we civil
ized people cannot comprehend it. That 
was why they sent {or me.'' 

He tried to brush away the darkness 
with the intensity of his stare at her ;  she 
remained only a lovely silhouette. But 
in a way his hands could s�:e-could tell 
that she was almost nude. could feel the 
roughness of what might be dried blood 
which spotted the marble smoothness of 
her skin. 

In a tight voice he said: "They've 
done something to you. Tortured you." 

Her lips were suddenly against his 
mouth in a burning kiss. He had never 
been kissed like that or by a woman half 
as beautiful. For a moment he responded 
passionately ; then brutally he pushed her 
away from him. There was something so 
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utterly abandoned in that kiss that it 
frightened him. He had felt as if she had 
been trying to draw his soul out through 
his lips. 

Roughly gripping her shoulders, he de
manded : "Why aren't they guarding 
you ? They wouldn't go to all that trouble 
to bring you here and then give you a 
chance to run away." 

''Run away ?" she echoed in a puzzled 
tone. "They were nice to me. Dorcas 
whipped me. Ah, it was so lovely, the 
exquisite pain." 

Chet felt his scalp tighten as if in a 
vise. God. what had happened to this 
girl ? He'd seen her for only a minute or 
two on the road, but he was certain that 
he hadn't been mistaken in her. She'd 
been a normal, decent, healthy girl. And 
now, after a few hours here in Doom . . . .  

He remembered that he had matches 
in his pocket. Queer that he should have 
forgotten them-perhaps, because any 
product of civilization would be forgotten 
in this cursed place. He struck a match 
and Linda Hudson's face leaped out of 
the darkness. 

J
N that flickering, mellow light she 

looked even more beautiful than when 
he had seen her on the road. Only-<>nly 
some intrinsic change had taken place in 
her. A strange, avid fire burned in her 
violet eyes, and she swayed toward him. 

Shifting the light down to her body, 
he cried out in rage. The tatters of dress 
and slip which still hung on her hid none 
of the perfection of her splendid body. Nor 
were any of the scores of brown dots 
which covered her :from feet to shoulders 
hidden, nor the ugly welts made by a 
whip. 

The match went out. He exclaimed : 
"You poor girl I The pain must be fright
ful." 

Her body was again�t Kis and her 
laugh sounded in his ear. "It was imoxi
:ating, like wine. I never knew how 

magnificent pain could be. You'll beat 
me, too, darling. You'll love me and beat 
we!" 

Her lips were again on his mouth. He 
remained rigid, numbed by sheer horror. 
She was moaning huskily, writhing 
against him; and suddenly he felt a sharp 
pain in his lips and tasted the cloying 
sweetness of his own blood. 

He jerked up to his feet, thrusting her 
away from him. This was a nightmare. 
Or else he must be ready to believe arly
thing ; to believe that this girl, who, he 
was certain, had been essentially decent 
several hours ago. had become a vampire, 
a thing without a soul. Perhaps her soul 
was now one of those grey things with 
which he had fought. 

Incredible thought I But anything 
could happen here in the land of the 
bestial and dying race which inhabitated 
Doom. 

He pulled her up to her feet and she 
went heavily against him. With a hand 
clamped lightly around her throat, he 
kept her face away from his. 

''We're getting out of here," he said. 
"My car can't be far away." 

"Lover!" she moaned. "Kiss me!" 
He slapped her resoundingly on the 

face as one does an hysterical person. 
She whimpered with pleasure. "More! 

Beat me!" 

With sudden determination he swooped 
her up in his arms and started to carry 
her downhill. She wound her arms about 
his neck and groped for his lips. 

"Linda, in heaven's name !" he cried. 
Then his tone changed and he spoke to 
her as if she were a child. "You're Linda 
Hudson, a school teacher, a respectable, 
civilized girl. Doom is a terrible place. 
You want to leave it. Together you and 
I-'' 

"No!'' she shrilled as she realized that 
he intended to carry her away from 
Doo111. "I want to stay here. Let me 
down!" 
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She twisted in his arms, pounded his 
face with small fists. He reeled, found 
him5clf falling. The blow had weakened 
him more than he had imagined. He 
dropped her, then let his weight fall on 
her, pinning her to the ground. She 
squirmed like an eel and clawed up nt him 
with hooked fingers. 

"Linda, please !" he pleaded with her. 
''I want to take you home. You don't like 
Doom. It's evil and you're good.'' 

His words were useless. She continued 
to struggle, desperately, endlessly, with 
a strength that could not have been her 
own. He saw at last that there was but 
one way to get her away from Doom. He 
aimed a blow at where he imagined her 
chin was, but his fist struck only air. 
Then, as he went to grab her again. her 
nude body slipped out of his fingers. 
Throwing himself forward, he managed 
to grab a slim ankle. She fell heavily to 
the ground and Jay still. 

Lighting a match. he saw that she 
wasn't unconscious. She lay on her back, 
her violet eyes glaring up at him, her 
teeth bared in an animal snarl. 

They've taken her soul away from her, 
he thought dully, They've done some· 
thing to her too horrible to imagine. 

But all the same he couldn't leave her 
here among these monsters. He dropped 
the ma1ch and stooped to lift her again in 
his arms. 

"Help!" she screamed. "He wants to 
take me away from Doom. Help me 1" 

The night was suddenly alive with the 
grey shapes. Chet straightened up, fight· 
ing. They must have been afraid of him 
because of the good account of himself he 
had given in his previous fight with them, 
for they kept their distance, their mon· 
strous distorted greyness slithering and 
gliding about him. always barely out of 
reach, always surrounding him. 

Then he heard bare feet pattering away 
from him, heard golden mocking laughter. 
The grey shapes receded, faded into the 

blackness of the night. He stood breath
le s and weary and alone. Linda Hud
son's laughter grew fainter and fainter 
and died away. 

CHAPTER PIVB 

The Oevil'e CroN 

�ARINESS and sheer horror held 
Chet motionless as he stared in a 

kind of daze at where the huge fire sent 
a semi-circle of dull light into the night 
sky. It did not occur to him that he still 
had a chance to escape from Doom. He 
had come to rescue beautiful Linda Hud
son and his gravest fears for her had not 
even hinted at the frightful fate which had 
overcome her. And the worst was still 
in store for her. 

But how could he, singlehanded, fight 
against the mad people of Doom and the 
dreadful grey shapes which were their 
allies? Then he remembered the gun he 
had dropped when the shapes had at· 
tacked him. 

He found his car more easily than he 
had hoped. Standing on the highest boul
der, he saw the twin dots of the head· 
lights. Stumbling in the darkness, he 
slowly made his way in the direction of 
the car. Above and behind him a shout 
poured from many throats� sort o£ 
rhythmic chant endlessly repeated. 

Linda had mentioned that the Grings 
would indulge in some dreadful ceremony 
to overcome the curse of sterility. And 
that she would be a central figure in the 
ceremony. That chant doubtless an
nounced its beginning. 

He hurried his pace. Several times he 
·fell in the darkness. There wasn't any 
time to be lost, but without the gun he 
would be helpless. 

He was fifty. feet from the car when he 
saw the shadow. It Bitted past the edge 
of the beam cast by the headlights and 
then melted into the darkness. One of the 
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grey things guarding his car? Perhaps. 
Chet moved forward cautiously. 

The shadow loomed up suddenly di
rectly in front of him. Chet heard the 
sharp intake of surprised breath, saw a 
club-like object jerk out from the figure. 
Chet hurled himself forward without tak

ing time for thought. He felt his body 
strike flesh and he went down with the 
body under him. 

There was a grunt, a cry, and then 
hands were flailing up at him. Dropping 
his head inside the blows, Chet groped 
for a throat, found it, and strove to 
tighten his fingers on the windpipe. 

A voice beneath him cursed breathless
ly, harshly. Abruptly Chet's fingers re
laxed. 

"My God, Earl!" he cried. 
"You, Chet !" Earl Tucker gasped. 

"Thank heaven ! I didn't know what 
struck me." 

Chet rose to his feet and helped his 
brother-in-law up. Together they moved 
into the beams of the headlights. The 
club-like outline Chet had seen was a rifle 
which Earl carried. 

"You came after me?" Chet asked. 
''Martha sent you to bring me back?" 

"No. We didn't think you were in any 
danger, although I made Dan Jones 
promise he'd sent a posse up here if you 
didn't return by morning. But Chet
they have Martha I" 

Chet had been looking in his car for a 
flashlight as Earl talked. Sitting in the 
front seat, he jerked his head toward 
Earl. 

"Martha ! Who has her?" 
"The Grings. And they took Phyllis 

too." 
"Good Lord !" Chet whispered. 
"f went with Doc Marvin to take Nellie 

Robinson to the hospital," Earl explained 
in a tense voice. "When I returned no
body was home. But there were iights 
on in the house, so I became worried and 
started to search the fields. After a while 

I came across the body. It was covered 
from head to foot in some sleazy grey 
material. When I pulled back the hood, 
I saw the idiot face of a Gring. God, 
Chet, do you know what that means ? 
The Grings have come down to Amton I" 

CHET had found the flash and now he 
was searching for his gun. His hand 

wasn't steady as the beam covered the 
ground where he had fought. 

Earl strode after him. "He'd been shot 
with a rifle and mine was gone. Martha 
must have shot him. And then a couple 
of .feet away I found Phyllis' c:!othes. 
They hadn't been torn off her; they'd 
been piled neatly on the ground as if 
she'd stepped out of them." 

The gun ! Chet scooped it up and de
manded : "Where are the others ? We 
may be too late already." 

"Others ?" Earl said in a dazed sort 
of way. "I'll be damned ! I didn't think 
of getting help. I went crazy when I 
saw Martha was gone. I grabbed up the 
rifle and ran to my car and drove here 
like mad. What do you think they'll do 
to her? God, she might be dead ! And 
that fire, that chanting, what does it 
mean ?" 

Chet had Earl by the arm and was 
leading him toward the fire. The going 
was comparatively easy with the flash
light. 

Chet said bitterly: ''You damn foom !" 
"I' rn sorry, Chet. I deserve to be 

kicked. But we have guns. Together we 
ought to get Martha and Phyllis back" 

Yes, they had gtms and now he knew 
that the grey shapes were vulnerable, that 
they were Grings in grey robes and could 
be killed by bullets. But still-there was 
Linda Hudson's strange behavior and 
the fact that modest, mouse-like Phyllis 
Osborn had apparently disrobed of her 
own free will. 

"Can't you hurry?" lhe urged Earl ir
ritably. 
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Why was his brother-in-law moving so 
slowly when every second was of prime 
importance ? And then a terrible sus· 
picion crossed his mind. Perhaps Earl 
knew more of M arrha's disappearance 
than he had stated. He recalled that 
several days ago Earl and �.fartha had 
had a violent quarrel. Earl was sick of 
farm life, wanted to throw it up, and he 
had accused Martha of keeping him 
chained to the soil. 

Linda Hudson said she had received a 
letter from the Grings, but the Grings 
didn't know how to write. Perhaps some
body in Amton had arranged to supply 
victims to the Grings £or their dread cere
mony in return for wealth in some form. 
Here would be a chance for Earl to get 
away from the farm and also get rid of 
Martha. 

No I Impossible thought. Yet Chet 
dropped a little behind Earl and kept hi� 
automatic ready. 

The chant grew steadily louder as the 
two men neared the fire. And then sud
denly the chant broke off and there was 
a dead silence save for the crackling of 
the fire. They could see the flames no\\ 
between a row of enormous dead trees. 
Stooping, they went forward noiselessly 
until they reached a tree whose trunk 
could easily hide both of them from th� 
multitude around the fire. 

There were about a hundred of them 
ranged in a wide semi-circle about the 
fire. The men wore only trousers. the 
women brief dresses which clung to the.ir 
torsoes. All looked alike-brutal, the 
men hairy, the women broad and heavy, 
and they squatted on their haunches like 
the apes to whom they seemed closer than 
to mankind. 

There were no children. The youngest 
was at least twenty years of age. Arter 
that no offsprings had been born to the 
inhabitants of Doom. 

Between the squatting horde and the 
fire there was a tremendous stone slab 

which rose a good six feet from the 
ground. Its top was as smooth as a marble 
table and on it stood six of the women 
of Doom. 

Save for girdles which appeared to have 
been hammered out of solid silve,·, they 
were nude. The fire bathed their broad 
thighs with mellow light, and shadows 
flickered and darted over their heavy 
breasts and thick abdomens. They stood 
as motionless as statues. 

A
S Chet looked, a head appeared above 

the further rim of the stone slab, 
then tiny eyes in which the fever of ltllld
ness blazed, then a face as imbecilic as 
the others and a long matted beard. He 
had come up on stone steps on the other 
side of the slab. From neck to feet he 
was clad in a grey robe. 

"Dorcas !" the people of Doom chanted 
"Save us from our curse I" 

Two other grey-clad figures appeared 
and took up places on either side of Dor· 
cas. And bringing up the rear came " 
slim, lovely girl who was stark naked. 

Earl gripped Chet's arm. "Angie Bel
lows!" he whispered hoarsely. 

Angie, the girl whose father had rushed 
into Dan Jones' home demanding that 
something be done about the di�appear
ancc of hil> daughter I Chet started around 
the tree. 

'·Hold it, Chet," Earl said between his 
teeth. ''It's not as easy as we thought. 
They have guns too, better than ours. 
Look at what's in the hands of that grey 
£ella near the right end of the mob." 

For the first time Chet noticed that 
there were grey robed figures also at the 
edges o£ the crowd. Not many ; six at the 
most. :and each had his face covered by a 
grey cowl. And of the six, five held rifles 
in their hands-the �ixth a tommy-gun I 

Bitterly Chet thought that no race of 
savages, no matter how completely it re
jected civilized man's otTer of the con�fo;ts 
of science, did not eagerly accept h1s m-
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struments of destruction. The people of 
Doom had spurned all of civilization save 
civilization's weapons. Only the grey
robed figures, who were evidently high
priests or picked men, were armed, but 
they were sufficient. What chance would 
he and Earl have now? 

Angie Bellows walked to the end! of the 
platform nearest the fire and stood with 
hands upraised toward the fire as if in 
benediction. The fire must have been 
terrifically hot that close, hut she did not 
retreat or cringe as the flames licked 
toward her, bathing her clean, slim body 
with yellow and red. And there was no 
fear in her face ; no emotion at all. 

Behind her the man named Dorcas 
started to chant. The two other robed fig
ures took up the chant, and then the six 
nearly nude girls went into a writhing, 
ecstatic dance of unadulterated evil. 

Then Chet almost cried out as the girls, 
dancing forward, spread out, and he saw 
who had been behind them all the time. 
Linda Hudson stood there, slim and regal 
and. incredibly beautiful in the shimmering 
light of the flames. She wore a silver 
girdle and silver breast-plates and a silver 
crown of elaborate and intricate design. 
And she too was dancing that unspeak
ably vile dance I 

And directly in back of her wildly un
dulating torso, agamst which she leaned 
her back, was a thing of the devil himself. 
An inverted cross of solid silver ! 

Devil worshippers ! Linda had told him 
that the Grings had made a pact with the 
devil to save them from the curse of steril
ity. This was one of their ceremonies, and 
somehow they had already managed to 
transfer the souls of Linda Hudson and 
Angie Bellows to Satan. 

As be stood transfixed behind the tree 
and felt Earl"s hand open and close con
vulsively on his arms, he made out the 
sense of the chant Dorcas was monoton
ously intoning. 

" . . .  another offering, thou mighty 

King of Evil. Be mericful to your 
wretched disciples and withdraw this curse 
of childlessness \vhich plagues us." 

He took a single step backward-and 
suddenly, without a word or gesture of 
command, Angie Bellows hurled herself 
from the stone platform. It was impossible 
for a person to leap that distance, yet 
straight into the heart of the blaze that 
white body flew. 

No sound passed her lips, not even 
when she plunged into the midst of the 
fire and the flames leaped and crackled 
greedily. Horror-stricken, Chet watched a 
blackened mass stagger erect and throw 
up charred arms in a desperate gesture 
toward the sky. A single pathetic wail 
rose h·om the flames. Then slowly she 
crumpled and vanished into the heart of 
the inierno. 

CHAPTER SIX 

HeU's Nuptial 

C
HET raised his automatic and took 

careful aim at Dorcas. Earl's rifle was 
up to his shoulder, and he said grimly : 
"Okay, Chet, here goes. I'll take the fella 
with the tommy-gun. This'll be the last 
thing we ever do, but it'll be worth it if 
we get a few of those monsters." 

Chet's finger contracted on the trigger. 
But his gun never spoke. A grey wave 
swept up from behind and engulfed the 
two men. 

Those grey shapes must have been there 
behind them all the time, waiting for Chet 
and Earl to make the first move-shapes 
which were in some hideous and indefin
able way unlike the Grings dressed in grey 
robes. Chet went down under the wave, 
felt himself swept up and borne along as 
by a giant breaker. Wind and �esistance 
were knocked out of him as he floundered 
on the ground like a fish on dry land. 

Then the wave receded and he lay at 
the foot of the stone platform, arms and 
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legs tied with stout rope. Looking up, 
he could see one side of the stone slab's 
top ; could see Linda Hudson motionless 
now against the inverted cross, her face 
a vast soul-less blankness. 

And he could see Dorcas looking at 
something on the ground with those Liny 
eyes o[ his burning more feverishly than 
ever. Chct twisted his head, saw three 
of the grey-robed figures carrying Earl 
Tucker up the stone steps. Earl twisted 
insanely in their arms, lighting, clawing. 
his mouth open in a perpetual scream. 
Step by step they forc�:d his s!l"uggling 
body up to the platform. 

A woman screamed, high-pitched, hys
terically, from among that multitude of 
sub-human crP.atures who giggled and 
simpered as their mad eyes were fixed 
on the platform. Chet's sister screaming ! 
Martha, still in possession of her soul and 
her will, being forced to watch whatever 
frightful fate was in store !or her hus
band. 

Chet tore wildly, futilely, at his bonds, 
adding his own voice w those of his sister 
and brother-in-law. Then he subsided into 
a choked gasp of despair a� Earl was lifted 
high o1•er the heads oi the thrtc robed 
figures and hurled like a bundle of straw 
ifllC) the roaring fire. From where lle lay, 
Chct could not see the fire, but he coulu 
hear Earl's agonized shrieks, could hear 
the hungry crackling of the flames as once 
again they were fed human fuel. 

Then all eyes turned to Chet. The grey
robed men descended the steps aud ap
proached him. This was death, this was 
the t:nd ; and i�Iartha and Linda and Phyl
lis as well were doomed. 

Dorcas' voice rang out. '·::>rot yet. \·Ve 
wiU save the second imruder for the end. 
First the marriage and the nuptial." 

The grey figures retreated. There 
was a long-drawn silence during which 
Chet could he:tr the pounding of his heart. 
The creatures of Doom sat forward on 
their haunches, tense, expectant. Then all 

eyes shifted to a young man who stepped 
out of their ranks. 

He was attired in a shimmering robe 
of silver chain which tinkled as he moved 
toward the platform. A chant arose from 
the people of Doom, low, sing-song, e11d
lessly repeated. Gravt:ly the youth-he 
seemed to be about twenty years of age, 
evidently the last-hom of the Grings
ascended the stone steps and went to the 
side of Linda Hudson. She stepped for
ward to meet him and his arm slid about 
her slender waist. His tiny eyes devoured i
1er loveliness and he giggled insanely. 

God I What was about to happen be
came clear to Chet. Linda was to become 
the bride of this idiot, this madman. In 
their insane despair, the Grings were go
ing to mate their youngest male with a 
beautiful girl from the outside world I 

A 
GAIN Dorcas was intoning a prayer 

to· Satan which rose above the chant 
of the onlookers. The youth fumbled at 
his shoulders and the silver robe fell from 
him, crumbling with a clang to the stone 
platform. Undemeath that robe he wore 
only a loin cloth. 

Chefs stomach turned with revulsion 
as he gazed up at the platform. He was 
the ugliest male Chet had ever seen-even 
uglier than the other Grings. Over- a 
century of inbreeding had produced a 
hideous caricature of the human body, a 
cretin whose bloated abdomen was the 
color of a fish·s belly, whose skin was 
flaked and scaly and filthy. 

Sheer disgust forced Chet to avert his 
eyes. When he looked up again, Linda 
had removed her breast-plates and was 
pullil1g off the silver girdle. Eyes blazing 
with passion, her gorgeous nude body !Un
dulating tantalizingly, she went into the 
monster's arms. 

Dorcas intoned : "And in return for the 
souls of the victims we offer you while 
this marriage is consumated, answer our 
entreaties, 0 Ruler of Evil!" 
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This was to be the completion of the 
nightmare-that the nuptial would be con
SWtlated there on the platform before 
Chet's eyes and the eyes of the creatures 
of Doom ! 

With cries of pleasure which seemed to 
pour from a single throat, the Grings 
rose to their feet and formed two lines in 
front o£ the platform. The lines faced 
each other, and in the hands of each of 
the Grings was a thorn studded branch. 

The dreaded gauntlet I Now Cnet un
derstood what had happened to Nellie 
Robinson. She had been forced Ito run' 
th�t gauntlet ; hadl been left for dead ; 
had revived and, forever maddened as the 
result of the ordeal, had miraculously 
managed to make her way to the Tucker 
farm. And now there was to be another 
victim. 

Phyllis Osborn I Alone, with nobody 
to guide her or force her through the 
gauntlet, she emerged from the shadows 
beyond the reach of the fire and ap
proached the head of the two lines. She 
walked with frail shoulders squaredl, small 
firm breasts high, an eager smile on her 
lips. No blush dyed her cheeks nor did 
she indicate the least fear. Chet knew that 
it was not courage or defiance ; knew that 
the Grings had made her into a being 
without a will. 

And when she stepped between tihe two 
lines and the cruel thorn lashes rained 
down on her, sensuous laughter ripped 
from her throat. 

On the platform Linda Hudson and the 
monstrosity she was to wed stood side 
by side before the inverted cross, drinking 
in the torment of Phyllis. 

A hand fumbled at Chet's wrist. A voice 
whispered in his ear; "I'll have you free 
in a moment. Then run downhill and 
keep ru1111ing until you reach Amt·on." 

Chet twisted his head and found himself 
looking up at Do·ra Brickman's pretty 
face. 

Quickly he glaoced about. He lay in 

the shadow of the stone slab and all eyes 
were turned toward the gauntlet. Phyllis 
wc1s near the end of the rwo rows, stum
bling, falling and rising-and always 
laughing. 

So Dora Brickman was also one of the 
captives l How had she managed to eh1de 
her guards ? How had she retained con
trol of her w1ll? Some hundred feet away 
the grey-robed man who carried the 
tommy-gun stood. If he could get to him 
and wrench the gun away from him . . . .  

"Chet, darling !'' Dora Brickman whis
pered as she struggled with the hard knots. 
"You don't care for me, but I-1-
couldn't bear to see them throw you into 
the fire. Don't try to fight. And never 
mind me and the others. We're beyond 
saving." 

And then she was shrieking wildly as 
the grey things materialized out of the 
darkness behind and hurled her forward 
in front of the platform. They swept over 
Chet and beyond him and a moment later 
were miraculously gone. Even in the light 
of the fire they had been distorted, in
determined, and Chet knew that they were 
not like the grey-robed Grings who car
ried the guns. 

THE gauntlet broke up and a hundred 
madmen gaped at Dora as she cringed 

in the clearing between them and the plat
form. Phyllis was a bloody, motionless 
horror on the ground. 

Exerting every ounce of strength at his 
command, Chet tore at the bonds. Dora 
had loosened them somewhat, but not 
enough. Not quite enough. This was the 
end. The last hope gone . . . .  

Dorcas' voice roared out like thunder. 
"A traitress in our midst I Death to her!" 

"No!" Dora shrilled, clawing at her 
lips. ''You don't understand. I wasn't 
doing anything. I was only- Oh, God, 
save mel" 

Dorcas was descending the platform, a 
cruel black whip in his hand. He stood 
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over her as she grovelled at his feet, and 
he said. "The bushes." 

"Not that! You can't ! . . .  Arnold, 
save mel" 

And then a grey-robed figure carrying 

a rifle stepped forward. "She's my wife," 
a desperate voice came from under the 
cowl. ''You can't do that to her. We have 
a bargain." 

Chet ceased fighting the ropes. Ex
hausted, utterly defeated, he sank back on 
the ground. Arnold Brickman ! 

It was all clear now. Brickman and his 
wife lured desirable women up to Doom 
for the dreadful rites and supplied the 
Grings with guns. ln return they no 
doubt received large quantites of the silver 
which the Grings mined here. The Grings, 
isolated so long from civilization, must I 
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have had no idea of the true value of their 
silver and must have paid the Brickmans 
lavishly. The thought of enormous wealth 
had undermined every ethical and moral 
standard they had possessed. 

But in the end Dora Brickman had fal
tered. She, who had callously watched in
nocent young women frightfully tortured, 
had tried to free Chet with whom she 
must have fallen in love. 

Arnold Brickman said: "Forgive her, 
Dorcas. She did not know what she was 
doing. We have kept our bargain with 
you." 

"The bushes," Dorcas repeated. 
The whip slashed down, biting into 

Dora's flesh. "Arnold!" she shrieked, 
pounding the ground in her agony. 

Brickman raised the rifle. "Stop!" he 
husked. "Damn you, stop I" 

Dorcas whirled toward him. "Would 
you defy Dorcas ?" 

"Hell, yes I" Brickman screamed, and 
his rifle roared. 

Dorcas swayed like a giant tree about 
to topple, and like a tree he crashed pon
derously to earth and lay still. 

A scream of rage rose from the throat 
of every Gring. Brickman wheeled, fired 
once, then was swept down, tramped un
der two hundred feet. The horde of mad
men stampeded on until Dora was also 
buried under it; and Chet would have 
been their third victim if a sudden piercing 
command, rising above their screams, had 
not suddenly halted them. 

It was another man in grey who, stand
ing at the edge of the platform, ordered 
them back. A Gring built as solidly as 
Dor-cas and with a beard almost as long. 
Obviously he had taken the place of Dor
cas as the leader of the Grings. Chet was 
apparently to be saved for an even worse 
fate-after the ceremony. 

The creatures of Doom moved back 
from the platform and again squatt·ed on 
their haunches in a semi-circle. Where 
they had been a minute before three 

bodies lay. Or rather one body, that of 
Dorcas. There wasn't much left of Arnold 
and Dora Briclmum and what there was 
wasn't in any one place. In their rage 
in seeing their leader slain they had literal
ly torn the two apart. Nausea choked 
Chet. 

A full-throated scream keened out from 
the stone platform and impulsively Chet's 
head jerked upward. What he saw on the 
platfonn gave him sudden renewed hope 
and strength and again he started to work 
furiously on his bonds. 

For Linda Hudson was fighting the 
monster she was to wed I 

SHE had awakened from the spell the 

Grings had cast over her; she had re
gained her soul. Perhaps it was the death 
of Dorcas which released her ; perhaps 
the spell could endure only a certain length 
of time. Anyway, the:re she was, stnlg
gling in the arms ol the youngest Gring, 
trying at the same time to cover her nudity 
from the eyes of that bestial multitude. 
Both attempts were equally hopeless. The 
youngest Gring giggled with icliotic de
light as he held her squirming body 
against his repulsive chest. 

A rope about Chet's wrist slackened. 
Dora must have loosened it. If he had 
time, only a few minutes more I Dear 
God, give him time ! 

The Gring who had taken Dorca5' place 
raised his hands. Immediately there was 
si lence save for Linda's whimpers of des
pair as she continued the futile struggle. 
Once again the weird, sing-song chant 
arose-the cham which meant another 
stage in the dreadful rites, another hideous 
death. 

Into the light of the fire another woman 
was dragged. It was Martha. And unlike 
Phyllis, she had somehow not succumbed 
to the spell of the Grings. Naked, she 
resisted every step of the way silently, 
courageously. Her body glistened with 
sweat as she fought, and two robed Grilllgs 
had their bands full trying to hold her. 
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His sbter's splendid courage sent Chet 
into a frenzy of effort. One wrist was 
almost loose. But would he be free in 
time? And even if he got loose . . .  

The new ruler of Doom descended the 
platform and picked up the whip which 
Dorcas had dropped and went to Martha. 
Five times the deadly whip knifed into 
her body before Martha's resistance broke. 
Then she was screaming with agony and 
thrashing on the ground. It was more than 
even Martha's courage could endure. 

All the while the chant continued, and 
as if to accompany it the whip rose and 
fell with monotonous regularity. Martha 
staggered up to her feet and started a 
stumbling retreat from the hellish pain. 
Slowly, inexorably, her tormentor fol
lowed, driving her into a direction he 
wanted her to take. Driving her toward 
a clump of bushes at the outer rim of the 
light cast by the fire. 

Glancing once over her shoulder, she 
plunged into the bushes in a final effort 
to escape the torture. And then screams 
more terrible than any Chet had heard that 
night came from the bushes. The Crings 
continued their chant without interruption, 
but their tiny eyes glinted with sadism. 

Chet guessed what those bushes were. 
Brambles I Tearing his sister's uncovered 
body to pieces I And the Gring with the 
whip stood there, waiting for Martha to 
come out so that he could drive her in 
again. 

The screams in the brambles went on, 
but suddenly the Grings lost interest. All 
eyes turned to the platform. 

Chet's heart went out of him. The mar
riage on the platform was about to be 
publicly consumat�d. And the bridal 
melody was to be Martha's shri·eks of 
agony I 

A frantic effort loosened one of Chet's 
wrists. With trembling fingers he tore the 
rope from the other wrist, started to pull 
the rope from his legs. Nobody saw him; 
at the moment nobody was interested in 

him. He started to spring to his feet, 
knowing that he had no chance, knowing 
that the best be could hope for was to go 
down fighting. 

And then Martha was running along 
the edge of the brambles. 

SHE had emerged a hundred feet {rom 
where she had entered. How she could 

have managed to go that distance through 
those murderous brambles and still live, 
she herself could not have explained. Chet 
saw her when she was almost on the robed 
Gring who carried the tommy-gun. She 
wa1> about to spring when the man tumed. 
Chet was already on his feet, but he 
stoppe<l dead in his tracks, not daring to 
breath-:. 

But the Gring just stared at Martha. 
She didn't look like a woman, like any
thing human. Her body was covered with 
a mantle of her own blood and she seemed 
a creature who had come straight from 
hell. And the others were too intent on 
what was happening on the platform to 
glance behind them. 

1Iartha hurled her big body at the man. 
She wrenched the tommy-gun from his 
paralyzed hands. Then she was sending 
bursts of .45 slugs among the people of 
Doom. 

They made no resistance. Like the man 
from whom she had taken the gun the 
Grings believed that she was a demon 
from hell and fled in mad panic. By the 
time Chet, who had skirted the clearing 
in order to avoid the bullets, reached her, 
not a Gring was in sight. When Martha 
saw her brother, she smiled weakly 
through bloody lips, handed him the 
tommy·gun, and fainted. 

Linda Hudson was whimpering hysteri
cally and getting into the silver girdle 
when Chet ascended the stone slab. She 
was alone on the platform. When she saw 
Chet, she fell into his arms and, un
ashamed, clung to him as if she would 
never let him go. 
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from behind. One of the Grings might 
have burned the other robes-but why? 

And from the captured Grings them
selves there was no explanation. They 
either did not understand the questions 
or pretended not to understand. Nor could 
they shed any light on the second un
explainable thing. How had Linda and 
Phyllis and Angie Bellows been deprived 
of their wills, their souls; turned tem
porarily at least into she-demons? 

Arnold or Dora Brickman might have 
drugged them; might have slipped into For three days tbe mountainside was 
their homes and placed the stuff in their scoured until the last of the Grings was 

The sun was nsmg when Chet and 
Linda and Martha reached the Tucker 
farmhouse. Then Chet went on to Amton, 
and shortly after grim-faced men with 
guns, lead by Constable Dan Jones, set 
out lor Doom. It was ouly the pr·esence 
of state troopers, who came several hours 
later, that prevented the people of Doom 
who remained alive from being massacred. 
The state does not kill madmen, but it 
puts them away where they can do no 
further harm. 

food. But none of the men, or Marttha, rounded up. Two things, however, were 
had fallen under the spell. Perhaps they 

never learned. 
hadn't eaten that particular food. But how 

Who or what were the grey shapes of could Linda have been drugged? No food 
Doom ? Not the grey-robed Grings, for since she had eaten lunch in a city forty 
Chet was ready to swear that the un- miles from Amton had passed her lips. 
detennined grey things again& which he And why had the speU over her suddenly 
had fought and which had swept him and been broken with the death of Dorcas ? 
Earl Turner into the midst of the clearing These questions had no answers. Dar
were in some unspeakably horrible way cas might have known. Perh!lps it was 
not the madmen of Doom. And Linda just as well that there were no answers. 
Hu<lson, although she had completely re- They might have been too frightful for 
turned to normal, stiii insisted that they human sanity. 
were the souls of Grings who had sold Love and the pass�ng of time healed 
themselves to the devil. She was laughed the scars of that night of horror. Yet 
at, of course; but. . . . later, when Chet and Linda were married, 

Well, three days of search turned up they would sometimes clutch each other 
only nine of the grey robes, and Chet in a panic of fear, wondering if her love 
remembered nine robed figures in front for him might turn her back into the she
of him when the grey things had struck demon who had striven to drink his blood. 

THE END 

• Thin-blade shavers, here's good news for you. GiUette announces a 
Thin Blade of crue Gilletce quality at 
a price you'll be glad to pay. Predsloa· 

made to fit your razor perfecdy, 
it gives real 1having comfort at a 

big saving. Ask your dealer for Thin 
Gill«ttes ia the new red-bl�k package. 



No. 3-The Satanu•• 

blJ John Kobler 
A premium on Black Magic and debauchery! 

I N THE section of Paris known as the 
Porte Saint Denis there is a ramp 
flanked by high, narrow houses. Be

hind them stretches limitlessly a maze of 
dark back streets. Aside from its brothels, 
its noisy, third-rate taprooms and grubby 
little shops, the clistrict is drab and color
less. The tourist rarely visits it. 

Yet three centuries ago those same 
high, narrow houses concealed weird, in
terlocking societies of evil, magicians and 
witches, whose practices still send a shud

der along the spines of those who have 
studied their dread secrets. 

They were the Satanists, vulture-like 
creatures feeding o n  the manners and 
morals of the epoch, an epoch unsur
passed in its corruptness, its lustfulness, 
its brutality. For this was the hey-<iay of 
Louis XIV, the Sun-King. Outwardly 
gay, extravagant, brilliant, the monarch's 

court seethed below the surface with a 
festering of vile passions and vicious pur

poses . . .  Louis ageiug mistresses schem
ing to retain their power . . .  court ladies 
poisoning husbands and lovers . . . sons 
murdering fathers with the fearful ''pow
der of succession" or white arsenic . . . 
unwanted infants butchered . . .  and all 
bloodily worshipping Satan in spirit and 
fact. 

Out of this boiling stew-pot of murder 
and lechery and Devil-worship sprang the 
Satanists of the Porte Saint-Dcnis. They 
were many, but the most sinister, the most 
venomous, w:�s the human harpy known 
as Catherine Montvoison. popularly La 
Voison. To her perfumed, dark house on 
the Rue Bcaurrgaard streamed nobles and 
rich commoners, masked and cloaked and 
each suckling some evil purpose. In the 
murky, tapestried ground-floor "confes-
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sional" they would pay over huge sums to 
La Voison and her band of unf rocked 
priests and skilled murderers. 

She was a plump, ruddy-faced woman 
with gleaming bird-like eyes. She in
variably wore heavy brocaded robes cost
ing a fortune. Her voice was low and 
toneless, her manner suggestive and sin
ister. A humble woman by birth, she had 
been married to a haberdasher, Antoine 
Montvoison. She started her professional 
career harmlessly enough as a mid-wife, 
dabbling in strange herbs and patent medi
cines. Later, she went in for horoscopes, 
fortune-telling and various types of nec
romancy. It was the demands of evil 
courtiers which finally led her along the 
paths of crime. 

Two separate accounts of this un
scrupulous woman give a well-rounded 
picture of herself and her clientele. Ac
cording to Nicholas de Ia Reynie, the 
police commisioner who finally encom
passed her downfall, "Every morning she 
rose people were waiting for her, and she 
had visitors for the rest of the day; after 
that, in the evening-, she kept open house, 
engaged fiddlers and enjoyed herself thor
oughly. She entered society. She was 
brought into fashionable drawing-rooms 
as the principal guest : pleasure partie§ 
from the Marais and Saint-Germain vis
ited Villeneuve and were entertained on 
the lawns and beneath the shades of trees. 
They did not know that beneath the same 
shade, under those same lawns. were in
terr·ed the bodies of infants murdered by 
La Voison and her gang-pitiful, un
wanted infants to whom, it may be, death 
was merciful in its quick coming, infants 
of prostitutes. infants, too, of some of the 
fine ladies who disported themselves above 
the unmarked and unsuspected graves. 
For La Voison sank deeper and deeper in
to every form of vileness ; her very suc
cess dragged her from slough to slough." 

Again, W. Branch Johnson in his "The 
Aee of Arsenic" wrote : "It was funda-

mentally her business sense that proved 
her undoing ; in exploiting the credulity 
of her contemporaries she not merely fell 
foul of the law but sank below the lowest 
standards of decency. She trafficked in 
poisons of all sorts ; she pandered to the 
licentiousness of the age; she performed 
or caused to be performed. innumerable 
illegal operations ; she confessed to mur
dering two thousand five hundred infants ; 
she was guilty of the grossest blasphemy 
and filthiest conduct in the performa11ce 
of Black Masses." 

THE Black i\[ass! It was in this that 
La Voison and her associates attained 

their greatest degree of vileness and hor
ror. Her chiei associate was an unfrocked 
priest-the Satanists believed that only a 
priest could properly pcrfom1 the mass
the Abbe Guibourg. 

De La Reynie described this monster 
as follows: "He can be compared with 
no one else for the number of his poison
ings and his traffic in poison and witch
craft. He is familiar with every form of 
villainy, guilty of a large number of hor
rible crimes and suspected of complicity 
in many others." 

He was a hideous old man of seventy. 
bloated looking, his face mottled with IJlu
ish-reddish veins and blind in one eye. He 
claimed to be illegitimately descended from 
one of the great families of France. He 
had traveled widely and had a rare 
knowledge of human beings and their de
sires. He was the "spiritual" leader of La 
Voison's society, always at her service 
in crime. As a poisoner he was an artist, 
having concocted many subtle toxics of his 
own. His favorite was a strange distilla
tion o·f buttercups and crowfoot. The 
person who drank it died in spasms of 
laughter. Another poison was so virulent 
that merely to tread on it in barefeet was 
enough to bring certain and horrible death. 

Guil>ourg achieved his greatest power 
as an officiator at the Black Masses. 
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Women believed firmly that he could gain 
them the Devil's favor. The object of the 
Black Mass was tu persuade the Prince 
of Darkness to grant some favor-the 
death of an enemy, the winning of some 
lover or a thousand other desires. In order 
to gain Satan's approval a ghastly, obscene 
ritual had been devised. The altar con
sisted of a woman's nude body, often the 
supplicant herself. She Jay flat on her 
back with arms outstretched. In each hand 
she held a black candle made of human 
fat. Similar candles formed a circle around 
her, casting their eerie shadows over her 
glistening flesh. 

Guibourg, clad in robes covered with 
cabalistic symbols and assisted by an 
acolyte, usually a nude girl, began the 
horrible ritual. So horrible was it that one 
woman literally died of fright before it 
was over. 

The black scriptures were contained in 
a huge missal bound in human skin. The 
dark, vaulted chamber where the mass 
was celebrated was filled with foul-smell
ing incense. while foul water was sprinkled 
ovel' the worshippers. 

The ritual reached its climax in blood· 
letting. A naked infant would be brought 
forward. Guibourg would seize a long, 
sharp knife and draw it slowly over the 
infant's throat. The acolyte would quickly 
catch the streaming blood in a chali·ce and 
as the infant gasped its last would pour it 
over the human altar. At the same time 
other acolytes thrust the mutilated in
fant's body into a blazing furnace or 
buried it. Sometimes the entrails were 
ripped out and distilled, either to tell 
fortunes by as the old Romans did with 
the entrails of birds, or to titillate Satan's 
nostrils. 

There was never any difficulty in ob
taining these human sacrifi�:es. La Voison 
knew just what to do with the unwanted 
babies that women brought her. And, in 
addition, there was a regular business 
throughout Paris between midwives and 

unmarried mothers. When the demand 
exceeded the supply, these dealers in hum
an flesh kidnaped children. 

In 1676 a newspaper reported that 
"there were seditious gatherings and dis
turbances in se,·eral parts of the city, 
through the rumor that people were carry
ing off children to cut their throats, though 
no one then understood what the cause of 
the rumor could be. But the mob, made 
furious: by it, proceeded to various ex
cesses against the women who were sus
pected of being child-stealers." 

What became of these children, how
ever, La Voison and Guihourg knew per
fectly well. The answer was the huge 
stove in La Voison's attic and the un
marked cemetery beneath her lawn where 
2,500 children were eventually to be 
burned or buried. 

Guiborg's reputation as a celebrant of 
the Black Mass spread throughout the 
city and he no longer confined his activ
ities to La Voison's lair. He was led all 
over-always blindfolded so that he would 
not know upon whom he had performed 
the ritual-into sub-cellars, secret base
ments, hideaways of all sorts. 

O
F ALL his clients the strangest and 

most powerful was the beautiful Ma
dame de Montespan, mistress of the King. 
The story of her relationship with the 
Abbe Guibourg and La Voison is so char
aderistic of the whole, horrible practice 
of black magic that it is worth chronicling 
here in full. 

Francoise-Athenais de Montespan, as 
beautiful as sin and more evil than sin it· 
self, daughter of an impoverished noble
man, had spent her lite at court since she 
was twenty. Her early duties consisted of 
consoling the Queen while His Majesty 
dallied with his various mistresses. Event
ually she man;ed the Marquis de Monte
span, bore him two children, one of which 
died, and slowly grew to hate her hus· 
band. Her secret desire was to become as 
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powerful as the King's current mistress, 
Louise de Ia Valliere. indeed, to succeed 
her. 

To encompass the death of La Valliere 
she began visiting various magicians and 
witnesses. At first she went to a couple 
known as Lesage and �lariette. They 
ripped out the hearts of two pigeons and 
pronounced spells against La Valliere. 
The police got wind of these rites. Lesage 
and Mariette were jailed for sorcery. 
Later, when �farlame de ;\[ontespan 
achieved the power she wanted. they were 
released and raised to high positions. But 
that was not to be for some time yet. 

Not in the least frightened or discour· 
aged Madame de :\Iontespan nex:t con
sulted La Voison a.nd Guibourg. The lat· 
ter started his incantations innocently 
enough with a ritual known as the Black 
Faggot. In the middle of a piece of wood 
he ;nserted incense and alum. The wood 
was then placed on a low fire and as it 
started to burn, Cuibourg chanted : "Fag
got, I burn thee, but it is the heart, the 
body. the soul, the blood. the mind, the 
spirit of Louise de Ia Valliere. By the 
earth, by the heavens. by the rainbow, by 
the twelve lines, by Mars, by Mercury 
and all the planets. may she be unable to 
rest in peace, to the very marrow o£ her 
bones. In the name of all the demons, de
part, faggot, and con�ume the body, the 
soul, the power of action, the spirit, the 
mind of Louise de Ia Valliere, so that she 
may neither stand still, nor talk to any 
person, nor rest, nor mount a horse, nor 
cross a river, nor drink, nor eat, until the 
time when my de�ire and my will upon her 
be accomplished. Quanto, guio, garoco." 
Then juc;t before the faggot broke and the 
incense and alum lit. salt ami wine were 
poured thric(; over the Aames with the 
words, "Oun1e tourne." 

But this fantastic ritual failed to pro· 
duce the desired results. And so Madame 
de Montespan agreed to take part in a 
Black Mass. Evidence adduced at the trial 

of La Voison. Cuibourg and the rest, has 
left a complete picture of what happened. 

It was Leroy, governor of the King's 
pages. who first approached Guibourg 
with the idea of working for Madame de 
�[ontespan. He promised him a huge sum 
of money for life. 

:\Iadame de Montespan refused at first 
to perform the function of living altar. 
This was done by another woman. Cui· 
bourg approached her nude body and in· 
toned : "Astoroth, Asmodeus, Prince of 
Friendship, I pray you to accept the sacri· 
fice, this child I offer you, for the things I 
ask of you . . .  that the affection of the 
King and Monseigneur the Dauphin may 
be assured to Madame de Montespan, and 
that she may be honored by the princes 
and princesses of the court, and that noth· 
ing she may ask of the King may be 
denied to her. to her kinsfolk or to her 
servants." 

The child was then brought in. Cui· 
bourg had purchased it from its mother 
for a few dollars. He produced his sacri· 
ficial knife. jerked the child's head back 
by its hair and slashed the blade across 
his throat. After the blood had been caught 
in the chalice. a second knife was pro· 
ducerl. This Guibourg plunged into the 
child's belly, tearing out its heart and 
entrails. A second child was butchered 
in the same way and out of the blood, 
heart and entrails a powder was made. 
This love-philtre was given to Madame de 
Montespan. 

Five or six masses were said in this 
way during the ensuing year and it hap· 
pened that de Ia Valliere fell desperately 
ill. Her illness ravaged her beauty. She 
aged and faded. The King promptly aban
doned her and Madame de Montespan 
took a firm grasp of his affections. Cui· 
bourg crowed that his charms had worked. 
From then on Madame· de Montespan was 
entirely under his dominance. 

She was to have much use for the 
Abbe and La Voison in the years to come. 
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The King showed a renewed interest in 
his wife. the Queen. Alarmed, Madame 
de .Momespan sought Guibourg·� help. 
This time she submitted her own nude 
body to the ritual of the Black )fass. As 
matters turned out, the King's brief re
newal of interest in his wife died and for 
the next two years Madame de :'.lontespan 
required no further assistance from La 
Voison and her hideous brood. 

J
N 1675, howc\'er, another crisis oc-
cUt·red. Louis had been associated with 

the de Montespan for six years and court 
rumors had it that he was growing heart
ily tired of her. Indeed, the Bishop of 
Meaux, probably nerved by the lady's 
fall from grace, refused her entrance into 
the church. The ladies and gentlemen of 
the court rose against her and she was 
temporarily driven into retirement. 

She emerged presently and made 
straight away for the unholy shrine of the 
Abbe Guibourg. More infant blood was 
spilled, more obscene rites carried out in 
the dead of night with de Montespan 
serving as human alter. Again, witchcraft 
seems to have saved her, for the King 
unaccountably took her back. She en
joyed another year of favor. It was the 
last. 

Louis now became amazingly fickle, tak

ing and discarding four beauties of the 
court in swift succession. The arrival at 
court of the famous Madame de Mainten
on delivered the death-blow to �1onte
span's hopes. From the moment Louis set 
eyes upon her he was deeply enamored. 

Frantically she appealed to Guibourg. 
Now, all rhe vilest excesses of hell were 
launched in her behalf. Unspea.kable orgies 
of Satanism and lust named in an effort 
to retain the favor of the Devil. At the 
same time La Voison formed a plot to 
murder Montespan's succc�sor by means 
of a poisoned glove. Saturated in a deadly 
perfume it was guaranteed to bring death 
at the first whiff. 

But before this scheme could be put in 
action de Ia Reynie, who had been quietly 
investigating her activities. arrested her. 
,;\lomespan fled the court in time to save 
her own neck and was heard from no 
more. 

\\'ifh the arrest of La \"oison the un
speakable scandal of Satanism, the in
trigues, the poisoners and poisonings and 
all the rest of it, was dragged into blazing 
limelight. It created a sensation which 
has not yet been forgot and which in
directly led to the French Revolution. The 
King expressed the deepest shock and 
ordere<l his police commissioner to delve 
down to the bottom of the affair. 

For this purpose was established the 
terrible Chambre A T<lcntc or torture 
chamber where all those connected with 
the satanists were taken and submitted to 
unbearable agonies. Among them, of 
course, was La Voison herself. 

She was taken into the Chambre A r
dente and handed over to the tender 
mercies of the official torturer. He placed 
her upon a stool and thru�t her body into 
the "buskin", a form of close-fitting leather 
jerkin which is slowly tightened by in
serting wooden wedges, thus squeezing 
the breath from the prisoner. 

De La Reynie, who observed the entire 
scene with considerable pleasure has left 
this account of it: "She was bound and 
warned to tell the truth and to say nothing 
of the names of accomplices or of acts up
on which she had been questioned but 
what was the truth. After which, M. 
Vesou, doctor, and Morel, master sur
geon, were admitted to the room." 

She was first questioned about certain 
lady clients who desired to procure the 
deaths of their husbands. De La Reynie's 
account continues : 

"She said she had never been to Saint
Germain, had never taken powders there 
nor known Mlle. Desoeillets, nor had deal
ings with her. She had said all she knew 
about the Comtesse de Soissons and had 
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nothing to add to it. nor about Mme. 
d'Ailuye. having nothing to add to that 
either. 

"Urged to tell the truth . . .  She had told 
it. At the first wedge she had nothing 
more to say, she had told the truth, as 
witness God. 

"She knew nothing and had taken 
nothing to Saint-Germain, neither pow
ders nor anything else . . .  At the second 
wedge she cried, 'Ah, God, Ah, Holy 
Virgin !' but said nothing more. 

''At the third wedge she cried more 
lou<tlly and pleaded for pity. She had told 
the truth ; she had never taken any pow
ders to Saint-Germain and knew nothing 
mo·re about the ladies de Soissons and 
d'Alluye than whatt she had already said. 

"At the fourth wedge she cried tre
mendously, but said nothing." 

T
HIS iron-willed woman bore the most 

· horrible of tortures while four more 
wedges tightened the buskin around her. 
Then and only then she broke, admitting 
that "she felt obliged, in order to ease 
her conscience, that a large number of 

persons of all ranks .and conditions had 
applied to her for the death of, or the 
means of doing away with many persons, 
and that debauchery was the chief in
centive of these disorders.'' 

And with that she was dragged out to 
the Place de Gre\'e, public scaffold, 
placed upon a pile of faggots and slowly 
roasted to death. Before the end came she 
had screamed out enough to make it 
possible to proceed against other members 
of her vile society. 

As a result of thes·e dying statements, 
other lesser societies of Satanists were 
exposed and dully smashed. There was 
the Abbe Bouchot who debauched and 
murdered whole armies of women in the 
worship of the Devil. 

With the exception of Guibourg, the 
Abbe Lemignan was the worst of the 
lot. This grizzled, huge, old man had an 
obsession. That obsession was buried 
treasure. As a result of the recent wars of 
the Fronde, a species of civil wars, many 
noble families had buried their plate, 
silver. gold and jewels in secret caches, 
usually underground. But often, it hap-
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pened, these families were either killed 
or exiled. Only the hidden treasure re-
111ai11ed. 

A frantic scramble started to recover 
these various tr<'asures. But who could 
tell where to look? The Devil, whispered 
the Satanists. And so his )lcphistophelian 
Majesty was enlisted once more to locate 
secret fortunes. Another bloody, obscene 
ritual was devised and more or less stand
ard·ized. The celebrant would perform 
over the suspected cache and exhort Satan 
to indicate the exact location of the treas
mc. Often a wom:an about to deliver a 
child would be used in the ritual. She 
would be placed in a circle of flickering 
candles. When the child was born, it 
would either be battered to death before 
her eyes as a sacrifice to Satan, or taken 
elsewhere and murdered in secret. 

Chief among the practitioners of  treas
ure-hunting by witchcraft was Lemignan. 
L'l Joly, one o£ La Voison's crew. once 
visited him in his lodgiugs, accompanied 
by a poisoner called Meline. She later 
Lold the inquisitioners of the Chambre 
Ardente: 

''Lemignan at once raised a piece of 
evil tapestry and showed behind it an 
earthernware basin, and in the basin were 

• 4 ... -
.-: _,  

the bodies of two baby boys about seven 
months old. They had been cut into sev
eral pieces, which were in the basin, and 
the blood was very red and fresh. :Meline 
touched the two bodies, and. finding them 
warm, asked whether they had been alh·e 
when sacrificed ; to which he answered 
that he had nothing to say to that, but 
he and ::\Ieline would do something even 
better." 

Lemignan, however, defended himself 
so eloquently before the Chambre Ardente 
that he got off with a light eight-year 
sentence o£ exile. 

Not so the Abbe �!ariette. who paid 
with his life for a career of vileness and 
horror. Mariette came of excellent family. 
He started off early by poisoning a 
brother. He next lent himself to the 
celebration of Black Masses and for 1his 
was banished from Paris. He soon re
turned, however, and swore allegiance to 
the black banner of La Voison. His first 
assignment was to cause the liquidation o[ 
one Madame Lefron's husband. This he 
accomplished by arming the woman with 
a subtle mixture of arsenic and powdered 
toad's skull, and the wretched husband 
duly died in agonizing convulsions. 

He ne.xt hired himself out to the Com-
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tesse de Polignac, another lady of the 
Court, ambitious to become Louis' mis
tress. Indeed, a large percentage of the 
busi·ness of La Voison's disciples came 
from these venal women. Mariette: cele
brated a Dlack :O.fass on the naked body 
of a servant girl, slaughtering two chil
dren in the process. The de Polignac did 
not realize her ambitions, but :Mariette 
netted some $100.000. 

Mariette was likewise involved in the 
affairs of the de }.lontespan, and when 
that titanic plot crashed he fled immediate
ly to Bordeaux where he was protected 
by a former client, the \'icomte de Cous
sera.ns. Six months later de Ia Reynie's 
agents fcrretted 11im out and dragged him 
back to Paris. He escaped the stake, but 
the torture was more than he could stand 
and he died in prison, shrieking for Satan 
to come to his aid. 

A
MONG the Satanist� who dealt most-

ly in polsons the Abbe Dubousquet 
and a trunk-maker called Gerard were 
supreme. They devised this cunning 
method of giving death : They would 
smear a compound of soft soap and arsenic 
inside the toe of a boot and leave a nail 
slightly exposed. Thus. the wearer would 
prick his foot and the poison would enter 
his blood. Death was slow. excruciatingly 
painful and certain. 

Other master poisoners of La Voison's 
band were Dulong, Godin de Sainte-Croix 
and Lemperier, while the following per
fected themselves in certain Satanic 
specialties: Cotton celebrated Black 
Masses on obscene wax figurines de
signed to obtain love or death as desired 
by the client ; Le1)reux dealt exclusively 
in consecrating venomous snakes for foul 
Black !\lass uses; Tournet and Lemour 
said Black Masses over the naked bodies 
of female lechers to ward off the conse
quences of their lechery ; Malescot, Sey
soon and Gabriel did a thriving business 
in still-born babies and cauls to be used 

in the concoction of love-powders and 
poisons. 

Author- Johnson has epitomized this en
tire vile crew in the fo!!owing revealing 
passag e :  "Since practically all the priests 
and midwives whom we have had occasion 
to mention were directly or indirectly 
known to La Voison and carried out at 
least some of their abominations in her 
attic with the big stove. we are now able 
to pas.s a sounder judgment upon the 
house in the Rue Beauregard and upon its 
principal tenant. No lewder or fouler 
house can have existed in Paris at that 
time or since. a house which-pacl' its 
present owners-might we!! be wholly de
molished. its stones destroyed and its 
timbers burned. to obliterate it utterly 
from the sight of man. But if fine shades 
of distinction may be drawn between men 
and women all utterly vile, its most terri
fying occupant was not La Voison herself;  
though she was ready to go to any length 
in order to obtain the wealth and public 
consideration she craved, she does not ap
pear to have been naturally loathsome, as 
GuihQurg, for in�tance, was loathsome. 
Her part was rathrr to direct crime and 
perversion to an even completer ex
pre�sion of themselves. to incite wa\·crcrs 
and to animate enthusiasts. to employ her 
many and influential social contacts in 
winning new converts to infamy. and in 
bringing cowards, fools and rogues into 
the capacious net sp1·ead for their de
structi.on by the devineresses, witches, 
midwives and pestilential priests. Such a 
task fell to her not by organization but 
by natural aptitude ; she was a woman of 
exceptionally force ful character and of 
acute, though erratic, intelligence. who 
dominated her allies jn evil as she was 
able to dominate some of the most famous 
men and women in France. It is the in
tensity with which she subjugated her life 
to business instincts-her absolute cal
lousness in short-which stabs us even 
now more sharply than it did when we 
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knew her less; she was the exploiter of 
every sort of vileness. Were it not for a 
certain vague sincerity which distinguishes 

her from most of her associates, this ex
rloitation would rank her in nauseating 
depravity even below Guibourg ; without 
the least wish to condone a single one of 
her actions. may it not be admitted that 
her sincerity, even in superstition and 
evil, docs lift her to the position of being 
worthier of our regard than most of the 
human beasts whose company she af
fected ?" 

As the reader considers this appalling 
chronicle of madness and murder, lust 
and evil. he doubtless congratulates him
�elf on li\'ing in the twentieth century, 
telling himself-such things can't happen 
any more. In that, he is wrong. Fantastic 
as it  may seem, black magic and kindred 
forms of orgiastic tritcs are practiced to
day, if not as widely as three centuries 
ago. at least as intensely. 

By his own admission and evidence ad
duced during an English trial. the sinister 
rnan known as Alistair Crowley, calling 
himself variouslv "Beast 666" and "Ba
rho met XI. Supreme and Holy King of 
I rel;md and High Priest of the Thcle
mites", ha$ widely practiced black magic 
in its most obscene form. When Crowley 
in 1934 brought a suit against author 
Nina Hammett for revealing his practice� 
m her book, "Laughing Torso," the jury 

was so revolted by the evidence that the 
case was brought to a halt. 

They found in favor of the defendant, 
upholding her statements that Crowley 
practiced black magic. Justice Swift de
clared :  "Never have I heard such dread
ful, horrible, blasphemous. abominable 
stuff as that produced by this man Crow
ley."' 

Most of the evidence at the trial was 
unprintable, especially that dealing with 
the life that Crowley's disciples led in the 
Temple of Tht'lcmc at Ceialu, a Sicilian 
village. According to witneSS\!S, the uttter 
abandon that prcvaileJ at the temple was 
under the guise of cultish dtvotion. The 
creed of the weird cult was : 

"Do "·hat thou wilt shall be the whole 
of the law!" 

One room in the Temple was described 
as "the cauchemar", or ·'nightmare room", 
which was adorned with indescrib:�<bly 
lewd pictures and into whid1 ut,,·itiates 
of the cult were taken to be ''initiated''. 

The doctrine of the 'Thelemire Cult was 
that of yielding to impulse and urge-a 
doctrine of licentiousness and immorality, 
the Court was informrd. 

Crowley had prE'I'iously been kicked out 
of New York when he conducted similar 
rites in his Ordo Trmf'li Orirntr. 

So, you see, the impulses which motiv
ated such Satanists as the Abbe Guibourg 
and La Voison are not yet dead. 
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Each Jime one of those blurred 
st,·eaks of light whipped across my 
viJion, hort'ible, blasting destruction 
foil owed; men and women lay 
bleeding, begging for death. . . . 
And each time, 1 thought I saw in 
that weird flaJh, the face of an 
angry little child-one of m;• own 

playground wardJ! 
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CHAPTER ONE 

Death in the Ring 

EMILIA MONDEGO was the pret
tiest kid in the playground. She 
wore a cheap cotton dress, but it 

was clean and colorful ; her eleven-year
old legs were straight and sturdy. I re
member thinking, that morning at the 
playground as I stood talking to Erica 
Johnson and Emilia's big brother, Yollng, 
that I'd like to have a da\lghter of my own 
like Emilia. 

Young Moudego noticed that I was 
looking at her, and it seemed to make him 
glow. He was a nice boy. twenty, with a 
clean heavyweight's body, and a good 
mind. l'd only met him that morning. but I was giving him credit for a lot. For giv-



ing more to a little .sister tnan most 
twenty-year-olds do . . . for making her 
a swell little champ. 

Suddenly Emilia broke away from the 
group of children she captained, !hurtled 
toward the three of us with something 
dark and restive struggling in her small 
face. She came at Young Mondego like a 
bullet ·and she pummeled her fists against 
his stomach. and cried out, "I hate you! I 
hate you !" 

l don't think those fists hurt much, 
but Young looked. as though he'd been 
kayoed. Erica Johnson, playground di
rectoress for the Brcet \'v"yatt Foundation 
for Underprivileged Children. got a queer 
look of fright in her eyes as she knelt to 
quiet Emiiia. While I looked at Erica 
and wished she'd give up the job. 

That summer morning was my day for 
meeting the whole Mondego fami1y. I'd 
known Emilia for months. ever since I'd 
started hanging around the playground, 
tea.ching the kids to make model airplanes ; 
but I hadn't known her big brother, or her 
mother, who needed an operatio.n. Up 
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to that minute, I'd had the kindest opin
ion in the world of the Mondegos. Emilia's 
sudden declaration left me not knowing 
what to think. 

''It's not his fault, or the child's, either," 
Erica whispered to me, as a subdued but 
sudden Emilia went to rejoin her play
mates. ''Maybe it's that old mother. She 
may have made 'Milia a little crazy, too. 
It'll be so much better for all of them when 
Mrs. Mondego has that operation !" 

A cerebral operation. Erica, with her 
customary zeal in arranging things for 
people- who couldn't arrange for them-

4J 
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selves, had induced a specialist to per
form the operation for fiity dollars. And 
the fifty dollars was to be earned that 
night by Young Mondego. if he won his 
bout with Jack West at St. Christopher's 
Arena. 

That's where I came in. I had a way 
of coming in whenever Erica concerned 
herself about things-you guessed it, I 
couldn't stay away from her. She was 
blonde and straight as a Valkyrie ; to the 
Second Avenue families she worked with, 
she must have looked as much like an angel 
as she did to me. 

My finger in that pie was the Gil Var
ney Air School of tlw Air. If you've 
heard my weekly broadcast you know 
that about once every two month� I use 
the hour to boost some young American 
who seems to rate it. That night, I was 
going to broadcast Young .\lonriego's 
bout. It was a little oFf my regular line, 
which happens to be flying, but I'd go 
farther off than that for Erica. 

It was for Erica that I'd brought the 
kids model planes from my up�and-coming 
shack of a factory in Jersey. It was for 
Erica that I began to feel a strange dread 
that morning, in a playground where chil
dren seemed to go suddenly sullen and 
berserk. 

Because Emilia wasn't the first. There'd 
been a boy last week-incorrigible, they 
called him. He'd made an attempt at tear
ing Erica's eyes out, but she was twice 
his size, and able to hold him till help 
came. 

Was it environment? Or heredity ? 
Most of the kids JoYed Erica-the oth
ers seemed not to know the meaning of 
love. If she'd only gi1·e up this job, I 
thought, I'd take ca•·e of her . . . .  

J 
WAS thinking of a lot of things the 
night of the \Vest-Mondego fight, but 

none of them happened to be death. That 
was true also of a thousand-odd watchers 
i n  the darkened stadium, and of a possible 

hundr·ed thousand listeners who were 
getting the bruise-fest, blow by blow, 
over the Gil Varney air show. 

I was thinking, I remember, that Jack 
West was an old bum. and that Young 
l\1ondego was an athlete. I was glad I'd 
done that favor for Erica-glad in a lot 
of ways. I'd started out, only meaning 
to boost an earnest lad for his mother's 
sake, and there I was getting into a lather 
over the two-bit scrap. 

By the third round I knew I had a find. 
The Mondego kid was a comer, if I'd ever 
seen one. I'd seen the champ a week be
fore, and Mondego looked just as good 
to me I I told Erica that, and she got quiet 
and glowing, couldn't say anything but 
that hitJ mother would be so glad, so aw
fully glad. . . . I saw Rafe Oshinsky 
beaming at the ringside, and I knew I was 
giving Rafe a break he didn't deserve, 
raving about this bout he'd arranged, 
when he was only giving the kid fifty 
dollars. I was talking fast, I couldn't 
think of enough good things to say into 
the mike about the strong fast kid who 
was making that two-bit ring look like 
a million . . . .  

And then I stopped talking. Out of the 
blank darkness, something like a meteor 
came into the ring. Something that landed 
in a flare of light, so swiftly that there 
was only a split-second in which I saw 
it at all. Yet, in that split-second, I could 
have sworn to a glimpse of a tiny face
a face that was like Emilia Mondego's, that 
morning, when she'd hurtled into her 
brother I 

The crash was deafening, and it died 
into the sounds of a screaming, stampeding 
mob. Somebody had turned on all the 
lights-somewhere pol ice whistles were 
shrilling incessantly. 

In the ring-well, I t ricd to pull Erica's 
face to my chest, yelled at her, ''Don't 
look !" But she'd seen it already. 

Jack 'West was leaning against the ropes 
in a neutral corner, and the ring was r�11I 
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of blood. Young l\fondego's blood. What 
was left of .Mondego, wasn't enough to 
bury. He looked as though he'd been 
stuffed with dynamite and ignited. 

It had happened in seconds. or less 
than seconds. And as far as I know. it 
was the work of a small angel of death 
who had screamed that morning, "I hate 
you!" at a boy who was now dead. A 
small angel who had caromed out of dark
ness, and of whom there was now no 
trace. 

Erica was white as a dead woman. Shr 

kept staring into that ring. murmuring. 
"But it couldn't have been Emilia's face I 
Unless Emilia's a ghost. Gil. it wasn't 
time for him to die. 

What would yon have said? I said it. 
Nothing at all. I didn't feel so good my
self. There's nothing I admire more than 
a superb athlete. and I'd seen a perfectly 
splendid athlete dest royt!d by something 
more than a bolt from heaven. 1 kept tell· 
ing mys�:lf that I couldn't have seen that 
innocent angry face . . . <md yet, when I 
shut my eyes. I could see it again. And I 
cou!dn't get Erica out of the pres.s box. 
Not right away, not into that crazy mob 
that expected the whole Arena to blow up 
any minute . . . .  

We couldn't go until Rafe Oshinsky, 
ll'ith a police escort of ten, shouldered his 
way into the press box. He grabbed 
Erica's arm, and a poiic�:man grabbed 
mine, and they led us to safety. 

Rafe Oshinsky's money-loving soul 
made hi� IJeei -face a tormented chart. 
·'Hell, Mr. Varney,'' he said. "I'm sorry I 
Yo1U sa\\' how good he was . .Mr. Varney
and. right when you were giving us such 
a break !'' 

Plenty tough on Oshinsky, I didn't 
think. f-Ic'd ucen on the \'trge of a break 
for his penny-show, and he hadn't gotten 
it. He was heart-broken over that, and 
Young Monci<.'go was dead. but that was 
only incidental. I turned down Rafe's 
offer of a drink; I didn't want any more 

of his lamentation and apology. There was 
something else in me, something that 
turned my stomach cold in reeurr,ent 
waves whenever I thought of it. . . . 
Something that made me pull Erica into 
a taxi. and take her down to the Second 
Avenue fiat wher� th� Mondegos lived. 

[M no hero, and I know it. But to a 
few thousand kids in New York City, 

I'm the pilot who hrings in the New Year. 
That's my stock-in-trade on the Air 
School of the Air. J go eastward out to 
sea. before the dawn of every January 
First, and then fly westward with the sun. 
I know the kids love it, because I've read 
the letEers th�y send me. 

Yet that night, as I drove downtown 
with Erica, I thought of children like a 
bad man thinks of the devil. It kept tick
ing in my brain, that one fantastic !but 
inevitable conclusion-that Emilia had 
declarl!d passirmate hatred for Young a 
few huurs before he died; that I'd seen 
Emilia· s face in the murder-flare. I 
thougill of that other boy. too. The one 
who'd done amok in the playground a 
week ago, trying to teur out Erica's eyes. 

Fantasic? It had to be fantastic. We 
would find Emilia in bed at her mother's 
house, I told my sci f. and she would cry 
when she heard her brother was dead. 
Hate doesn't last in children ; it can't. cer
tainly, project itself as a �piritual animus 
into a physical act like murder. . . .  

N evcnhelcss. I asked Erica: ''Tommy 
.McCarthy-renwmber him? You had to 
call the cops for him last week. \'1/hatc:ver 
become of him?'' 

Erica's lips were still a pale bloodies:. 
purple. She moistened them briefly, a11cl 
said. "I'm not sure, Gil. He hasn't lwcu 
around since then. I think they had tr• 
send him to reform school." 

That's reasonable, you fool. f told my
self-and at the same time, I had an inswr 
vision of Tommy McCarthy hating Erica 
with every atom of energy in his soul . . ·. 
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hatjng her unto death . . projecting his 
hatred from some powerful and im•ic;ible 
point where it could wreak damage. 

Once you start thinking that way. you 
can think anything. I even remembered 
a set-to I'd had myself. one morning late 
that summer in the playground. when a 
child had answered my instructions about 
a model airplane with a startling baleful 
sneer . . . . ·•r didn't see Stanley Polchek 
this morning, Erica. Hasn't he been been 
coining around any more." 

The wide blue eyes, with serenity 
dashed out of them, turned to me. "No. 
Gil, not lately. I-haYe quite a turnover, 
of course. The children come volumarily, 
and there's no constraint on them to keep 
coming." She paused. trying to hold on 
to herself, and didn't quite manage. Her 
hand found mine, and she moaned. ''Oh. 
Gil, Gil . . . he was such a decent boy ! 
And-what a horrible way to die!'" 

She was terribly upset about Young 
Mondego and maybe something else. In 
the darkness I couldn't tell. I was frantic 
with a crazy, unreasonable fear for some· 
one who was still alive. Someone who 
Jcaned against my shoulder in the cab, 
turning to me in her shock and grief. 

A thought occurred to me. "Did the 
Mondegos have a radio?" I asked. 

Erica said, "Oh, no. They cmlldn't 
afford anything like that." 

CHAPTER TWO 

Arena of Slave Kid• 

soMEHOW, as we stumbled up the 
the badly-lit wood staircase, I knew 

I wouldn't find reassurance in the Mon
dego apartment. I knew it even more 
strongly when I saw the woman who 
opened the door. There was a desperate 
queerness about her-and she couldn't 
have heard about her son. Something else 
must have hit her hard. 

Her skin was dry, and the cracks in 

her face didn't leave room for a smile or a 
frown. She had white hair. sparse ami 
startling agaiust the sere brol\-rl skin. 
Not many 1eeth were ldt in her head, and 
those that were had swrted to rot. Btu 
worst of all wen: the eyes. Once they 
may have been bn"\'11 ; now they had 
faded to yellow that glinted and shiftt·rl 
like a sick eat's eyes. 

They glinted c;:pccially at the sight oi 
Erica. A bony claw reached out, and a 
quavering voice £aid too eagerly, '·You 
come in, Miss Johnson ! You come right 
in !" 

I'm not afraid of tailspin trouble-but 
I was afraid that night when I crossed the 
threshold of a poor old woman's hou�e. 
Afraid for Erica . . . . 

We both exclaimed as we came into 
the first of the two closets that passed for 
rooms. Standing there, with a worried 
frown on his handsome young face, 11is 
clothes making him look like a polished 
diamond in a lead setting. was Brett 
Wyatt, Erica's millionaire employer. 

Momentarily, I wondered what in the 
name of heaven Brett was doing in a 
squalid slum like this, and why he looked 
so worried. A shuffling behind me ma.d<: 
me turn around fast, and then I knew at 
least why Brett was staying. if not why he 
had come. 

The old Mondegu woman faced us all. 
with a rusty revolver wa\·ering at us. "In 
three minutes," she cackled, "you're all 
going to die !" 

Erica gasped and went pale. but she 
stood straight and still. Thtn. gently as a 
mother trying to lift a child oJT a roof
ledge without startling it, she walked 
toward the old woman. "You've had a 
hard time, Mrs. 1\fomlego," she said 
quietly, tiJ<ing her steady blue eyes on the 
shifting yellow ones. 

The old woman was staring straight at 
me. ''Who's that?'' she asked. 

Erica's voice was cool as an Arctic 
seal. "Mr. Gil Varney, Mrs. Mondego." 
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The old woman laughed-and her 
laughter was terrible to hear. "Gil Var
ney ! The New Yeat's Pilot? 'il1ilia's 
told me about you. \Veil, there won't be 
any more new years for you, Mr. Gil 
Varney-" Her finger crooked shakily on 
the trigger. 

"You don't understand," [ said. "We 
came here to ask about your little girl." 

That was the wrong thing to say. The 
old woman flared up. ·'That's what he 
said, too," she snorted. jerking a thumb 
at Brett. ''As though he didn't know al
ready what's happened to Emilia !'' 

"What has happened?" Erica asked. 
So111ehow, looking at that rusty old can
non held by a quivering madwoman, I 
didn't understand how our lives were be
ing prolonged, second by second. 

' · 'Milia's dead !" the old woman sud
dculy cried. "You know that I But you 

don't know-that she's an angel. She 
sees you now, and she wants you to 
die . . .  she wants to strike you down.'' 

I saw it coming then, before I had time 
to think. The shakinJ; revolver had stead
ied at last, and it was pointed not at Brett, 
not at Erica, but at me. Instinctively, I 
dove for the old woman's knees. There 
was sharp report, and a body slumped 
over me. Blood smeared me, got in my 
qes . . . .  

Erica screamed. For a second, I thought 
l 'd been hit-and then l got to my feet, 
and found it wasn't my bloud that covered 
me. 

It was the old woman's. She'd been 
shot in the throat. 

Brett stoud there, white as chalk with 
a steel-blue pistol in hi� hand. He whis
pered, in an awed, ghastly way, ·'I killed 
her." 

ERICA and I pleaded with him, and 
after the police heard us testiiy for 

two hours that it was self-defence, they 
offered to rout a judge out of bed, and have 
him set bat! for Brett. But Brett's ears 

seemed still full of the sound of death, 
and you could tell by looking at his white 
face that he was more aware of old Mrs. 
Mondego with her throat shot out than he 
was or Erica and me, two feet in front of 
him, pleading. 

He looked at his strong brown hands, 
as though he could see blood on them. In 
the end. chiefly through his own insistence, 
he was taken into custody. I knew how he 
felt-it doesn't set well on a normal man's 
stomach to kill an old woman, even if his 
hand is forced. 

"1 may he more o£ a criminal than you 
think,'' he said hopelessly to us and to the 
police. ''God knows, I didn't mean to be 
-1 just wanted the Foundation to go on. 
and so I didn't risk scaring off the kids by 
an inve:;tigation." 

Then he told us something that I 
guessed, by lc)Pking at her face, Erica al
ready knew. Emilia Mondego had been 
at least the eighth child to disappear on 
her way home from the playground in the 
last two months. And because children 
do disappear in slums, Brett hadn't c<>n
sidered it altogether his business, u:ntil 
tonight. Emilia Mondego's case was the 
climaJC that made it no coincidence-Brett 
had gone down to see the mother personal
ly, as the prelude to further investigation. 

"She wasn't sane,'' he said. "She threat
ened me; she wouldn't listen to reason." 
He looked to Erica. and I thought I saw 
a warmth coming into his eyes in response 
to her concern. I thought, too. that tl1ere 
was more than concern in her face-there 
was a certain admiration. That hurt. 
"And then you came," he finished. 

I hadn't auy right to be hurt, or jealous. 
1 knew it. Brett had just saved my life, 
and he was payiug for it without complain
ing. Before they took him away, he soot�.<. 
to me privately for a moment. "I know 
how you feel about Erica," he said. "And 
I know you'll do your best. But I feel 
that way too-so I'm putting in my two 
cents. I don't know what's happening. 
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but something is. Don't let her out of 
your sight." 

I felt rotten and low. sitting behind 
Brett's chauffeur next to Erica, while 
Brett's big car took us away from the 
station. · Partly I was worried, 1\'ishing 
that Brett had stayed out of the jug to 
help me look after Erica. Partly. I felt 
that the play had been taken away from 
me. I couldn't see Erica's face in the clark
ness, and she didn't say anything, but I 
knew she was thinking. I guessed she 
wasn't thinking of me. I di�n't want to 
be jealous of Brett. who was richer, kind
er, and that night had shown himself more 
of a man, than I. I tried to think oi other 
things . . . .  That wasn't hard. because 
plenty of other things had been happening. 

The police hadn't put much stock in 
our story of a little murderous angel strik
ing in a flare of light. They were investi
gating Young Mo11dego's death from a 
more realistic angle. Either someone had 
placed a big bet on the picayune fight. 
which wasn't likely, or else Mondego's 
promise as a fighter had inspired some 
scared backer of a more prominent boxer 
to put him out of the way. 

It might be that the crazed old mother 
wouldn't have reported anything straight. 
not even a threat, which might have ex
plained Emilia's disappearance. 

Momentarily, as we passed throug-h 
midtown Manhattan, I wondered i£ Brett 
knew more than we did, or if he had sur
mised Erica's danger as I had. 

And then I stopped wondering about 
anything. There was only one thing· in me 
-fear. It wasn't a thing to frighten a 
grown man, ordinarily-it was only the 
face of a child, loitering in front of Erica's 
apartment hotel, his big eyes fixed on us 
with a peculiar hostile gravity, as rhough 
he'd been waiting for us a long time . . . . 

J 
LEAPED from the limousine before 
it came to a full stop and gave chase, 

because the kid was Tommy McCarthy. 

At the corner. I had to stop. because there 
were a hundred shapes, and a hundred 
areaways and infinite shadow making any 
kind of reasonable pursuit imposs:ble. 
Erica came up behind me and clutched my 
arm. The wide blue eyes had terror in 
them. She said the child's name and 
there were tears in her voice . . . .  

I found an officer on the beat, told him 
I'd spotted a child who was reported 
missing. He twirled his stick, jotted down 
a description, and said casually, ·'Don't 
worry too much. if he's not your kid. 
Either they turn up in a few days-or else 
they become chronic runaways, and 
there's no keeping them back.'' 

Chronic runaway :' Or an instrument of 
diabolic hate, loose neaT Erica's home? . . .  
I could see Emilia �:l:ondego again, with
our even shutting my 'eyes, I could see her 
pummeling a boy who was going to lie 
in his own life-blood twelve hours later. 

''Gil, what's happening to us?" God, 
if I could have answered that in time to 
prevent what followed ! 

I took Erica's arm, and walked back to 
the hotel with her. It didn't matter where 
I slept. On a couch, a chair, or on the 
floor-but I swore nothing was going to 
move me out of Erica's lobby that night. 

They made me sign for a room, and 
pay for it. I thought that was an easy 
enough way of getting what I wanted, 
which was to park in that lobby till Erica 
came down for breakfast. She said noth
ing, but there was a look of relief on her 
face when I took her t-o the elevator. 

"You're being a good friend, Gil," she 
said. The fair skin was pale, alm.ost 
bloocUess-1 couldn't have expected her 
to look otherwise, but it worried me . . . .  
Her hand was cool in mine for a second, 
and then she went up. There was no at
tempt at a good-night kiss-and yet she'd 
given me that much, often. So many 
things on her u1ind, I told myself-and 
then the thought intruded : is Brett Wyatt 
one of them ? 
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I had to forget that, I had to. I found 
a deep-cushioned chair in the nostalgically 
ornate old hotel luuby, and slumped into 
it. A desk-clerk looked at me, and then 
relaxed into uneven sleep. Not a bad 
sort of hotel-clean and respectable, but 
with its best days behind it. 1 could do so 
mu�h better for Erica, I thought, I could 
give her a home-and she could give me 
one-

Wings ! Suddenly my relaxed body 
poised itself in the semi-darkness, at the 
sudlden familiar sound of air playing on 
struts-a bright shadow swooped by the 
hotel entrance, like a stranger uncertain of 
his destination, and then I was on my feet. 
I knew it would come back-and in the 
door. 

Lightning is no swifter than the arm of 
death-and yet some undreamt-of agility 
in my make-up was swifter. It must have 
been, for I hurled a small wooden table 
at the swooping roaring shadow before I 
realized it. The night's silence shattered 
into thunder, and for a brief second, the 
dim lobby was brilliant with destructive 
light. 

I felt myself slammed against a wall, 
and a stunning jar of pain seemed to 
rip the right leg from my body . . . .  

Then darkness again, and pain, and men 
screaming in the night for light. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Who's the Bou of Hell? 

T
H.E lights were up almost instantly-
on a scene of carnage. The neat old

fashioned lobby was in splinters and 
shreds, and the dozing desk-clerk had 
awakened to nightmare more real than 
dream. Across his desk he sprawled, 
clawing futilely at a jagged crimson thing 
that had been his belly. An elevator man 
with his eye oozing blood, was mnning 
vainly as a madman from the pain he 

-cart"ied within him. 

Peo·ple poured into the hall, horrified 
people who shouted roud questions even 
as they rushed to aid the dying--of whom 
I might be one. I didn't wait to find out. 
My legs would carry me, and that was 
enough-! found a staircase, and went up 
it on all fours, my heart beating in terror 
for Erica. 

The thing had struck again. On the 
third floor landing, sheer paralysis stopped 
me, and I clutched that wotmded leg with 
an oath. 

A thin brownish stream of blood clotted 
on my right trouser-leg. I cut a clinging 
patch of cloth with a pocket-knife, and 
examined the wound. Only then did I 
know that something had become im
bedded in the flesh of my thigh. 

Did it hurt? It must have, but I didn't 
know it then. Fear and rage are some
times anaesthetics. I cut the paralyzing 
small object from my leg with that knife
blade, and wiped the blood off it, on my 
shirt. 

There it lay, in my palm, so obvious 
that UJJ!ess I were stark mad I had to 
recognize it. 

The cylinder-head of a tiny gasoline 
engine. Extremely familiar, both as to 
shape and as to the small GV stamped on 
its smooth end. The thing had come from 
my own factory in New Jersey. If I had 
found as definite evidence linking the 
horror with another man, I'd have killed 
him. 

I could only pray that Erica would be 
safe. But the fact that there were people 
downstairs seemed to guarantee that, as 
well as my continued prescnce would 
have done. 

People below . . .  looking for traces of 
the bomb-like thing which had destroyed 
itself in the very act of destruction. They 
were going to find more cylinder-heads . . .  
other parts. I knew that other people 
were going to draw a damning conclusion 
from that proud and innocent manufactur
er's monogram. Only two people to take 



50 TERROR TALES 

care of Erica. And! Brett was already in
capable of moving to help her. I couldn't 
let myself be detained, too. 

I crawled somehow across the third 
fioor, to a back staircase. There were 
three chances in a thousand that I wouldn't 
be found there, but I prayed for those 
three chances like I'd never prayed before. 
Pain wasn't making me wince, but it made 
me half-blind, it made me stop and start 
again a hundred times. vVhat I needed 
was a drink, but I didn't know how I'd get 
one. 

Luck. or Providence, was with me for 
the next fifteen minutes. I could hardly 
believe it when I found myself at the back 
entrance, staggering into Forty-eighth 
Street, with the $tars over me. My mirtd 
was ticking furiumJy, and my body was all 
for letting me down, but I got to a t:ab on 
the corner. 

The driver eyed me curiously and he 
eyed my ten-dollar bill with sad�faction. 
"Where to?" he asked. "Not Hoboken?" 

"No," I gasped. "Just take me to-the 
St. Christopher Arena.'" Why had I said 
that ? Until I thought about it, I hardly 
knew, myself. It was a destination my in
stincts had devolved on while 111)' con

scious mind wa� tmsy with only fear and 
pain. 

1 SAT back, and tried to re·visualize a 
sce.1e which had occurred so quickly 

that there was time to observe it only 
through the camera eye of memory. That 
moment of carnage in a hotel lobby when 
a bright flash of doom struck a hurtling 
piec�:: 1•£ furniture. _ . . 

I knew no one had been directly hit by 
the dt'ath instrument. Wbat it had hit. 
what had projected the explosion, was 
,he table I threw at it. In that respect, it 

dill'ered from the clash in which Young 
Mondago had died. And yet-desperately 
I tried to re-see something, the first sight 
of which had half-blinded me-hadn't 
there been a spatteri.ng of blood in that mo-

ment of impact itself, before the other 
wounded were struck? Hadn't the bright 
shadow sprayed a living fountain ? . . . 

That was it. An almost invisible pro
jectile, so devised that it held airplane 

parts of my make. Airplanes could 
be camouAaged to merge with dusky at
mosphere . . . and there must have been 
a living pilot who died at the peak of 
his work. I knew there was no product 
of my factory which could have exhibited 
those hellish qualities, but it was part 
of my business to make parts for various 
model plane builders, jobbers who sold 
to amateurs ; any number of people. 
Those parts could have been distributed 
to some fiendish artisan through any one 
of a hundred channels . . . .  

A living pilot. The words echoed 
through my brain witt1 a sickening reso
nance. I saw that spattering blood
fountain a�ain . . .  and thought of the face 
in the first explosion, the face of Emilia 
Mondego. 

It was I who had taught those play

ground children, in all good faith, to play 
with m<Jdel planes-! who had talked with 
them for hours about aeronautics ; I who 
had waived any suggestion that it wasn't 
a fit subject for little girls, and pointed 
with pride to one of my brightest pupils, 
eleven-year-old Emilia Mondego . . . .  

But why, �vcn if 50me evil intellect had 
distorted my activities into this devil
pattern of death and hatred, were all those 
distortions coming home to me? Why had 
the first prize-fight I ever broadcast been 
interrupted by the first manifestation of 
those satanic bombings ? Why-for I was 
sure now that it was I against whom that 
attack in the hotel lobby had been directed 
-had I been slated for death that night? 

It wasn't concern for my own health 
that made me wonder. It was the hope of 
finding in the answet- to my questions 
some due to the whole black system, and 
some proof of the guilt of the fiendish 
intelligence behind tonight's happenings. 
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An answer flashed across my brain-an 
answer as fantastic as the hellish set-up it
self. But there was a certain relief in my 
heart at the thought, for if I were right, 
I knew that Erica at least would be safe. 

I paid the cabbie off three blocks away 
from St. Chri�tupher's Arena. It wasn't 
comfortable, walking those streets. My 
leg was going to take more than a fifteen 
minute rest to get back to normal, but I 
wanted to arrive without notice or wel

come. Somehow, I suspected that either 
would have been unpleasant, and from 
what I had experienced, I knew I was 

dealing with forces whose concept of 
hellishness was devastating. 

It was one in the morning. Like a 
brooding ghost, old St. Christopher's 
loomed over the quieting Broadway. A 
boy had died there during the night, but 
there was no hint of it at the locked gate, 
and no one had remembered to take down 
a poster that announced a bout between 
Jack West and Young Mondego . . . .  

But inside there would be a wrecked 
ring and blood-stains waiting for the scrub 
woman's morning visit. There would be, 
perhaps, a twin cytinder-head to the one 
I'd taken from my leg . . .  or other things. 
Just as one broken part had pointed mute
ly to me, another might point more surely 
at another maker . . . . 

I couldn't risk detection at those steel 
gates. There was another way in, through 
the narrow prison·-like window on the 
second floor, a window that must have 
seemed hardly worth bolting. I was no 
second-story man, and I had a game leg, 
and my insides ached with weariness and 
shock and fear . . .  but I was going to get 
through that window. Rough-hewn stones 
formed the outer architecture of the build

ing, and on them I found a precarious foot
hold upward. 

One last pull, with my arms shrieking 
for respite-and then I catapulted into a 
dark interior, on all fours. The thud of 
my landing echoed dully, vastly-! knew I 

was in the ampitheatre itself. A minUJte's 
rest-I had to allow myself that-and then 
I crept down through row after row of 
empty seats, toward the ring. My heart 
kept knocking a rapid warning against 
its cage, I was sick and scared and half

dizzy. I was alone in a dark big place, 
and I felt no better ;�.bout it than men 
usually do. It seemed, even as I went for
ward to examine the foot-prints of death, 
the sound of death was behind me. More 
than once I turned about suddenly at 
the echo of my own breathing, expecting 
to see the shadow of a murder-bird swoop
ing down on me as it had swooped on 
Young Mondego in this place. 

If that had happened, 1 couldn't have 
saved myself. There wasn't that much 
strength in me . . . but there was g()ing 
to be. I didn't know it, but there are 
reserves in a man that he may tap once in 
a lifetime or not at all. I was going to use 
that reserve . . . .  I think I started using 
it when voices disturbed the big darkness, 
thinly and unevenly, the minute I got into 
the ring. 

J 
STOOD there, waiting for someth·ing 
to hit me, and not daring to strike a 

match. But nothing came, and the voices 
persisted. The sound was too faint to de
termine anything except that other human 
beings were in St. Christopher's Arena, 
and I knew that no one had any business 
there at that hour. 

A yell. Swift and staccato, its echo 
lingered in the dark seconds after the 
sound died. And even in the echo there 
was a quality of murderousness that made 
me tremble to think a human throat had 
uttered it. Not passion, not fright-but 
intense, unadulterated hate. Yells like 
that may have danmed the air, in the meet
ing of barbaric armies, or during a mid
night lynching . . .  but they don't belong 
in an empty building in the heart of New 
York. 

Something made me bolt out of the 
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ring, down an aisle, and into a training
room corridor. Something that remem
bered the wrecked beauty of a young 
athlete's body, and the terrific anticipa
tion in a girl's blue eyes. That something 
was rage. 

The voices grew louder as I trailed 
them, took on color and meaning. Chil
dren's voices . . .  with the child-like verve 
hideously distorted. Quarrelsome, rebelli-· 
ous, the tones rose and fell in angry 
gusto. And as I ca.me nearer the source, 
I heard an occasional treble 9ath. There 
was a sharp crack, too brittle to be a 
revolver-and then that yell again. 

It came from behind a wall directly to 
my right. I groped for a door-knob, and 
then there was no more darkness. 

Rafe Oshinsky whirled to meet me at 
the door. There was a bull-whip in his 
big paw, and he tried to drive me out 
with it, but I wasn't being driven, not 
that night. Out of the corner of my eye, 
I caught a glimpse of children, dozens of 
them, with red welts on their little 
bodies. . . . I went for the matt with the 
whip, tooth and nail. 

The whip caught me across the chest, 
slicing through coat and shirt and flesh, 
but it was taking more than that to stop 
me. I knocked him down, my fists stain
ing his teeth crimson, pulping his nose . . . .  

Suddenly I realized that I was being 
dragged down with him. The kids . . .  
yelling, crazy with hate, were doing their 
best to tear me limb from limb. I stopped 
tryiug to rip up Rafe Oshinsky. 1 had 
my hands full beating off those kids. 

"I'm trying to help you!" I shouted at 
them. "I'm trying to save you-" 

They were deaf, or they didn't care. 
They were only children, but there were 
so many of them . . .  and a strong man 
can be killed by ants, if there are ants 
enough. It didn't make sense. The kids 
should have been on my side! Those 
angry red welts on their skinny chests 
couldn't have made them like Oshinsky 

much. I recognized some oi them, those 
nearest, as the pupils of Erica's play
ground. The missing children of Second 
A venue . . . I called on them by name, 
pleaded with them. 

It wasn't I who kept them from slaught
ering me. It was Rafe Oshinsky. I 
wouldn't have believed there was that 
much in him. But of course, he had the 
whip. 

I wondered why he was trying to save 
my life, and then I realized that he was 
trying to save his own. Those children 
were blind with blood-lust, but somehow, 
while the whole situation took on a differ
ent aspect in my mind, he succeeded in 
driving them to a far corner of the big 
gym. 

Rafe locked the kids off by pulling a 
folding gate across the gym corner. Then 
he turned to face me, wiping blood from 
his eyes, to get a look at me. 

And then I was looking down the 
cold eye of a gun-muzzle. 

"Damn you, boss," said Rafe, "you 
may be paying me good money, but you 
can't get away with this." 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Babe. in Bomb. 

I THOUGHT he hadn't gotten all tthe 
blood out of his eyes, and couldn't tell 

who I was so I yelled something to give 
him a general idea of how I felt, and a 
specific idea of my name . . .  but that 
didn't make any difference. He kept 

closing in on me, and if ever I saw mur
der in a man's eyes, it was in Rafe Oshin
sky's. 

''Yon rotten hypocrite!" he shouted at 
me. "You thought if you paid me enough, 
you could get me to do your dirty work 
without trying to find out who I was work
ing for. Rafe Oshinsky ain't such a fool 
-I've known about you for a long time. 
I know how you teach the kids to fly 
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these little planes, after I toughen 'em up 
so's they won't mind a little danger. I 
knew it tonight, but I didn't say anything 
till I could see whlether I was going to 
get blamed for that killing or not." 

I couldn't talk-there wasn't anything 
to say. My mind was trying to digest a 
good-sized impossibility. But if Rafe saw 
the struggle of incomprehension in my 
face ; it didn't come across to him, because 
his next words proved that he still thought 
I was his boss. 

"I didn't know whnt your game was 
till ·tonight, when I saw Young Mondego 
die. That made me pretty sick, but I 
didn't say anything to the cops, because 
Rafe Oshinsky ain't the kind that squeals 
on a boss. But if you think now that 
you've got the cops with you, that you 
can get out from under and leave me with 
the blame, you just bring on your cops. 
I can prove to them what your angle is 
in this." 

My mind was starting to work again: 
"How can you prove it, Rafe ?" I asked. 

His florid features were beginning to 
swell from the beating they'd taken. Now 
they widened in a crafty grin. "There ain't 
nothing perfect, Mr. Varney. You can 
teach kids to mind you better than grown
ups. You can even be surer they won't 
tell secrets. But don't forget I taught 
'em with this." He stroked the whip 
caressingly. "It taught 'em to keep secrets 
-a11d it got secrets out of 'em. They 
jump, all right, when the whip cracks-! 
know where you keep those little planes, 
Mr. Varney, and I know where you t1·a.in 
the kids to fly 'em, after you get those 
kids back from me. Oh, I ain't actually 
seen them training-but I know how you 
give 'em the first lessens in public play
grounds, and I can put two and two to
gether. So can anybody else, Mr. Varney 
. . . including the police." 

My mind was working now. The dove
tailing of impossibilities into fact had 
happened. "Okay, Rafe," I said. "You 

win-you're a smart boy. What are you 
going to do next?" 

He grinned meani11gly. "I'm turning 
you over," he said. ''Unless-maybe you 
have a better suggestion ?" 

''Sure I have," I sald. "You're smart, 
I just said so. I guess you know why 
I've been training these kids. I guess you 
know the percentage." 

He nodded, and tried to look as smart 
as I was giving him credit for, but h e  
didn't say anything. 

"Sure," I agreed. "You knew it tonight 
after the fight. You know I wanted the 
first killing to get lots of publicity-that's 
why the Mondego bout was broadcast. 
Get it? It's going to be smeared over 
every front page in the city tomorrow 
morning. _People start wondering, they 
get a little scared. Tomorrow, there are 
a few more accidents. This time, the 
people who get killed are rich. And the 
day after tomorrow, every newspaper in 
the country carries a banner headline. The 
day after that-why. man, I can name 
my own terms to anybody from the mayor 
down! If they don't pay, or otherwise 
come across, it's curtains! And you know 
what I'm going to do for you, Rafe, be
cause you're such a smart guy, and be
cause you've been such a help to m e ?  I'm 
going to make you a partner! Think of 
it, Rafe-fifty percent of unlimited credit 
on the whole world I" 

J 
KNEW I was mouthing crazy things, 
things that couldn't be true by the 

wildest stretch of imagination, but when 
you're talking to a madman you use his 
language. And Rafe had certainly acted 
as crazily as any human being with whom 
I'd ever come in contact. I tried to quiet 
the hectic note in my voice, tried to make 
those fantastic utterances sound plausible. 
And t<J my relief, I realized that Rafe 
believed me. A look of greed crossed his 
swollen face. . . . 

"Want to see how ] train 'em, bos.s ?" 
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he asked, with fawning pride. "I'll show 
you how I make 'em fight for food-" 

He didn't have. to show me. A fight 
had already broken out in the pen. A 
fight between a boy and a girl, neither of 
them over twelve . . . .  I screamed at Rafe 
to make them stop. I tried to get through 
the gate myself. While the other children 
shouted him on, the small boy knocked the 
girl down, kneeled on her chest and 
systematically tried to gouge out her 
eye:s . . . .  

Rafe flicked his whip, roared bestial 
commands. He went into the pen, and 
laid U1e whip on heavy, till the boy whim
pered away from h:is victim . . . .  

I couldn't look. It make me pretty 
sick. Rafe came out, and apologized. 
"Sorry, boss. Always lose a few good 
chicks in the hatching--can't be helped." 

I wanted to get at the bottom of the 
whole hellish set-up. And I wanted the 
worst of those kids away from the others. 
I managed to look into the pen, where a 
small eyeless thing that was already a 
corpse lay, and steeled myself to say, "I! 
you've got a few of them ready for action 
-like that boy-let's take them with us, 
and. go over to the training grounds now. 
Got a car?" 

"Sure," said Rafe, glowingly. He 
whipped two of his young charges out 
of the pen, trussed and gagged them. We 
went out to Broadway with our unholy 
burden, and got into Rafe's big flashy 
sedan. I was supposed to know where 
ihe training grow1d was, but of course, 
I didn't. I let him take the wheel. 

vVe went uptown, crossed the bridge to 
New Jersey in the quiet darkness, and 
headed north by west. . . .  

A fleeting sense of tragedy came into 
my brain as the road we traveled went 
within half a mile of my own factory. A 
week ago I worked there with no thought 
for anything but my work-and now, 
dcvil's hands had spoiled what I had been 
·building for years. 

V./e went on, with the fog-light picking 
out a dirt road. Rafe couldn't stop talk
ing about his future. 

"You sure picked the right man, Mr. 
Varney, when you picked me. Nobody 
but me could 'a trained those kids I That 
adrena.lin sure works swell with 'em, don't 
it? I found out about nt in the war. They 
used to give it to yellow-bellies and make 
heroes out of 'em. There's some kind of 
highbrow explanation. but I don't care 
about that. I just know it helps me put on 
swell fights with the bwns that come to 
me, calling themselves boxers. 

"Dut you should'a known you could 
trust me, Mr. Varney. You didn't have 
to do business with me all this time with
out telling me your name. If you CO�tldn'a' 
trusted me, don't you think I'd'a spilled 
that stuff tonight about Mondego ? You 
got a good man when you got me." 

An empty field loomed ahead of us, and 
the headlights picked out a rambling 
barn-like structure in the middle of it. I 
was sick to the point of nausea with Rafe's 
ghoulish, witless chatter, but I had a 
point to gain. The same thing that made 
me sick, made me stick to it. 

''\:Yell, here we are, Mr. Varney," Rafe 
said, braking the sedan to a stop. The car 
lurched suddenly sideways as a figure 
leaped to the running-board, and I ifelt 
the hard prod of a revolver in my ribs. 

The man behind the gun was Brett 
Wyatt. He said, "Put your hands where 
I can see them, both of you, or I'll blow 
you to hell." 

R AFE went to pieces. "Don't blame 
mel" he whimpered. "It's all this 

guy's idea. He'll tell you I'm his pa.·tner, 
but that was just a blind. I was just tryin' 
to get the goods on him. I wouldn'a' gone 
through with it-honest, I wouldn't 1" 

I might have been made of ice, clean 
through, for all I was able to say or do. 
Brett's gun bored steadily into my ribs, 
and Brett's eyes bored steadily into my 
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face. Then, into the foglight glow of the 
parked sedan stepped a tall slender figure. 
She stopped there with the light on her 
face, looking at me with a kind of un
believing horror. Erica! 

Rafe, who had bragged of his trust
worthiness, couldn't stop talking. "And I 
got him to come clean, too! He confessed 
to me back there how he was gonna send 
these little bombs of his to kill more 
people, and then he was gonna hold up 
the world with them!" 

A final look of shocked belief came into 
Erica's eyE's. She darted forward, opened 
the back door of the sedan, and cried out 
at the sight of the two little figures con
cealed there. Blue lightning glinted in 
her eyes, She crierl at me, "You filthy 
murderous beast!  I didn't want to be
lieve it-but you've made me!" 

"I guess that cinches it," Brett said with 
a hard note in his voice. "There's no phone 
here, so you'll have to go back to justice 
in the plane Erica and I came in. Come 
on-step out. And don't try to pull any
thing." 

I stepped out of the car. The ice had 
suddenly all melte<l inside me. I felt like 
water. "Those two I" Erica cried. "Were 
you going to cut out their tongues, too, 
like you did to those others in the shack, 
so they couldn't testify against you?" 

There was no good in a flat denial. I 
was enmeshed too hopelessly for that. 
Brett was saying something about the 
planes he and Erica had found here, model 
planes with my factory stamp all over 
them, planes big enough to carry a child. 
"You thought you'd have a free hand with 
me in jail, didn't you, Gil? I thought so, 
too. That's why I went. But I stayed 
there just long enough to give you plenty 
of rope. I suspected you at once, but I 
didn't have proof." 

"Why, you-" I began, and then I de
cided to wait. It struck me as damned 
£tinny that Brett should be accusing me, 
when it was suddenly plain as daylight to 

me who must have been the real instigator 
of those bomb-deaths-Oshinsky's real 
employer. There was one chance in a 
hundred left for me to prove my innocence, 
so I let Brett prod me toward his two
place monoplane with the gun. His other 
arm held Erica's. She was looking at me 
as though I were the foulest thing on 
earth, and knowing what she thought, I 
didn't blame her. 

We were nearly to the plane when I 
shot my bolt. I whirled about, expecting 
the gesture to make Erica draw back at 
least enough to throw Brett off balance. 
She did. Her arm pu.lled his body side
ways, and the bullet he intended for me 
whined harmlessly into the night. 

That gave me a second's advantage, all 
I needed. I let Brett have it straight on 
the jaw. His teeth knocked together, and 
I slammed the gun from his grasp, catch
ing it before it hit the ground. For the 
next hall-minut(' he just took punishment 
-and then he went groggy. 

I half-pulled, half-dragged Erica into 
th� plane with me. Far down the field, 
Oshinsky was yelling at me to wait for 
him. I didn't. The plane was equipped 
with a starter. 

EVEN in mid-air, Erica fought me Hke 
a lioness, as though neither my life 

nor hers were worth two cents. But I 
managed to quiet her as I circled the field. 
Eventua.lly, it dawned on her that I wasn't 
making a get-away and making her share 
it. Then her struggles subsided, and she 
screamed at me, "Where are you going ?" 

"Wait and see I" I yelled. She didn't 
have to wait long. From the field below, 
tiny pursuit planes were already rising. 
They seemed a dozen shining translu
cences in mid-air, like giant fireflies. The 
bomb-planes . . . .  

"Doesn't that prove it?" I asked Erica, 
as I spiralled upward. "If I'm the instiga
tor of these attacks, why should I be at
tacked? Do you think anyone can be di-
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recting those things but the man who's 
really behind this?" 

Her lips formed a name, but I didn't 
hear it, and I had to stop looking at her. 
One of those bright flares, with a child's 
angry face in the heart of it, was coming 
straight for us, blindly. Collision meant 
instant death. I dived, pulled up in a half 
loop and rolled out at the top. Another 
plane was attacking from above. I whipped 
into a half-roll and horsed back on the 
sticlk. 

I was heading for the ground now-1 
had exonerated myself, and now there was 
only a reckoning. Just to make sure that 
I had made my point clear to Erica, I 
shouted at her above the melee of a thou· 
sand humming cylinders, "He doesn't even 
care about you now-he's scared. He's 
trying to kill us both." I thought I read 
comprehension in her white face. 

There was a thundering detonation as 
two of the small pursuit planes crashed 
into each other-and then I slipped down 
to the ground. 

Oshinsky and Wyatt were working to· 
gether, now. They closed in on us, shoot· 
ing, as soon as we landed. That clinched 
my proof with Erica-for Oshinsky must 
have realized, when he saw Brett sending 
the planes up afte1· me, that Brett was 
his real boss-that he'd have to work with 
Brett to save his own dirty neck. 

Putting myself between Erica and the 
line of fire, I drew the gun I'd taken from 
Brett, ru1d aimed. Hot lead nicked my 
cheek. I fell to one knee, and let Oshinsky 
have it in the heart. Bullets flew behind 
me, thudded harmlessly into earth . . . . 
Brett's gun-hand was hurt. I hurt it a 
little more. He howled, and dropped. I 
didn't want Brett to die-I wanted him to 
confess first. 

Suddenly I found myself wanting an· 
other and perfectly irrelevant thing-to 
flatten against the earth, and rest. I'm no 
hero, and whatever heroism there was in 
me had gone its limit for the night. I 
tried to fight against ·it, but I knew the 
danger was over. That knowledge was 
too much for my aching muscles, and they 
quietly caved in. 

I was conscious of Erica taking the gun 
from my fingers and holding Brett at bay. 

And then the night roared thunder. It 
was the climax to this miasma of horror: 
The kids couldn't land those planes with
out blowing them up ! That had been 
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Brett's way of insuring himself against 
discovery! 

• • • 

Police got a confession out of Brett. He 
hadn't of course, meant to terrorize the 
world with his planes, though he may have 
toyed with the idea in a half-crazy way. 
A plan like that simply wasn't feasible. 
But the very fact that those planes couldn't 
be concealed long as murder-weapons was 
the strength of the usefulness he intended 
for them. I wasn't sure of his motive until 
Erica promised to marry me. Then she 
told me, too, that Brett had proposed to 
her earlier. She had told him she was in 
love with me. That was why Brett had 
taken my interest in aeronautics and chil
dren and given both a gruesome twist, 
to get me out of the way, and to make 
Erica hate my memory. And he had 
planned to pay himself for his trouble-to 
the tune of a million dollars or so-by a 

few quick blackmails before turning me 
over to the law. 

Those little planes had even been as· 
sembled by prize students from my class 
at the playground, although Brett, out of 
his inventiveness, had supplied the design, 
and ordered the parts from my plant. The 
children, of course, had not known that in 
the end they would be called on to make 
a suicide flight. And I hadn't suspected 
it when I went up, and allowed Brett to 
send them up after me. 

I'm no longer the New Year's pilot
in fact, that flight on the desolate field, 
with a dozen child-piloted bombs in pur
suit, was the last of my career. People 
thing I've gone a little queer on the sub
ject, but I don't like to go near an air
port, o:r to talk about aeronautics. Only 
to Erica can I explain-how I sometimes 
wonder if man hasn't attempted too much 
in his conquest of the air. And Erica 
understands. 

THE END 

THE INVISffiLE KILLER 
By John Kobler 

No barred door could stop the fiendish, corpse-defiling 
Thing that prowled Park Avenue on its hideous trail of 
slaughter! No bullet could turn it from its trackless course! 
High in the luxurious, sacrosanct tower-apartments of New 
York's Four Hundred, it struck a,gain-and vanished . . . .  
Would Eagle Coyle, the ace detective, dare follow a hunch 
to The Invisible Killer's inviolate murder chambers-when 
the lovely girl over whom he stooi:l sleepless vigil was next 
on its grisly waiting list? . . .  For thrilling detective· 
mystery drama, in the bizarre setting of New York City's eerie subterranean 
depths, don't miss John Kobler's latest novel-in the January-February issue of 
Strange Detective Mysteries! 

Also in this all-star issue, you'll want to read the three featured novelettes-
"Merchant of Screaming Death," by Nat Schachner, Milton Lowe's "Enter, The 

January-February issue will be oal 
Dec. 1 

Corpse-Maker!" and Ray Cummings' 
"The Case of the Faceless Corpses"
and the short stories and features of 
weird and ghastly crime by Arthur Leo 
Zagat, Norvell Page and other leading 
writers of blood-chilling mystery 
fiction! 

Reserve a copy al your newsstand 
today! 



Dead liands Seek 
by DANE GREGORY 

PearfuJliy we -watched as Connie stepped out into the storm-swept night 
that enveloped the little hunting lodge, and we prayed that she was 
right when she had laughed at the fear that was driving my wife mad 
-that Crazy Charlie had returned from the grave to hold her again in 
his loathsome arms! But Connie returned to wam us of the truth; and 

her message was a bloody, severed head! • • •  

CHAPTER ONE 

Hell'• Huntina Lodae ''·THERE is a storm coming up,'' 
Sheila said. 1 think she meant 
to speak aloud, but the words. 

came in a whisper that was barely audible 
in the room, Looking sharply at her, I 
saw that the delicate oval face under the 
swirl of honey-blonde hair was pale, death
ly pale. The warm red curve of her mouth 
contrasted strangely with that frightening 
pallor. 

I don't remember now what I said; 
some inanity meant to be reassuring. Lift· 
ing my gaze from her countenance, I met 
the dark eyes of Connie-who loved her 
mistress almost as much as l-and in 
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them I saw a blend of understanding, pain 
and compassion. 

Both of us knew that the fear had re
turned to Sheila ; the fear that haunted her 
days and plagued her dreams ; the fear 



Bride 
..4 Novelette of a Ghoul Who Came Back 
From Death to Claim the Cirl He Had 

Lo1t 

that had driven the three of us, like 
fugi�ives, into this lonely hunting lodge 
thirty miles northeast of Seattle, locked 
away among the sighing firs that clothed 
the Cascades. 

"An obsession." That was how Dr. 
Emil Gartner had referred to it. "I have 
done what I could. I have tried hypno
tism, mental suggestion and every other 
conceivable method to purge her subcon
scious of this lurking horror." 

The psychoanalyst had shaken his hand-

some leonine head in a somber gesture 
of resignation. "The fact that the dream 
is recurring more frequently in recent 
weeks seems to indicate that your wife's 
case is a hopeless one, Mr. Barrett." 

I moistened dry lips. "But something 
must be done. Things can't go on this 
way, Dr. Gartner. If they do--" 

I broke off, unable to frame the thought 
that had harried me night and day during 
the past weeks. That had burdened my 
brain intolerably as I watched the grow£ng 
dread in Sheila's eyes; as I woke beside 
her at night and realized by her tortured 
face and cold-clewed body that once again 
that monstrous thing was pursuing her 

59 



60 TllRROR TALES 

lustfully down the corridors of dream. 
It was the psychoanalyst who clothed 

my thought in words. "Yes," he said 
gravely. "If things continue in this fash
ion, your wife will undoubtedly go mad, 
Mr. Barrett. I do not mean to be cruel; 
I merely speak frankly to prepare you for 
the brutal probability." 

H
IS slim, womanish fingers laced them-
selves together. "Mrs. Barrett's 

dreadful experience as a girl, and her 
subsequent illness, have left an almost 
ineradicable mark upon her mind, and 
these nightmares are the manifestation of 
it. She lives in colllstant fear of the idiot 
that comes to her in dreams, but above 
and beyond that there is a more ghastly 
fear, tl!r. Barrett. You doubtless know 
what I mean." 

"Yes," I said numbly. "She has spoken 
of it-sometime�. She's afraid that some 
day that-that creature may materialize, 
doctor. She is terrorized by the thought 
that she will see his twisted face and hear 
his ruad. gloating laughter-not in a dream 
but in actual life. The beli�f is rooted 
in her mind that some day Crazy Charlie 
will come from the grave to claim her." 

Gartner lapsed inLo silence, and I knew 
that he was thinking of the incident in 
Sheila's life which had left this dark aft
ermath. 

I had told him the story when, at the 
suggestion of my cousin Bob Sperry, Shei
la and I had first consulted the psycho
analyst two months before. It was a grim 
story. 

Sheila had been only sixteen when the 
thing happened ; a slim, golden-haired girl 
just blossoming into the nubile loveliness 
that fired my senses when I looked at her. 
that had been four years ago, three years 
before our marriage. 

She had been walking home from a 
movi� late one night in the little country 
town where she lived. Walking alone and 
unafraid, for it was one of those little 

towns where nothing ever happens. But 
on this occasion something had happened ; 
something hideous beyond words. 

Crazy Charlie, they called him-the 
malformed and mindless creature that had 
overtaken her thaL dark night. He was 
a town character whom everyone had 
previously regarded as harmless enough. 
Harmless? The sight of Sheila, alone and 
unprotected, had set the dark flames of 
desire flickering in his cloudy brain; had 
converted him suddenly into a slavering. 
lust-driven maniac. 

Sheila's agonized �creams, rising above 
the unholy laughter of the idiot, had saved 
her from the ultimate horror. Her cries 
brought three men from a neighboring 
house ; ml'n \\'ho wf't·� inflamed to violent 
action when they found the girl's golden 
nudity cradled in the arms of a loathsome 
thing that slobbered and chuckled over its 
prize. 

CheaLed of his prey, Crazy Charlie hart 
fought with a bestial savagery that ended 
only when his misshapen body, beaten 
into a scarlet pulp, lay motionless upon the 
street. He bad died that night. 

And as for Sheila, the shock of that 
ghastly experience had been too much 
for the sensitive mechanism of her mind. 
Stricken with brain fever, she had lain 
for days on the verge of death, menaced 
in her tortured delirium by the warped 
and gloating face of the imbecile. Ulti
mately-thank God-she had recovered· 
but in the ensuing three years Craz; 
Charlie had returned to her periodically 
in dreadful dreams. 

She had told me these things shortly 
after I met and fell in love with her during 
the cotuse of a business trip that had 
taken me to her home town. And I hac.l 
drawn her warm curves tight against my 
body and had assured her that we WOLlld 
fight the shadow together. 

\i\'cll, we had fought it, she and I, but 
the shadow was darkening hourly over 
our lives. With the frightful dream re-
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curring almost every night during the past 
few weeks, both of us had realized that 
there could be but one conclusion-mad
ness. We read the same thought in the 
eyes of Connie Barclay, who for two 
years had served as Sheila's devoted nurse 
and maid. 

T
HE bleak finality of Dr. Ga·rtner's 
words seemed to close the coffin lid 

upon our last hope. "I can do nothing 
more," he said. 

"'But surely you can suggest some
thing," I insisted desperately. '"Damn it, 
man, I can't just sit still and watch her 
go mad before my very eyes !" 

His pale, intellectual brow creased in 
meditation. "Perhaps a change of scenery 
would be good for her," he said at last in 
a tone that conveyed no assurance. "Per
haps if yon could take her away from the 
city for a while-out into the clean air 
of the forest-her tired soul would be 
refreshed and she would forget t!Us pho
bia." 

His tapered hands laved each other in 
a gesture ominously Pilate-like. "You un
derstand, my friend. that 1 do not promise 
such a thing will happen. It is a sugges
tion-nothing more." 

Only a suggestion ; but Sheila and I had 
accepted it like hungry dogs seizing upon 
a bone. Our first thought had been of 
Bob Sperry and of the big log-hewn hunt
ing lodge in the Cascades which was one 
of his few possessions. The lodge was a 
meager heritage from a father who had 
squanderer! the Sperry wealth and left his 
son only empty memories of the spend
thrift years. 

During the summer months, Bob fre
quently went to the place to dabble at the 
oil canvasses with which he made a de
sultory living; but this was early fall and 
the lodge would be deserted. J knew that 
he would be glad to let us occupy it for 
a while. Bob was my closest friend as 
well as my only living relative. More than 

once I had helped him out with loans from 
my own considerable fortune-the legacy 
of a le:ss prodigal father than his own. 

"\Vhy, sure,'' he said when I went to 
see him. "Take plenty of provisions along 
and stay a year if you want to. Glad to 
be of some help to you, Dave-God 
knows you've been a friend in need to 
n1e." 

He put his hand on my shoulder, and 
the gray eyes set in the Jean, tanned 
countenance were very gentle. "Sheila 
will get over this-this fixation, Dave. I 
know she will." 

But in his words I recognized the same 
absence of hope with which Dr. Gartner 
had spoken. All of us knew what the end 
would be. 

S FIEILA had been right when she said 
that a storm was near. I stood at the 

window of the long, rectangular living 
room and looked out into the brooding 
darkness that massed itself against the 
cabin. The tall firs at the edge of the 
clearing were dipping slightly, like hooded 
acolytes at the beginning of some dark 
ritual : and J could hear the sibilant voice 
of the wind keen higher as the stonn 
prepared to pounce. 

�ot a benevolent augury for our first 
night in the cabin, I thought grimly. But 
I turned back to Sheila and Connie with 
a fixed smile on my lips. 

"Just a flurry," I said. "It'll be over 
in an hour." 

My wife sat wordless as I piled fresh 
fuel in the open fireplace. Then : 

"We shouldn't have come here, Dave," 
she whispered. "It's no use." 

"No usc? Non sense I This is just the 
place for you, darling. Tomorrow the 
three of us will explore the woodland and 
maybe get chased home by a hungry 
Bruin . . . .  You'll forget this-forget 
everything, dear." 

She sat motionless. face pallid in the 
dim glow of the candle·light. 
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"YOU'RE just tired," I said sooth
ingly. "It was a long, tough drive 

from Seattle." 
"No." The muted hopelessness in her 

voice was a blow over .my heart. A long, 
despairing breath lifted the ripe curves 
of her bosom. "No . . . .  I wanted to 
come here, Dave, but now that we're 
here I'm afraid-more hideously afraid 
than I've ever been before. Somehow 
I feel that he-he is near me tonight. 
That tonight he will come for-

"Listen !" An abrupt spasm of horror 
stiffened her body ; drained the blood 
from her face to leave it like grey parch
ment. I leaped to her side, afraid that 
she was about to topple in a swoon from 
the chair. Connie was with me, munnur· 
ing soft, feminine words of assurance. 

"Did--did you hear it ?" Sheila asked 
in a choked voice. 

"Hear what?" I demanded. "Darling, 
what was it?" 

"His voice ! Oh, God, I was sure I 
heard it-his laughter in the wind !" 

I listened, my nerves strung taut by 
the pitiful conviction in her cry. In spite 
of myself, I felt a cold finger of dread 
measure my spine. But there was no 
sound outside-no sound except the ris
ing voice of the wind and the rustle of 
the bending trees. 

"Sweet, you're imagmmg things. 
You've got to get hold of yourself." 

I bent my head and kissed her gently. 
She clung to me in .a kind of desperation, 
her warm lips parting and responding to 
mine as if it were our last kiss. The 
blood was running hot in my veins when 
at last she relinquisl1ed her feverish grip 
on my shoulders. 

"It's eleven o'clock," I said, glancing 
at my watclt. "Why don't you go to bed 
and get some sleep ? You're exhausted." 

"Sleep ?" Sheila laughed bitterly. ''And 
dream of-of Crazy Charlie again? Oh, 
Dave, let me stay awake until 1 die!" 

She was on the verge of hysteria, and 

I knew that something would have to be 
done to distract her mind. I got the deck 
of card! we had brought along ; 5uggested 
a game of three-handed bridge. Sheila 
tried pitifully to smile as we sat down 
at the rough pine table and began to play. 

That was a strange game of cards. All 
of us played mechanically, only half aware 
of what we were doing. Connie-pooor, 
brave girl-kept up a running fire of 
chatter at the beginning of the game, and 
I attempted feebly to respond. But there 
was a gr:>wing sense of disquiet in the 
cabin, a tension born of the solitude or 
the thickening storm , and before l•ong 
our voices died into silence. 

Yet we kept on playing. We played 
until my eyeballs were hot coals in my 
head and my whole body hungered for 
rest. VI/ e played until the storm !had 
risen to the peak of its fury, pounding 
savagely against the cabin and splitting 
the night with the wail of a thousand 
eldritch voices. Vagrant eddies found 
their way between the mud-chinked logs 
of the cabin, and the wavering beams o£ 
the candles over our heads sent shadows 
dancing grotesquely on the wall. 

Still we played, picking up our cards 
like senseless automatons, bidding without 
any interest in the game. Occasionally 
my gaze would steal furtively to Sheila's 
wax-white face ; then veer away from the 
palpable dread that haunted her eyes. 

At last I could stand it no longer. I 
flung my cards on the table and yawned. 

"Let's resume this game tomorrow," 
I said. "It's time for all decent people 
to be in bed.'' 

And at that moment Sheila screamed. 

CHAPTER TWO 

The Woods Hide Death 
1 CAN'T find the words to describe the 

stricken, knife-edged cry that seemed 
to be torn in rasping agony from her 
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throat. No words could encompass it. 
1 can only say that the frenzied horror 
in her voice stopped my heart and froze 
my body into a rigid crouch. Motionless 
as a cadaver, 1 hunched over the table 
with my vacuous stare fixed upon the 
nightmare glaze in Sheila's eyes, while 
endlessly the ululating echoes of her cry 
seemed to throb within the room. 

Connie regained her voice and her 
ability to move before I did. She sprang 
to Sheila's side; whispered through jerk
ing lips: 

"What-what is it? Are you ill?" 
"God!" Sheila sobbed. "Oh, God in 

heaven ! 1 knew it-all the time I have 
felt that he would come tonight I And 
now-" A long shudder racked her love· 
ly, young body. 

"Sheila!" I said hoarsely. "What do 
you mean?" 

"Crazy Charli�utside the cabin. Oh, 
Dave, I saw him-! tell you I saw him! 
His face was pressed against that window 
back of your head. and I-I looked up 
into his eyes . . . .  Into his mad, hungry 
eyes and his grinning face." 

My gaze leaped to the window; but it 
was only an empty black oblong in the 
wall. 

A paroxysm of weeping stormed Shei
la's body. "He was just as I have seen 
him in dreams, But this is no dream, 
Dave-it's all real. Crazy Charlie has 
come from the grave to take me--as I 
have always knonm he ti!Ot,ld. , . .  " 

Connie tenderly stroked the bowed 
head, and our gazes locked. Madness ? 
In her eyes I saw the bleak verdict that 
must also have been in mine. 

"You're tired and overwrought, Mrs. 
Barrett," Connie said gently. "There's no 
one within miles of us. I'm going outside 
to prove to you that there is nothing to 
fear." 

And before either of us could frame 
a protest-before I knew quite what was 
happening-Connie had thrown a wrap 

about her shoulders and had gone out 
into the storm-tossed darkness. The s1am 
of the door jerked a sharp gasp from 
Sheila. 

"Dave! Oh. get her-get her! You 
shouldn't have let her go. She's walking 
to her death !" 

I drew my wife's trembling body against 
my own. "Nonsense," I said. "She's per
fectly safe. There is nobody out there, 
and she'll be back unharmed in a minute." 

I pray that some day a compassionate 
God may find it in His heart to forgive 
me for those words. 

We waited. We waited one minute
two-three. No sound outside the cabin 
except the ghoulish cacophony of the 
winds. No sound inside the cabin except 
Sheila'"s broken sobs as she clung desper
ately to me. 

And still Connie did not return. The 
crawling moments brought nothing but 
those reiterated sounds-and now stealthy 
fear began to tighten my scalp and ice 
the blood in my veins. For there was no 
conceivable reason why Connie shouldn't 
have come back long before this. 

Sheila's honey-gold head dropped to 
my chest. "Dave,'' she babbled hysteri
cally, ''go out to her! Probably it's too 
late now, but you-you've got to try to 
save her. Oh, God, we can't just wait 
here while Crazy Charlie-" 

Her voice died away, muted by an 
ecstasy of fear that shook her body like 
a wind-driven reed. And still I waited, 
palms cold with perspiration, heart slog
ging like that of a spent runner. Inex
orably, my wrist watch continued to meas
ure the passing moments. 

Something was devilishly wrong. I 
knew it now, and with the realization 
came the necessity for action. Gently 1 
disengaged Sheila's hands and moved to 
the door. Flung it wide against the riot
ing sto:rm. 

A vicious blast of wind met me at the 
doorway and tried to hurl me back into 
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the room. I braced myself in the aperture "Dave-Dave- Oh, my poor, dear 
and tossed a single word out into the Connie !" 
night : 

"Connie !" 
No answer. 
Or was there ? What but an auswer 

was the sound that waftd back to me in 
the teeth of the ga.le, lifting the hackles 
on my neck and holding me there in a 
trance of stunned incredulity? 

Laughter in the wind. Mad, gloating 
laughter that could have been born in no 
human throat. . . . 

And what but an answer was the object 
that came from the unfathomable darkness 
beyond the door; that rolled sluggishly 
over the threshold and drew to a grisly 
halt at Sheila· s feet ? 

J 
BUNCHED my muscles ; slammed the 
door shut just in time to turn and 

catch the inert body of my wife. Holding 
her in my arms, I looked down at the 
ghastly thing on the floor, the gorge rising 
hot in my vitals. Then I closed my sick 
eyes, and tried to remember. Connie as 
she had looked striding valiantly out into 
the storm, 

Now the soft dark hair was a welter 
of clotting scarlet, and the black eyes 
stared upward iu glazed and sightless 

vacuity. Where once that slim throat had 
melted into the soft upper slope of her 
breast, there was now only a spate of 
dreadful crimson. The killer's blade must 
have sheared in one sweeping arc through 
flesh and bone and sinew, decapitating her 
with the ruthless efficiency of a guillotine. 

And then the sadistic fiend who lurked 
outside had tossed that dismembered head 
into the doorway-had laughed tauntingly 
as he flung us the souvenir of his crime, 

I laid Sheila's sagging body in the 
bunk at one corner of the room. vVith a 
blanket I screened from sight that thing 
on the floor. I turned to see that Sheila's 
eyes were fluttering as merciless con
sciousness came back to her. 

"Stt"ady, uear." I chaft!u her cold 
wrists with trembling hands. "Sheila, it 
-it isn't Crazy Chadie. It couldn't be. 
But you were right about one thing. 
There's somebody out there-some mad 
hermit from the hills above us, probably. 
I won't lie to you-we're in terrible dan
ger here." 

Her hands opened in heart-breaking 
appeal. "It's Crazy Charlie. I saw his 
dead, grinning face. I heard him laugh. 
In a little while now his-his hands will 
touch me again. Oh, Dave-what can we 
do?" 

''We've got to get to the car, dear, and 
drive to the nearest house for help. Can 
you walk ?" 

I picked up the stoutest cudgel of fire
wood I cot1ld find. mentally cursing the 
ranger who had relieved me of my Win
chester at the edge of the game preserve. 
I knew it was folly, going virtually un
armed into the night ; braving the stormy 
darkness and the menace of a blood-hun
gry lunatic who was apparently armed 
with a cleaver. But we would be gui'lty 
of worse folly, I thought, to wait there 
like rats in a trap while the lunatic pre
pared to strike. 

Sheila made no protest. In a kind of 
stupor she let me slip a wrap about her 
shaking body and lead her to the thres
hold. As I opened the door, the vengeful 
stom1 gods seemed to mass their fury in 
one sa\'age barrage of wind into the cabin. 
Behind us, the room was drowned in 
sudden blackness as the candles reeled 
and expired before the assault. And then 
we stepped )orth. 

Every moment o f  that long journey 
through the stonn is etched ineffaceably 
in my mind. I remember the sound of the 
giant firs tossing their wrackt>d limbs 
against the sky; the frozen clutch of Shei
la's hand as we staggered into the driving 
gale ; the smothering da1·kness that pressed 
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like something tangible against our eyes. 
And I will carry to my deathbed the 

memory of the soft, huddled thing tllat we 
stulllbled over not far from the cabin. A 
thing that left my groping fingers damp 
and sticky ; that shook my wife from her 
dazed apathy and tore a little sobbing cry 
from her lips. 

The softness of still-warm flesh told 
me that it was Connie's body, fallen where 
the madman had swung his blade. 

I tightened my grip on Sheila's arm and 
jerked her away from the spot. With 
every moment thickening the peril about 
us, there was no time to waste over that 
pitifully mangled corpse. The bestial han
diwork of the prowler was mute evidence 
of wh!lt lay in store fOt' both of us-nnle.�s 
we hurried, hurried . . . . 

T
HE trip seemed endless, though the 
rude lean-to that served as a garage 

was only a hundred feet or so north of the 
cabin. We found it at last-when a jagged 
bayonet of lightning ripped across the sky 
and bathed the earth in momentary light. 

My heart leaped Jt the prospect of 
escape from this terror-haunted wood. 
Behind the familiar wheel of the sedan, 
1 cradled Sheila's spent body with one 
ann and trod down on the starter. 

The futile whir of the motor prepared 
me for what I was to discover when I 
finally got out of the car. With a feeling 
of sick despair. I lifted the hood and 
groped in the interior of the machine. 

I found what I had expected to find. 
Ruthless hands had ripped away the wir
ing and done their worst to other parts of 
the motor. Impossible to estimate the 
damage, but I knew that it would lake 
hours to make the mecessary repairs. \llle 
were stranded here . walled from safety 
and civilization by miles of spreading 
forest land. 

\Vith the reali zation came certain 
knowledge that the maniac had not sated 
his hunger with the wanton butchery of 

Connie. He had not gone his way. Here 
was evidence that we were intended to be 
the next victims, the major threads in 
his grisly pattern of lust and murder. 
Here was evidence, too. that a sly human 
intelligence was weaving the pattern. 

As gently as possible, I told Sheila 
what had happened. She sagged into my 
am1s, and her voice was numb with hope
lessness. 

"DaYe, where can we go? What-what 
can we do?" 

"\Ve'll go hack to the cabin, dear, and 
bar the doors. I'll keep him away, darling 
-I swear to that." 

"The cabin? Oh, Dave. no-no/ It 
will know we're there. It-" 

I silenced her protests with a hurried 
kiss. Half-dragging. half-carrying her, I 
shouldered my way back toward the cabin. 
T knew it would he suicidal to stay out 
here in the night, where at any moment 
the lurking thing might steal upon us. 
The shelter of firm walls was our one 
hope. 

We reeled through a long nightmare of 
storm and darkness. It was the sound of 
the open door banging in the wind that 
told me we had finally rearhed the cabin. 
Inside at last, I flung the door �hut and 
slid the rusty br-lt in place. Groping in 
the abysmal blackness of the room, I 
found one of the de:�d candles and lit it 
1yith a match from my pocket. 

The slender fi:>me cast sickly light over 
Sheila's terror-waxen face. She swayed 
before me, gaze fixed on the flimsy barri
cade of the door. She realized as well as 
I that the madman's blade could slash 
tluough that obstacle in a matter of min
utes. 

I steadied her with one arm. My eyes 
found the crude log ladder that led through 
a trapdoor to the loft of the cabin. The 
upper story consisted of a single, sprawl
ing room where my cousin had bunked 
and done his painting. That was toe place 
for Sheila, I realized. There she would 
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be out of the way when the death-struggle 
came, as I knew it inevitably would. 

She didn't want to go. She clung 
frantically to me and begged me to let 
her stay. But I was adamant. I urged 
her· firmly up the ladder, and the trapdoor 
dropped shut to leave me alone in the 
room. 

My eyes probed the shadows in desper
ate search of a weapon. Armed only with 
a cudgel of wood, 1 knew that I would 
be powerless as a rag doll against that 
rav.ening creature of the night. And there 
was no time to spare. The thing would 
strike soon-it had dallied and toyed with 
us long enough. 

My scalp crawled in dread as the pre
monitory warning sounded in my brain. 
The whole atmosphere of this crepitating 
old house was surcharged with menace. 
It was as if there were eyes upon me
mad, gloating eyes. As if the very shadows 
teemed with poisonous life. 

CHAPTER THREE 

A Madman's Blade 

A 
WEAPON ! My heart leaped as a 
thought occurred to me. There was 

a carving knife in the stock of utensils 
we had brought from the city-a knife 
with a clean, sharp edge. It would be a 
pitiful little weapon to match against the 
lunatic's cleaver, but if I could only man
age to drive that narrow blade home-

! picked up the candlestick, and the 
trembling flame cast fitful light ahead as 
I moved into the kitchen. 

All my senses had been keyed to horror 
by the previous incidents of that dreadful 
night. Probably I should have been pre
pared, both mentally and physically, for 
the ultimate horror. Probably, too, I 
should have foreseen that the thing would 
enter the cabin during our absence. 

But I was utterly unprepared. Face 
to face with it, I lost the power of thought 

and of movement. I stood there paralyzed, 
the candlestick clutched in my frozen 
hand, the blood congealing in my veins. 
And for a long moment my mind wallowed 
in stark madness. 

The monster crouched in the pooled 
darkness of the kitchen, its obscene face 
only partly illumined by the thin wash of 
candlelight. But the light was clear enough 
to stamp that face indelibly on my brain. 
I saw the mad, staring eyes, the aborted 
features, the lips that were twisted into a 
drooling grimace of triumph. I saw the 
dank thatch of straggling black hair and 
the dead grey skin that was like rotting 
cloth drawn over a skull. 

And I knew, then, that Sheila had been 
right. This hell·born thing u.1as Crazy 
Charlie. Goaded by an undying Just, the 
idiot had broken the bondage of the grave 
and had returned to claim the living. 

The revenant lifted its bloody dea,•er, 
and a burst of lewd. mocking laughter 
gushed from the wet lips. A terror-torn 
scream from above told me that Sheila 
had heard--and the sound wrenched me 
from my stupor. Galvanized to action, I 
flung the candlestick savagely at that 
bloated caricature of a face. 

The creature dodged, and darkness 
blotted out the room as the candle struck 
the kitchen wall. Instinctively, I leaped 
to one side, evading gruesome de-ath by a 
split second. The cleaver hurled past my 
head with a force that would have slashed 
me in two. I felt the cold wind of :its 
passage· against my ear; then the huge 
blade buried itself with a jarring concus
sion somewhere in the wall behind me. 

I lunged forward, hands curved in 
savage hunger for the creature's throat. 
They found only empty darkness. I 
groped frantically, red rage flaring in my 
brain. 1 wanted to touch the thing, to 
strangle it, to feel its body dissolve :in 
final plttrefaction as I extinguished the 
last spark of unholy life. 

But there was nothing there. Only 
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blackness. Somehow it had managed to 
elude me. 

A ghoulish cachination of laughter froze 
me in my tracks. ft came from behind
and icy sweat dewed my body as I realized 
what had happened. While I pawed in
effectually at the darkness. the cadaver 
had crept to the wall and rettieved its 
weapon. 

I stood like a graven figure, my in
nards crawling with sick terror. I'd been 
lucky so far, but I knew that my luck 
couldn't hold. A single betraying move
ment, a single whisper of sound, would 
bring slashing death in the darkness. And 
Sheila would be in the power of a corpse
thing that had no mercy in its dead heart. 

After that one peal of gloating mirth. 
the creature was silent. A pall of unbear
able quiet settled over the room. broken 
only by the occasion::\! creak of the ancient 
floor-boards. The thing was biding its 
time, waiting patiently for me to move. 
It was a game of deadly hide-and-seek in 
the dark. 

I remained immobile, hardly daring to 
breathe, fearful that the agonized pound

ing of my heart would give me away. My 
muscles ached, and my nl'rves screamed 
for the relief of movement. Each passing 
moment was an eternity of torturing sus
pense. 

And finally I could endure it no longer. 
I staked my last hope on the possibility 
that a ruse might thwart the dead thing. 
Slowly, stealthi ly, I fished a keyring from 
my pants pocket. Then, praying that the 
clink of metal would bait the creature to 
attack, I tossed it to the far corner of the 
room. 

1.,HE sound was followed only by an 
eon of uneventful waiting. The one 

noise in the world was the eerie crescendo 
of the winds outside. 

Then I went mad. Babbling curses, I 
flung myself forward, arms beating the 
empty air. Death meant nothing to me 

then; I was as crazed as the creature from 
the grave. My body was goaded by the 
single burning desire to come to grivs 
with the thing. 

My hands met the rough wall and 
slithered questingly along it. They fo1.1nd 
nothing. Still that sepl.lichral quiet choked 
the room ; still there was no rustle of 
movement other than my own. It was as 
I were prisoned in a vacuum. 

Cold sanity returned to me when I 
touched the door. I had opened it when 
I entered the kitchen ; now it was closed. 
I realized. then. that I was alone in the 
room. Crazy Charlie had sroll:!n noise
lessly away, easing the door shut while 
I crouched there in motionless dread. 

With the realization. my heart :;topped 
in the strangle-clutch of a fear greater than 
any I had known rhar night. As ii to con
firm the fear. there was a sudden cascade 
of piercing screams aho,·e my head
screalll., that swellt!d upward and then 
were drowned in the un�peakable laughter 
of the cadaver. The blood turned to water 
in my \'eins as the meaning of that sound 
wedged itself in my brain. 

The thing was in the loft-with Sheila. 
It had found her. With a mad cunning 
that m1Ust have had its inspiration in hell, 
Crazy Charlie had outwitted me at every 
turn. He had been playing with me as a 
cat toys with a mousl', prolonging the 
agony to keen its senses for the bloody 
climax. 

Sheila screamed again. Husking savage 
curses, I hurled mysel.f through the door
way and beat an erratic course into the 
yawni11g pit of the Jiving room. My 
frantic hands finally encountered the 
rough log ladder that arched to the loft. 
I swarmed up the ru11gs and flung the 
trapdoor open with a singlt> heave. 

The dancing fire of a candle seared my 
eyeballs. Back of it a putty-green face 
swam out of the murk and grinned down 
into mine. Crazy Charlie's face, twisted 
into a leer of unhallowed joy. 
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He gripped the candle in one taloned 
band, and the wan light played over the 
rotting broadcloth that shrouded !tim. In 
his other hand was. the cleaver, and as he 
peered into my eyes he was lifting the 
hungry blade. I had a brief, foreshortened 
view of that murder-sharp edge ; then it 
hissed downward toward my skull. 

I lurched aside as it fell, and my feet 
slewed from the ladder rung. In sick panic 
I clawed at the empty air ; then I was 
pitching head-first through space. 

My shoulders slammed the floor with 
a thud that sent blinding searing pain 
through every part of my body. I strug
gled desperately to beat my way through 
the mists of agony that clouded my brain. 
It was usele�s. My last impression was 
a wavering picture of the ghoul's twisted 
face ; then unconsciousness flowed over 
me like a tide. 

J 
THINK it was the sound of Sheila's 
screams, ripped from her throat by the 

last extremity of fear, that finally brought 
me out of the void. For a lou� while those 
screams bear against my eardrums with
out carrying any message to my numb 
brain; I was drugged with pain and shock. 
But consciousness gradually filtered back 
into my mind as the cries continued. 

I opened my eyes ; looked stupidly about 
me. Yellow light flickered somewhere 
nearby, and in its dim glow I could see a 
low, vaulted ceiling. I realized vaguely 
that I was in the loft of the cabin. 

Other impressions slowly took form 
in my mind. A hazy memory of the 
events which had gone before. A con
sciousness of my brnised body. A realiza
tion that I could not rise ; that I was 
seated on the floor with my hands behind 
me, trussed to one of the narrow uprights 
of the cabin. 

Another stabbing scream brought the 
knowledge that something dreadful was 
transpiring in this room. My gaze swept 
to the corner at my left-about twelve 

feet from where I sat-and there a ghast
ly tableau was spread! before my eyes. 

A single tall candle on a ledge overhead 
hazily illumined the scene. In its gutter
ing light I saw-Sheila. The sight of her 
-and the thing bending over her-cleared 
my senses instantly. The shock of it 
would have brought m e  out of a far deeper 
coma. 

My wife lay supine upon the bunk in 
the co-rner, her golden hair tumbling in 
wild disarray about the upturned oval of 
her face. I saw that she had wilted into 
unconsciousness with that last, throbbing 
cry; waxen lids mercifully curtained her 
eyes from the menace that leaned over 
her. Lecherous hands had pulled the dress 
from her body and tossed it to the floor. 
She sprawled there in tortured loveliness, 
clad only in sheer silk stockings and gossa
mer underthings that enhanced rather than 
concealed the flowering curves of her body. 

Crazy Charlie gloated over the vision, 
his dead face frozen inuo a mask of lustful 
anticipation. His dry hands rasped against 
the satin flexure of her thighs;  caresserl 
the firm plane of her stomach as if he 
were drawing the warmth of her into his 
own cold flesh. Even as I watched, mad
dened at the explorations of those blasphe
mous hands, he impatjently stripped the 
last remaining garments from her limp 
form. 

The sight of Sheila's golden nudity, 
twisted in the abandonment of uncon
sciousness, held the creature thralled for 
a moment. His gaze dung to her in. a 
rapture of mad desire. Then Sheila's tor
por seemed to infuriat·e him. He seized 
the candle and brought its pallid flame 
close to the tip of one firm, mounded 
breast. 

Sheila's eyelids fluttered open, and an 
agonized cry parted her lips as the sear
ing pain lanced through her body. Mouth

ing unintelligible oaths, I strained savage
ly against the ropes that fettered my 
wrists. �razy Charlie turned, momenta:r-
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ily diverted by the sound of my voice. He 
picked up the cleaver and came toward 
me, a sadistic grin baring his teeth. 

I closed my eyes and waited sickly for 
the skull-splitLing fall of the blade. Amat· 
iltgly. it did not come. \\'hen I openect 
my eyes, the corpse-thing \\'as leering 
down at me. uncertainly fondling the 
cleaYer. For an interminable moment he 
stood there while my muscles tensecl in an 
icy sweat of expectation. Then he chuck
led and tossed the \\'Capon carelessly 
aside. 

1 knew why he was sparing my !if'-!: 
why he had not slaughtered me while I 
lay unconscious. Knew, too, why be had 
taken the trouble to carry me upstairs 
and truss me to the upright. I was to br 
the audience in this theat<T of loell. and 
my agonies would feed the creature·< per
vencrl joy as the abominalJ!e scene unfold
ed before my eyes. After that-death. 

I tugged feverisltly at the ropes which 
J,ound me, straining until my ligaments 
felt as if they would burst through the 
tot-tured flesh. But it was useless; my 
struggles seemed only to tighten the hard 
knots at my wrists. Helpless as a gaffed 
fish, maddened by the knowledg(' or 111)' 
utte:r impotence, [ watched the apparition 
shuffle back to his prey. 

Sheila gazed up at him, her blue eyes 
dr01;vned in horror indescrihable. She did 
not move, did not cry out. Fear had 
drail1ed her body of all resistance, leaving 
her powerless as a waxen figure. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Satan's Vengeance 

T
HE mad thing slavered over her, his 
eyes reveling in the witchery of her 

pliant young curves. Sheila's warm Aesh 
crawled in revulsion at the touch of his 
necrotic hands. [ shook the upright in an 
excess of rage, cursts spewing from my 
lips. Crazy Charlie laughed-a paean of 

wild, taunting laughter that was terrible 
to hear. 

''Sheila," I begged, "fight him! Oh, 
G<ld. don't let him-" 

:\Iy voice had no effect upon her. She 
lay there in an inertia of fear-so still 
that only the uncontrollable twitching of 
her fle::.h g;\\'e c1·idcnce of life. My eyes 
swiveled desperately about the room ; then 
came to an abrupt halt. A rocsin of hope 
pealed suddenly in my brain. 

0:ot more than five feet away lay the 
bloody cleaver, dropped from the idiot's 
careless hands. The �ight of that sharp 
blade \\'US an instant message. God, if I 
could only- A soundless prayer moved 
my lips as I straightened my body and 
thrust m;· feet stealthily toward the w-ea
pon. 

There was no tim<" to �pare. Crazy 
Charlie wa� deliberately whetting his de
sire to the point where it would demand 
�on'\ummation. His fingers were gliding 
avidly uver my wife's body, �troking, 
caressing. tightening 1vith brutal hunger. 
His lip.s drooltd above her quiescent love
linrss as his touch became more savage. 
more demanding. 

P�rhaps he forgot my existence. At any 
rate. he was so engrossed that he did not 
hear tltc slow progress of the cleaver as 1 
drew it clumsily for\\'ard with my feet, 
inch br halting inch. He did not see my 
agonized exertions as I edged to the other 
side of the upright and finally. after an 
eternity of muscle-racking en·ort, managed 
to bring my bound wrists near the blade. 
Nor did he hear the strands of rope yield 
one by one as I frantically sawed Lite 
knots against that sharp edge, ignoring 
rhe pain that stabbed my body when the 
blade cut through skin and flesh. 

At the last moment, some sixth sense 
must have warned him. lie tunwct from 
Sheila's rigid form; and a roar of he�Ual 
rage burst from his throat \\'hen he saw 
what was happening. He plunged for· 
ward, and there was murder in his eyes. 
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\Vith a superhuman effort I strained 
against the upright. The last strand of 
rope yielded with a snap, freeing my 
bloody wrists just in time to let me meet 
that savage attack. 

I had no opportunity to snatch up the 
cleaver. The thing was on me like a hur
ricane, flinging me back against the up
right. tearing at my face with clawlike 
fingernails. I struggled weakly, dizzily, 
trying to protect my eyes from those tal
oned hands. Hot blood gushed down my 
face as the creal ure opened a loag furrow 
in one cheek. 

The pain cleared my mind. brought me 
a moment of deadly calm. I launched an 
uppercut that slogged viciously into the 
damp, yieldin� flesh of the thing's jaw. 
Crazy Charlie reeled backward. and a cry 
of pain throbbed in the room. That sound 
carried a message of hope to my brain. 

Whatever unnatural force animated that 
bloated carcass. the thing was not immune 
to natural laws. It could suffer pain, even 
as J. And that meant that there was a 
chance to defeat it, perhaps even to destroy 
it. As long as I was not fighting insensate 
clay-

The incubus was upon me again. This 
time I clinched with it ; flung my weight 
s:\\'agely ag-.1inst its body. We went crash
ing to the floor, locked in a knot of strain
ing, tortured flesh. 

The creature was incredibly strong. It 
caught my arms in a vise of steel as we 
rolled on the floor. I fought like a mad
man, snarling, spitting oaths, writhing 
wiLh the lust to kill. but I could not break 
that deadly hold. Crazy Charlie tightened 
his grip and heaved my shoulders sudden
ly to the floor. 

The hideous face jerked downward 
tow.ard mine, and bared teeth gripped my 
throat in lupine rage. Stabs of pain shot 
through my chest, my neck, my ·skull. 
My eyes swam in a maelstrom of daTkness 
and agony. I could feel life ebbing r rom 
me as the blood poured in a crimson tide 

down my chest, soaked into my clothes. 
Crazy Charlie's grip on my arms re

laxed as he 5ensed my fading resistance. 
I struggled to push him away, but there 
was no strength in my body. My arms 
dropped inertly to the floor, powerless as 
matchsticks. The fingers of my left hand 
came in contact with something cold and 
hard-something that sent a flood of new 
life through my flaccid body. 

C
RAZY CHARLIE realized what had 
happened-too late. By that time the 

cleaver was in my hand and I was swing
ing the blade upward with my last measure 
of str(>flgth .• He had time to jerk his head 
aside, but not to avoid the blow. The 
weapon Rashed in a vengeful arc, shearing 
hungrily through the flesh and bone of his 
right shoulder. 

An unearthly scream tore from his 
lips as he swayed backward and fell in 
a heap to the Hoor. The sight of that 
prostrate body revived me like a healing 
drug. I flung myself upon him, gouging, 
clawing, tearing at the twisted face in an 
ecstasy of hatred. 

The vile Hesh yielded under my hands, 
sloughing away like some scabrous 
growth. It clung stickily to my finger
nails. Nausea churned in my vitals as I 
continued to claw at that leering death 
mask ; sickness that was followed by a 
shock of cold incredulity. 

Beneath the torn ribbons of pulpy mat
ter wa-s a11otlzer fau--a whit I' face twisted 
iu a grimace of dreadful paint 

It was the countenance of-of-
The whjte lips framed sobbing wor<ls : 
"You've-got me. damn you! Should 

have-killed you when 1-had the chance. 
. . . Always hated you, you damned 
plutocrat ! . . . Not going to-hang for 
this. I'm dying now." 

But Bob Sperry did not die that night. 
He lived to tell the whole devilish story 

before death finally released him from his 
torment, two days later in a Seattle hos-
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pital. It was the story of a man in whom to subject Sheila to such unspeakable 
greed, hatred and envy had festered and horrors that she would probably be mad 
grown with the years, turning him at last in all truth when he had completed his 
into a ravening monster. work. Knowing the susceptible state of 

We learned that he had been working her mind, he had shaped his entire plan 
on his mad scheme for months ; that he with the idea of preying on her fears and 
had. plotted every detail with infinite driving her to stark insanity. 
patience and cunning. He had bribed the With me dead and Sheila locked away 
undertaker in Sheila's home town to pro- in a madhouse, my cousin would be in 
vide him with a "morgue shot" of Crazy full control of my estate. Connie's death 

Charlie. Then, with the artistry that was was only incidental, of course, but it had 
an inherent part of him, he had carefully served the twofold purpose of removing 

shaped that terrible disguise. a witness and adding to Sheila's terror. 
His materials were commonplace That gruesome confession was suffident 

enough-the plastic clay used in Holly- to implicate Dr. Gartner and send him to 

wood makeup. covered with a thin coat of prison for ten years as an accessory. The 

grey-green rubber. But it seems to me psychoanalyst had been in my cousin's em

that that deftly-wrought mask must have ploy from the first. With hypnotism and 

been endowed with a kind of soulless evil mental suggestion he had driven the fear 
all its own, so that when Bob Sperry deeper and deeper into my wife's brain

donned it he became indeed the mad, lust- so that the specter of Crazy Charlie haunt-

ing thing he sought to mimic. ed her night and day . . . . 

The motive behind his insane plot? Shei.la's mind did not snap as a result 

Money. of her experiences. She is well and happy 

Sheila would be found with the dismem- today-and, oddly enough, the vision of 

bered corpses of Connie and myself- the idiot no longer comes to plague her 

evidence conclusive enough to brand her dreams. It is as if the horror of that 

as a homicidal maniac. Her wild tale of a second experience washed her mind for

creature from the grave would add damn- ever clean of the first. 

ing weight to the evidence-which would Yes, my wife is normal in every respect 
be strengthened further by the testimony today-that is, except for one thing. And 
of Sperry and Dr. Emil Gartner. God knows I love her none the less for 

But my cousin was not content with that. It seems to me that she is even 
that. A sadist by nature, he had planned lovelier with white hair. 

THE END 
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I knew that Dr. Corvin's miraculous 
surgery had saved my life-by 
transferring my healthy brain to the 
body of a maniac/ And now I too 
lusted to kill and destroy; that the 
magic of blood would bring again 
the beautiful Prani to my armJ! . . •  

CHAPTER ONE 

Peu for the Madme 

My COUSIN HESTER met us at 
the railroad depot, and rode with 
us in the station wagon to Sole

dad Springs. She took us at once to the 
big rambling house of Dr. Corvin, the 
director of the desert resort. and so Hester told Llla and me to make 

There seemed to be no one about the ourselves at horne in the spacious living 
pla-ce at the moment when we a:rrived ; room, while she went to lind the doctor. 
72 



A Novelette by RALSTON SHIELDS 

-

Was Life Worth 
tl1e Horror Gor· 
don Varney had 

to Endure? 

Lila and I were visiting the California 
desert on our honeymoon rrip, and we did 
not feel the slightest objection to being 
left alone together. As soon as my cousin 
was gone from the room, I drew my wife 

close to me. For a long moment, she gazed 
at me with her clear, still blue eyes, her 
face sweetly serious. Only after a pause, 
her lips curved. and the adorable sunlight 
of her smile played over her pale, delicate 
face. That delayed smile was a little trick 
of Lil�1 's-one of the Jo,·able mannerisms 
that made her so distinctively herself
the most precious thing in the world to my 
worshipping eyes. 

The next instant, my lips were pressed 
against Lila's mouth. r was still as anxious 
to steal a kiss from her, now that she was 
mine, as I had been at the start of our 

engagement. And I always would be. 
But then, as we still held each other 

close, we were interrupted by a tall blond 
young man who strolled into the room, 
entering from some other part of the 
house. 

Lila and I drew apart, feeling a cer
tain amount of natural confusion. But the 
young man's smile was so pleasant, and 
his manner so casual, that we were soon 
at our ease again. 

He held a purring kitten in his arms, 

and as he spoke he gently stroked the 
73 
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little creature's soft fur. He introduced 
himself as Dr. Corvin's nephew ; his. name, 
he said, was Peter Anstey. 

I liked young Anstey, instinctively
which may have been a fom1 of vanity, 
because I noticed that he bore me a cer
tain resemblance. Nothing striking: we 
were about the same height and build; 
our features had something the same cast. 
However, we were different in coloring. 
My own hair is dark, and my skin is 
rather white--whereas this young man 
was deeply tanned by the sun. Still, oo 
the stage we might have been made up to 
resemble the same character-with the 
right grease-paint, and a moustache on his 
lip to match the one I wore at the time. 

We continued to converse casually and 
pleasantly for a time; Anstey had sunk in 
a chair, and still Tuffied the fur of his 
kitten while he spoke. 

I think I knew the meaning of content
ment at that moment ; the future seemed 
a very good thing to look forward to. Lila 
at my side; the weeks of our honeymoon 
before us; and this place, Soledad 
Springs, lovely beyond our expectations
and the company excellent, too, if this 
pleasant lad was representative of the 
other guests . . . .  

But then I was brought back to the 
present with a cruel wrench. A scream 
hurst out close to me--a scream that 
ripped from Lila's throat, and sounded 
high and clear from her parted lips, with 
the ghastly, almost musical note of pure 
horror. 

I followed the fascinated, fixed stare 
of her widened eyes. 

pETER ANSTEY-the charming 
young man who sat facing us . . .  God ! 

The horror of that sight-the sickening, 
revolting savagery ! It would not have 
been so dreadful if he had not gone about 
it so calmly, so casually. He did not even 
look at the kitten he held in his lap; he 
ignored Lila's shriek of anguished sur-

prise. But even while he continued to chat
ter gaily about some trifle of local gossip, 
his fingers were tightening around the 
throat of the little cat. 

The beast's eyes were glazing as we 
watched : its tongue lolled pathetically be
tween its stretched jaws. But Anstey paid 
no attention; he seemed almost absent
minded, as if he \\'Cre crumpling a ball of 
old newspaper while he went on with his 
conversation. 

One detail of the man's appearance 
struck me now, which I had not noticed 
before. It was slight enough ; but under 
the circumstances it took on a kind of 
added revulsion. The end joint of one of 
the fingers of his right hand was missing, 
and a sort of little claw of bone projected 
beyond the stump of healed flesh. Even as 
I watched, the hand tightened more sav
agely about the kitten-and that one 
finger seemed almost like the talon of some 
remorseless vulture f 

While Lila and I continued to stare at 
him, literally paralyzed with horror, 
Anstey glanced down at the cat in his 
lap, for the first time. At last he seemed 
to realize what he had done. Into his eyes 
crept a gleam of the most insane and fiend
ish sadism ; a kind of brutish snarl bubbled 
in his throat. Then suddenly he bent over, 
tore at the limp body of the little animal
with bared teeth ! 

Blood spurted from the small pathetic 
corpse of the cat-and still that madman 
tore and slashed, until he was covered 
with sticky crimson, and bits of stiU qutv
ering fur and flesh. That seemed to be his 
object-to cover himself with fresh blood I 
To wallow in hot gore, still bright and 
fluid, as a dog will roll in carrion ! 

I started forward. my trance at last 
overcome by rising indignation. I was go
ing to snatch the pitiful remnant of the 
cat from the grasp of the maniac . . . . 

But then, a broad, forceful looking man 
of about fifty entered the room. I realized 
this must be Dr. Corvin, the director. 
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As soon as Peter Anstey saw his uncle, 
he dropped the torn remains of the kitten, 
and stood there, quietly, as if he were a 
child waiting to be reprimanded. 

And then, before anyone could move or 
speak, another person entered the room 
hurriedly : o. man who was dressed in the 
white uniform of a professional nurse. He 
took in the scene at a glance, gasped with 
horror. "My God," he muttered-"the 
hall door-I forgot to lock it. I could 
have sworn . . .  " 

Corvin looked at him sternly. "You 
know you were never to let him out of 
your sight, Ashburn," he said, shortly. 
"Take him to his room, now. I'll speak 
with you later." 

Lila and I were so horrified that our 
first impulse was to take our baggage, 
and leave the place immediately. God in 
Heaven, how often since we have regretted 
our failure to act on that impulse ! H we 
could have known the fearsome things 
that were still to follow . . . . 

But Dr. Corvin, as it turned out, was 
an agreeable man a.nd a persuasive talker. 
He soon dispelled our disgust and anger 
with the grave professional charm of his 
manner. He assured us that the madman 
was kept in seclusion in a distant wing 
of the house. The other guests did not 
even know of his -existence. It was only 
by an oversight of his keep• ' •t he had 
escaped to confront us. 

Corvin told us he had cared for Anstey 
since his childhood. The young man's 
case was most unusual, he said; there was 
nothing physically amiss, and yet Anstey 
was haunted by a delusion. He was con
vinced that he was pursued by a demon, 
in the form of a frail, lovely girl-whose 
kisses could only be bought with fresh 
blood ! 

''
T

HAT accounts for such actions as 
the one you have just witnessed," 

the doctor said. "Peter desired to smear 
himself with the blood of the cat, in or-

der to attract the fair demon to himself 
and know the delight of her caresses whil� 
she sipped the fresh gore from his skin. 
And the case is all the more weird, because 
it tallies curiously with an old legend of 
the Soledad Indians . . . . 

"They tell of a demon, named Prani in 
their language, who haunted this region 
of mineral springs. She would kiss away 
the blood of wounded hunters and war
riors, who came to bathe in the healing 
waters. And they would go mad for the 
sake of her caresses; let their own blood 
until they wasted away ; or kill others in 
a berserk fit, to wallow in stolen crimson 
-as bait for the blood-lady . . . . " 

Corvin related the story with the art 
of a bom mconleur. His description of 
the springs made us so anxious to explore 
the region for ourselves, that we had soon 
dismissed the incident of the madman from 
our minds . . . . 

And then, presently, my cousin Hester 
rejoined us. "Here you are, Dr. Corvin," 
she said, gaily. "You found Gordon and 
Lila Vamey before I found you-1 
thought you might be down at the sulphur 
pool. . . . Well, now that we're all to
gether, I've a �uggestion to make. A few 
o [ the other guests are starting off for 
an afternoon's walk-why don't we all 
join them? I feel quite vigorous today, 
for an old lady . . . .  There'll be plenty of 
time before dinner for Lila and Gordon 
to unpack in their cottage. Right, my 
dears?'' 

lt was my cousin Hester Vamey who 
had written me to suggest Soledad Springs 
as a honeymoon retreat-she was a guest 
here of long standing. It was easy to un
derstand her eagerness to show Lila and 
me about the place. Corvin looked at us 
questioningly ; and we nodded our consent 
to the proposal. 

And so, in the best of spirits once more, 
,.we joined the rest of the hiking party, and 

started off along a trail that wound into 
the swtlit hills . • • •  
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During the course of the outing. the 
doctor led me up a steep gorge, to show 
me one of the more inacces!ible springs. 
Lila remained below, in a pleasant dell 
where the trail crossed the canyon-to
gether with my cousin, and the other 
guests. Lila and Hester Varney had 
taken an immediate liking to each other
it was for this reason that I did not hesi
tate to leave my wife behind, while I 
followed Corvin up the steep ravine. 

The spring we had come to see bubbled 
up from a cleft in the sta.ined rock. Nour
ished by the moisture, a clump of maiden
hair fern arched over the orifice. 

"Drink, if you're thirsty," Corvin sug
gested. "This water is quite wholesome, 
despite the color. The red stain is only 
some ferrous salt . . . .  " 

I was quite thirsty, as a matter of fact. 
The sun was hot, and the climb had been 
abrupt. But as I knelt by the spring, I 
shuddered in spite of myself. The crim
son color of that mineral water was too 
damnably convincing. It looked exactly 
like fresh blood-as if the earth itseH were 
bleeding in great scarlet gouts! 

I could not help recalling the horror 
Lila and I had witnessed earlier, the 
sight of the maniac ripping apart the help
Jess kitten. I recalled the doctor's story 
of Anstey'� hallucination-his belie( in a 
wild demon-girl, who lived on warm blood. 

My presentiment of evil grew stronger ; 
I was almost prepared for some vision 
beyond the pale of reason ; I think I would 
not have been surprised if some decayed 
fragment of human flesh had floated to 
the surface of the red water I was about 
to drink-or if the demon Prani herself 
had appeared out of thin air . . . .  

But that presentiment, if such it was, 
projected itself too far into the iuture. 
All too soon, indeed, I was to learn the 
full ghastliness of mad dreams, and super
natural terror. But the immediate horror, 
the ugly accident that befell me the very 
next moment, was quite within the pale 

of Nature-and it was strangely enough 
the thing I least expected . . . .  

I forced myself to overcome the foolish 
disgust I felt at the red color of the water ; 
I was about to drink. And then, at that 
instant, from the clump of fern that 
brushed my forehead, I heard n metallic, 
evil warning buzz I 

I realized that I was staring into the 
cold, topaz eyes of a five-foot rattler, 
coiled to strike! I froze in horror, while 
the narrow black ribbon of the creature's 
tongue curled and quivered �tween its 
scaly lips. I tried to draw back ; I was 
not quick enough. 

I saw that loathesome mouth open ; 
saw the hooked fangs protruding from 
the pallid membrane. Then, quicker than 
the eye could follow, the snake lunged 
forward ; I felt a stab of pain as the rattler 
sank his fangs deep in the flesh of my 
cheek. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Surgeon of Duth 

T
HE next moment, Corvin, hearing my 

strangled cry, had leaped to my side. 
He saw the snake, and crushed the ugly 
thing to death with the heel of his heavy 
riding-boot. 

Then he was kneeling close to me on 
the soft green moss. Even in my mortal 
tt'rror and agony, I could not help ad
miring the cool and capable efficiency o f  
the man. 

"Steady, now, my boy,'' he said. "I've 
got an emergency kit in my knapsack for 
exactly this kind of thing . . . .  " 

As he spoke, he unstrapped a canvas 
case ; inside this I saw a hypodermic 
syringe, and a number of vinls. Within 
a minute, he had given me a series of in
jections in the area of the puncture 
wounds in my face ; and also he had given 
me an injection in my arm. 

I tried to dismiss the matter lightly. 
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"Lucky you were so close," I said. ''I 
suppose you've killed the poison already 
-won't even need to say anything to 
Lila . . . .  I'll be all right, won't I, doc
tor?'' 

Corvin looked at me gravely. ''I'm not 
going to play make-believe, Varney," he 
said. "Even with every remedy known to 
science, the bite oi a huge snake like that 
is a serious thing." 

He took my wr:ist in his hand, and 
glanced at his watch as he continued to 
speak. "I'm doing my damndest to pull 
you through-but you're going to be 
pretty sick. Heuer let me handle cvery
thing-1'11 get you back to the house. The 
less you try modng, the better . . . .  " 

Even as he spoke, I could feel my h�d 
swelling with pain ; it seem�:ed that all the 
blood in my body was rising to my face, 
that the very skin would burst with the 
pressure of it. And at the same time, I 
felt myself losing consciousness. I was 
fading away, against every effort of my 
will, into a dark hell of stifled, voiceless 
agony. I tried to speak ; found I could 
not utter a sound. After a moment, I 
slipped away altogether, into hot dark
ness . . . .  

I have a vague memory of a brief in
terlude, during which I partly returned 
to my senses. 

I think I had beeu �arried back to the 
dell where Corvin and I had left the rest 
of the party ; I cannot be sure, because I 
could not move even to the extent oi open
ing my eyes; I could only hear the hubbub 
of excited 1•oices, dimly, as if from a great 
distance. 

I made out Lila's voice, hushed, breath
less with apprel.1cnsion. "Gordon-oh, my 
God! It is-is he . . .  ? Can you sa\'e him, 
Dr. Corvin?" 

Then Corvin's deep tones: "It's a very 
serious thing, Mrs. Varney. I don't be
lieve in false promises ; but you can be 
sure I'll do my best. . . . Perhaps we can 
pull him through: but you may as well 

know the facts now, as later. Gordon 
Varney will probably be disfigured for 
life, if he recovers. The venom of the 
rattle-snake, especially if it be injected 
in the region of the face or neck, will 
often produce serious hemorrhages, that 
leave a permanent crimson blotching or 
ulceration upon the tissues. I-I can't 
tell you how sorry . . . .  Perhaps, my dear, 
you'd better not look at him now . . . .  " 

But then 1 felt a cloth being removed 
from my face ; I realized that Corvin must 
have covered it with a handkerchief or 
towel. The next instant, I heard Lila's 
muffled, quiet sob oi anguish-a sound 
that seared my soul more cruelly than 
the most frantic shriek could have done. 

I went out a!togcchcr, aiter that-I 
knew only blackne�s. 

THE first sense that returned to me, 
was the sense of time. 1 did not know, 

at first, who I was, where 1 was, or any
thing else. I only knew that titnc was pass
ing; that I could feel a dull continuity of 
pain in my head, while time went on and 
on. 

But then, gradually, after weeks of this 
suspended state, during which I could 
scarcely distinguish between night and 
day, between sleep and waking, memory 
of other things began to come uack to me. 

I knew I was lying in bed; I knew my 
head was swathed in bandages. I became 
aware that I was sometnnes fed, some
times given injections in my arm. 1 re
membered who I was-what had hap
pened. 1 could open my swollen eyelids, 
1 could see the pleasant room in which I 
lay, I could hear the birds singing outside 
the sunlit window. 

I wa� still too weak to move-otherwise 
I think I might have tried killing myself in 
some \\'ay. 

Disfigured--disfigured for life-my face 
horrible, repulsive, empurpled by the poi
son of that ugly monster . . . .  I remem
bered the words of Dr. Corvin ; and Lila's 
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muffled gasp of horror as she saw me. 
At last, the day came when I was strong 

enough to speak. When Corvin came into 
the room, I could see his face light up 
with satisfaction at the sound of my voice. 

"Bravo, my lad," he said. "Fulty con

scious-you've won the battle. Believe 
me, this is a happy day-Lila will be over
joyed. She's been thinking of you, pray
ing for you, every moment. I'll call her
l've promised to let her know the minute 
you could speak. . . . " 

He sat down at the bedside. ''But first 
-the bandages--we'll remove the band
ages. It's only a matter of time now, till 
you're up and about." 

But I shook my head with bitter deter
mination. Lila shot1ld not sacrifice herself 
to me; I was not going to allow it. "\"'ait 
a minute," l said. "You've got to help me, 
Corvin. I don't want to see Lila. I-I 
don't want her to see me. . . . l heard 
you tell her, you know, that day it-hap

pened. . . . I know what my face must 
be like. You must help me to leave this 
place-at night-she must never know
never see me again . . . . " 

But Corvin, smiling strangely to him
self, continued to ·unwind the bandages 
that swathed my head. "Now, now," he 
said. ''That's all past and done with. 
There's nothing to be afraid of, at all. 
You have no cause to worry . . . •  " 

At that, a wild, unthought-of hope 
gleamed in my heart. "You-you mean
I'm 1101 disfigured ? My face-is the same 
as always . . . .  ?" 

"Not exactly," Corvin said. "You will 
find-your face is somewhat different. 
But I think I can promise you-there is 
no disfigurement . . . .  " 

Now the last of the bandages were re
moved ; I could feel the air on the skin 

�f my face for the first time. Curiously, 
1t was not so much my facial musc.les as 
my scalp that seemed to be sore and stiff· 
and Corvin had unwound the heavies� 
covering of gauze from the top of my 

head. But I gave that scarcely a thought. 
The doctor had taken a hand-mirror 

from the dresser that stood in the room. 
Eagerly, half-forebodingly, I took the g'lass 
in my hand. 

What confronted me in the mirror filled 
me with a mixture of relief and puzzle-
ment 

The face I saw was not disfigured, cer
tainly ; it was if anything distinctly more 
handsome than the average coumenance. 

But it ·was not my face. 
Inst·ead of dark brown, the hair on this 

head was blond. There was no musta.che 
on the upper lip ; the skin was deeply 
tanned instead of white, as my skin had 
always been. This certainly was not I ;  
and yet I knew I had somewhere seen this 
blond, good-looking young man before. 

I was in doubt for a moment ; involun
tarily, 1 broug<�t my hand up to feel the 
contour of my check. l could see the hand 
reflected in the mirror 1 hetd. ... 

On one of the fi,.gers, a joint was miss
ing: and from the end of that finger, the 
bone still protruded, in the center of the 
healed tissue-like .a small, hooked 
claw . . • •  

F
OR longer than 1 cared to remember, 

I had been lying in bed too weak to 
stir a muscle. Yet, now, under the stress 
of my bewilderment, and excitement, and 
horror, I sat bolt upright. The min;·or 
slipped from my shaking fingers, crashed 
and splintered on the hard floor of tile . . . .  

I continued to sit there, rigid in amaze
ment and unbelief at the things Dr. Cor
vin explained to me. His face was like a 
granite mask ; his intense, pallid eyes were 
fixed steadily on mine. 

As he spoke, I felt the top of my skull 
with my fingers. There could be no doubt 
of it-there was a ridge of scar tissue that 
completely encircled my head-as if tile 
top of my crat�ium lra.d been lifted off, 
and then replaced, ana the scaJp sewed 
together agaitl . • • •  
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Peter Anstey's body-healthy, vigor
ous, unblemished-in spite of the fact that 
his craz:cd brain was haunted with un
thinkable delusions. . . . My own body
dreadfully marred by the poison of the 
rattlesnake-even though my brain re
mained unhurt by the ordeal. . . . It all 
made sense, in a wild, unearthly fashion 
-and yet I could not accept the accom
plished reality . . . . 

"I-I can't believe it," 1 said hoarsely. 
"You say you performed the operation 
only after Lila had given her consent . . . .  
But I can't believe that Lila would allow 
such a hellish thing. Any disfigurement 
-would have been better. I tell you it's 
devilish witchcraft . . . . " 

"Nonsense," Corvin said, firmly but 
still kindly. "The risk was all against you, 
I'll admit-though I've done a good deal 
of experimental brain-surgery on animals 
in my time, with some remarkable results. 
But there's no witchcraft involved. You 
don't realize the alternative, that's all. 
What I am going to show you will be 
a shock. I know you're still weak, still 
excitable--but you must understand the 
alternative. . . . " 

He went to the door ; a moment later 
he returned, followed by the male nurse, 
Ashburn-the man who had been Peter 
Anstey's guardian. The servant wheeled 
before him a steel table on which was some 
long object shrouded in a white rubber
ized cloth. 

Corvin drew back the rubber sheet ; he 
lifted off a number of damp stained cloths 
reeking with formaldehyde, so that one 
end of the long bundle was starkly ex
posed. 

And I gazed at the thing that had once 
been the head of a man-that had once 
been-my own head . . . ,. I 

Oh, God in Heaven, the horror of it I 
The sheer, revolting, unnerving horror I 

Features there still were, recognizable 
features-lineaments I could recognize 
as my own. But how can I describe the 

loathesome corruption of that flesh-the 
great swelling on one cheek, still oozing 
dark blood to mingle with the nauseous 
moisture of formaldehyde-still bleeding 
weeks after death ? How can I describe 
the ghastly hemorrhages, the discoJor
ments, the puffed lips, the half-open, star
ing eyes? Words are only words; the 
full revulsion of the sight is something 
I shall never be able to express, and yet 
never able to forget as long as I live . . . . 

I noticed that the head of that ghastly 
corpse had been opened ; the scalp and 
the crown of the skull had not even been 
replaced. But now-even while I shut 
my eyes to blot out the sight-the thought 
of that detail filled me with a kind of 
gratitude. I believe I would have thanked 
Dr. Corvin, if he had been the devil him
self, now that I knew the horror that had 
been spared me-and Lila . . . .  

Strangely enough, I began to feel al
most cheerful, once that vile corpse had 
been wheeled out of Lhe room again. I 
continued to sit up; I drank a glass of 
wine that Corvin poured for me as a 
stimulant. I had forced myself to accept 
the doctOr's seeming miracle as a fact: 
there could be no doubt of it: my brain, 
aud ·wi.tlr it my consciottslless of sl!lj, had 
beeu tra11spla11ted to the sow1d, healthy 
body oj Peter Ausley. I suppose the rising 
elation I felt was nothing more than ithe 
return of hope to a mind where only des
pair had dwelled . . . .  

CHAPTER THREE 

Hell'• Eclftuy 

pRESENTLY, Dr. Corvin ushered in 
Lila and my cousin Hester. My wife 

came close to me, smiling timidly. It was 
a moment before I realized the cause for 
her hesitation. To her eyes, 1 was Peter 
Anstey, whom she had last seen as a hope
less an<! bloodthirsty lunatic. She knew 
about the operation, of course-yet there 
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must still be an inevitable feellng of 
strangeness, of--almost-revulsion. 

But Lila was the same as always-tall, 
fair of complexion, her pale golden hair 
in miraculous contrast to the deep blue of 
her eyes. I felt a sudden urge of wild 
desire for her cool beauty. It was strangely 
as if this new bony that I inhabited was 
capable of a fierce concupiscent desire of 
its own-a lust such as I had never felt 
before, in my humble adoration of Lila's 
pure loveliness. I was going to crush 
her close to me in a violent embrace . . . .  

But Corvin shook a finger in warning. 
Not too much excitement,'' he said. "And 
besides, it isn't fair that Lila should 
have all the attention. Here's someone else 
to wish you well . . . .  " 

My cousin Hester had been standing 
there smiling ; now she came forward and 
brushed my forehead lightly with her lips. 

"Good boy." she murmured. "I knew 
you'd come through all right. And I do 
believe you're better looking than ever ! 
Better watch out, Lila. Even old ladies 
like me can be dangerous competition !" 

Hester Varney was only thirty, as a 
matter of fact : although iu appearance she 
might have been fifty or sixty. Her ability 
to call herself an old lady was eloquent 
testi'mony of the im1ate charm and good 
humor of her nature. She could make a 
joke of a misfortune that would have 
soured and spoiled most women. She had 
been a famous actress at twenty; her 
greatest role had been Peter Pan, the 
spirit of eternal yolllth. But then she had 
suffered from some withering rheumatic 
fever ; and she had dropped from the sight 
and mind of the public. I mysel£ had not 
seen or ht>ard from her since I had been 
a boy in high-school; it had been a great 
shock to me, on arriving at Soledad, to 
meet this tiny, grey-haired old lady-in· 
stead of the dainty beauty 1 could dimly 
remember from my youth . . . . 

Yet (or all the change in Hester's ap· 
pearance, her spirit was brave and charm-

ing as always-she was still a great lady. 
Her words of encouragement meant a 
great deal to me now, as she took my 
hand in hers. and pressed it warmly. 
"You've made it, Gordon," she said. "I 
told them you would . . . .  " 

After a short time, Corvin remarked 
that I was getting too much excitement ; I 
ought to sleep througEl the remainder of 
the afternoon. He ushered the two women 
out of the room. and followed them, and 
shut the door . . . .  

I looked at my surroundings for the first 
time. I realized that I was in a room at 
the rear of the doctor's one-story resi· 
dence. Directly outside the open French 
window, a sunlit hillside rose, cleft by a 
mysterious canyon. It was all wild, all 
natural-the primeval desert left un
touched. 

The world seemed very beautiful now ; 
I longed to lie still and rest. But I was 
still under the influence of the wine Cor
vin had given me as a stimulant ;  and I 
was tormented by visions of the restless 
desire that Lila had awakened in my con
ciousness. I must have lain there a whole 
hour, tossing and turning under my 
covers. 

Presently I was seized by an impulse 
to see myself again; to look long at the 
face I must grow accustomed to, hence
forth, as my own. I felt. on the floor at 
the bedside for the mirror I had dropped 
earlier, in my agitation. The glass had 
shattered, of course ; but I never thought 
of that, in the eagerness of the moment. I 
remembered only after I had gashed my 
hand on a jagged splinter . . . .  

It was not serious, though I was bleed
ing rather freely. I dropped the glass on 
the floor again ; and for a moment I 
brought the cut to my lips, to suck away 
the blood. Then I contin·ted to recline 
there, watching the trickle of scarlet that 
oozed from my hand. I thought it would 
stop bleeding of itself ; I did not want to 
call Dr. Corvin for such a trifle . . . .  
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{ HEARD no approaching footsteps, I 

am sure of that. When I first caught 
a glimpse of the apparition, she was .stand
ing framed in the French window. 

SJ1e was a tiny, frail thing-scarcely 
taller than a child, but graceful with the 
sinuousness of a woman in full bloom. 
Her skin was clear, golden, satin-smooth ; 
her hair was raven-black ; her eyes were 
the great lustrous eyes of a wild thing of 
the wasteland. 

She wore a loose garment of some rose
colored, gossamer tissut'--hardly a cover
ing, because her slender and yet voluptu
ous •Curves were revealed by the gown with 
greater allure than the direct appeal of 
nakedness. 

For a moment, she stood there. poised, 

delicate, while I still gazed in astonish
ment. I felt my lips forming and whisper
ing a single word-a name-a strange 
barbaric syllable "Prani," I said. ''Prani." 

I remembered something I had almost 
completely forgotten : Dr. Corvin's ac
count of the strange demon-girl who had 
haunted his insane nephew. He had de
scribed the apparition; he had mentioned 
her name. But it almost seemed to me 
that my lips were pronouncing the word 
without any volition on the part of my 
brain ; as if it were Peter Anstey who was 
speaking, instead of. Gordon Varney . . . .  

I think I had no emotion of a11y kind, 
whiie she advanced lightly into the room ; 
lightly, soundlessly, as if she were not 
flesh, but a being fashioned out of another, 
more rare. clement. My sensations were 
too physical to be called emotions ; I could 
feel my heart pounding in my chest ; I 
could feel the blood rushing in my veins. 

Perhaps my agitation was something 
akin to fear, or terrified unbelief, at the 
beginning. But then, she came very close 
to me where I lay; I fancied I could feel 
the warmth of her body, like the glow of 
desert sunlight; and I was aware of a 
dusty fragrance that hung about her, like 
the smell of flowers and dt:sert honey. 

Then I knew why my heart was pound
ing. why my blood \\'aS singing and rush
ing in my head. All the passion I had 
felt at the sight of Lila. when she had come 
into the room earlier. was reawakened 
now, . a thousand-fold, by this fragile 
demon-girl. 

Her lips brushed my hand-softly, 
S<Jftly-at the place where I had cut my
self: I felt the momentary touch of a 
thirsty. pulsing tongue. She was like a 
butterfly sipping nectar-scarlet nectar. 

l\Iy wllole body vibrated and quivered 
with sympathetic passion at the caress of 
her mouth. 

I lay unmoving, spellbound, while she 
leaned forward-brought her face close to 
my own face. I realized that I must have 
smeared some of the blood from my hand 
on my lips, when I had sought to staunch 
the flow . . . .  

For a brief instant, her soft, glowing 
mouth touched mine--in a kiss of such 
passion as I had never dreamed of before, 
and should never cease to dream of there
after. 

I tried to hold her-tried to grasp her 
frail, lovely body in my arms, and crush 
her to me. But then she uttered a faint 
musical laugh-no other sound-and 
whirled away again. There had been only 
a trace of blood ; there was nothing more 
to attract her . . . .  

J 
HALF rose from the bed where I lav ; 

I was going to pursue her ; I forgot 
that I was an invalid. But she darted light 
as thistledown across the room and 
through the window-sprang into the deep 
canyon that cleft the hill outside-van
ished into the heart of the mysterious and 
eternal desert. 

Only now, after she was gone, did I 
reflect on the thing that had occurred ; 
only now did I give way to consternation. 

Dr. Corvin's operation-had the trans
fer of brain-tissue been incomplete? Did 
some fragmem of Peter Anstey's brain 
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still fester in his-in my skull, to poison 
my consciousness with the same insanity 
that had driven him to 5anguine distrac
tion? 

Or else-even more ghastly possibility 
-was it conceivabl e that Prani was real? 
D1at such a demon could have actual, 
physical existence in this world ? 

Frantic, scarcely knowing what I did, I 
jangled the hell-cord at the head of my 
bed. 

A moment later, Dr. Corvin hurried 
into the room. 

At the last insta.nt, for some n•ason I 
could not analyze, I checked myself from 
blurting out what had happened-what I 
had seen. I only muttered sonH�thing about 
having cut myself on the broken glass ; 
asked him to bind up the wound. 

Then, after the doctor had finisher!. and 
gone again, J still lay there, tortmc<l and 
bewildered by my own thought·s. One fact 
was becoming increasingly plain to me; 
one fact I could no longer deny to m�·self. 
Though 111)' 111i11d �(·ere i11 the e11d split 
asu 11dcr by 1110d11css, yet I hoped to see 
the demo11-girl aga-in. E1•m while T still 
slmdderl'd i11 disgu.ff at tfrr 1111'1/lcry of 
!lrr actions. I lo11gcd in spite of mysrlf 
for tl1c caress of Pran·i' s scarlrt lips . . . .  

That was the reason 1 had held my 
peace ; that was the reason I had said 
nothing to Corvin. 

I tried to awaken the pure. fresh image 
of Lila's beauty in my brain; it was hope· 
less. I could only feel my lips twisting 
about one barbaric name: "Pra11i," I 
whispered, ''Prani, return to me. 
Prani. . . .  " 

Soon after that, I must have fallen into 
an exhausted fevedsh slumber . . , . 

DURING the days that followed, I lived 
through emotions ranging from ec

stasy to stark, gibbering despair. As soon 
as I was alone, l would jab my wrist with 
a poiuted shard I had saved from the 
broken mirror . . . .  

The-n Prani would appear at the win
do"·-drawn by the fresh blood like a 
moth to a flower-or like a blue-bottle 
to the stench of carrion. . . . I tried to 
think of the one comparison. and I could 
not quite banish the other from my imag
ination. 

And 1 would know the mad. hectic de
lights of her caresses for a moment-all 
too brief a moment. . . . Then she was 
gone again; and I was left alone; weak, 
shaking; and yet still unsatisfied, still 
tantalized . . . .  

I knew this state of affairs could not go 
on f01·ever ; I was slowly dying from the 
loss of my own blood. Corvin was frankly 
worried; he was at a loss to account for 
my decline. after I had shown such amaz
ing improvement. I was growing weak, 
listless. anaemic . . . .  

Lila would come sometimes to see me; 
and I would fight down the momentary 
surge of passion that filled me when she 
came into the room. T treated her coolly, 
almost indifferently. I was hurt by the 
look o1 concern and misery in her eyes 
-but I was preoccupied with things be
yond her simple understanding-beyond 
the understanding of any other human 
soul . . . .  

And my cousin Hester would visit me, 
too, nf a morning. She owned a little 
woolly dog named Toro; often �he wQ>uld 
put him through his tricks to amuse me, 
while she joked with the gaiety of an old 
trouper. But I could see that Hester, like 
Lila, was haunted with worry . . . .  

Then, one day, my cousin unwittingly 
brought things to a head. In all innocence, 
she left her little dog to keep me company, 
while she went for an afternoon's walk 
in the twilight. 

I paid no attention to the animal at 
·first. though he gamboled and played and 

begged with all his energy. I was inter
ested in only one thing-and tl1at thi11g I 
could purchase Ulily with fresh blood. 

But then, as I lay there, listless, despair-



A KISS FOR THE BLOOD LADY 83 
ing. I looked at the small friendly creature 
once more-with a different meaning in 
my glance . . . .  

It would not have been so dreadful, if 
Toto's eyes had been less trusting until 
the very last minute. And yet, though 1 
loathed myself for the gruesome deed, for 
the sheer bestial horror of it, I was im
pelled by a power out�ide myself-by the 
vision of Prani, the lovely blood-thirsty 
wraith of the desert . . . . 

A moment later, the vision was fulfilled 

by the reality-or what seemed reality to 
my wracked, hysterical brain. 1 whispered 
aloud, "I love you, Prani-you are more 
beautiful than life-you are lovely as death 
itself . . . .  " 

And then, while the demon stood poised 
at my side, about to drink the little dog's 
blood from my quivering flesh-the door 
opened I 

In my anxious and hectic passion I had 
not thought of this possibility ; and now 
it was too late : Dr. Corvin himself walked 
into the room. 

It was some seconds before the full 
significance of the situation came home 
to me. Corvin obviously did not sec the 
demo�1-girl, though he was looking fttll 
at her. 

Even as I watched, Prani drifted with 
lewd grace from the room, vanished out
side the open window. I could distinctly 
see the evil smile that curved on her soft 
lips. . . . But so far as Corvin was con
cerned, he had simply happened into the 
room, just as I had finished atrociously 
murdering the little dog of Hester Varney 
with my bare hands. In his eyes, I was 
lying alone in bed; covered with blood 
and bits of fur; raving, staring mad . . . . 

"Good Lord," the doctor said, his voice 
tense with emotion. "You too-the same 
madness-the same delusion as Peter . . . .  
Some fragment of diseased brain-tissue I 
failed to remove-that's it, of course-
it's got to be that. A diseased fragment 
poisoning your healthy brain . . . .  " 

I implored him. if such were the case, 
to attempt a �econd operation-at what
ever ri sl< LO rny life. Death would !Je !Jet
ter than life on these terms-better a 
thousand times. 

He agreed, finally, to make the attempt ; 
though it would be weeks before I could 
regain sufficient strength to allow even a 
faint hope of recovery. 

Then he gave me an injection of some 
sedative to quiet my screaming, raging 
nerves ; and I presently fell into a pro
found black slumber . . . .  

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Kiss of Death 

WHEN I awakened the next morning, 
I discovered that the window was 

locked, securely; it was a steel-framed 
affair, and very strong. And in addition, 
Ashburn, who had been Anstey's nurse, 
had moved into the room ; henceforth he 
was to be my constant guard . . . .  

As the days went on, my strength re
turned again; I was given nourishing 
food, and I had an occasional glass of 
hearty red wine. I think 1 might even 
have regained some serenity of mind, i[ I 
could ha\•e banished the haunting, entic
ing memory of the blood lady . . . .  

Corvin was willing to allow Lila and 
Hester to visit me; but I did not want to 
see them. I was ashamed to face my 
cousin, after the thing I had done to her 
innocellt pet. And knowing what I was, 
I preferred not to have Lila come near me. 
Perhaps some lingering spark of sanity, 
of decent, sober intelligence still remained 
in my consciousness. . . . 

And still, there was that other com
ponent of my being to torment me--the 
madman, the blood-sick lunatic . . . .  

God knows the lunatic was not slow to 
seize his opportunity, once the opportunity 
came. 

Ashburn had been reading to me, one 
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warm, quiet afternoon. \Vith the window 
shut, as usual, the room was close and the 
air was drowsy. I was half-dozing. when 
I realized that the man's voice was be
ginning to falter as he read. I watched 
out of the corner of my eye ; I could see 
his head nod, and the magazine slip from 
his drooping fingers. 

Every day recently, I had been sitting 
up a little; walking about the room. Cor
vin himself had said my strength was quite 
normal again . . . .  

Silent as a cat, I slid out of bed
tiptoed around the sleeping form of the 
n�trse. On the dresser was a heavy silver 
candlestick. I grasped this in my hand; 
whirled swiftly, struck once . . . . 

The man crw11pled silently to the floor ; 
but I did not even give him a second 
thought. I was past caring about the most 
callous brutality. I had only one object, 
one desire. Prann-the deadly, the lovely, 
the lascivious Prani. . . .  

The locked window-that was my im
mediate thought. I must open the win
dow, so she could come into the room. I 
took Ashburn's key-ring ; but there was 
no key to fit the lock on the steel casement. 
For a moment I was undecided ; then it 
occurred to me that I might find my way 
outside, if I could not Jet the blood lady 
in. . . . I soon fotmd a key to open the 
hall door. 

I stepped into a bare corridor ; there 
were several doors set in the walls, all 
closed. I did not know where they led, 
because I had never been through this 
wing o{ Corvin's l)ig, wide-spread house. 

One after another, I tried the knobs; 
softly, with the exaggerated fiendish cun
ning of a maniac. Four panels refused to 
budge : locked . . .. .  

With bated, hushed breath, I tried the 
remaining door. It swung open before me 
without a sound. 

I stood on the threshold of a pleasant 
room, a woman's room-Lila's room I 
Lila, my wife : the slender, lovely girl 

whose cool beauty I adored above all other 
things . . . .  

She was seated before an open win
dow, bowed as if 'silently weeping. I for
got e\·erything else. in a sudden wave of 
remorse and tenderness. I remembered 
my neglect of her during these last days
how I had refused even to see her . . . .  

She started when she saw me. "Gor
don," she whispered. "G<lrdon-but I 
don't understand. The doctor-he said 
you were very ill. . . . Said you couldn't 
be disturbed . . . . " 

But she ga\'e herself to my embrace, 
freely ; through all her puzzlement, her 
lovely smile shone, like a gleam of moon
l ight in the darkness . . . , 

H
OWEVER, this tenderness endured 
only a moment. As I felt the deli

cious grace of her body close to my flesh, 
it seemed that I had suddenly become 
another person again. I had briefly re
turned to the personality of Gordon Var
ney ; but now the blood-mad and lustful 
maniac, Peter Anstey, was in the ascend
ency once more. 

As soon as Lila was aware of this new 
flood of crude passion, she pulled away 
from me, in disgust and terror. 

Her mmillingness only drove me the 
more frantic; cruelly, avidly, I crushed 
her to me; ripped the clothing ruthiessly 
from her body, so that her lovely rounded 
breasts were shamefully exposed ; pawed 
her with the bestial passion of a savage, 
instead of the humble adoration of a lov
ing husband . . . .  

I <:ould see her g'lance fixed upon my 
hand, my right hand. She was looking at 
that one finger with the final joint miss
ing, with the sharp, hooked claw of bone 
projecting from the s<:arred flesh. 

She screamed in shrill terror and revul
sion ; and at the same time I raked her 
white breast with the cruel snag of bone, 
so tbe red blood started and welled from 
the scratch. 
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And then, at the sight of that blood, an
other thought crept insidiously into my 
fiery and appalling delirium. It was no 
longer Lila's beamy that excited my pas· 
sions ; suddenly the thought of another 
beauty, more willing, because it was ut· 
terly base, returned to me. Prani-whose 
kisses were purchased-with fresh 
blood . . . .  

Something, deep down in my aware· 
ness, under all the insane strife of my de
sires, told me that my new temptation was 
the final passport to chaos, to mania, to 
the eternal kingdom of Hell. 

Once I had given way to that tempta· 
tion, I knew that all hope would be a 
thing of the past. And yet, inexorably, I 
could watch my lingers tightening ahout 
my wife's delicate throat-crushing the 
breath from her lungs, until her eyes 
closed, and she wilted in my grasp. I had 
only one purpose-to kill her, and then 
tear open her body, and smear myself with 
her warm blood . . . .  

To attract the blood-1·naiden, Prani, 
with a surfeit of Lila's fresh blood, and 
to k11ow the pin11acles of evil passio11 i11 
her embrace . . . .  

I was at the very point of committing 
that final horror: my teeth were set to 
tean· at the soft flesh of Lila's still body
when I heard a sound behind me; or per
haps it was only that I felt some instinctive 
awareness of another presence. I glanced 
over n1y shoulder . . . . · 

There, framed in the doorway, stood Dr. 
Corvin himself 1 

It never occurred to me to wonder why 
the man had made no move to save Lila 
from my attack-why he continued to 
stand there with a sardonic smile twisting 
his face . . . .  

My only thought was to complete the 
evil act I had begu n ;  and I saw in Corvin 
a possible hindrance. I let Lila's body 
sink limp to the floor, and I whirled to 
face him, a sort of animal snarl bubbling 
in my throat. 

Now, indeed after I had become aware 
of his presence, he stepped forward. I 
saw that he was armed with a heavy sand
bag, of the type used to subdue the violent
ly insane without cracking their skulls. 
But he had underestimated the violence of 
my insanity by far . . . .  

He swung the sand-bag to meet my 
charge ; but I evaded the blow, cat-like, 
and snatched the weapon from his grip 
and flung it aside. The next moment we 
were grappling bare-handed. 

He was a powerful man, broad and 
solid, though he was much older than I. 
Perhaps he would have been more than 
my match, ordinarily. But now, I had all 
the strength of wild, hysterical mania. I 
could (eel my lingers grasping the muscu
lar co[umn of his throat ; I battered his 
skull against the door-jamb, until his 
whole head was an unrecognizable pulp 
of blood and bone and brain-tissue. I 
laughed aloud, peal after insane peal, like 
the ca.ll of a loon over a grey desoaate 
swamp, or the gibbering of a hyena in the 
stinking murk of a jungle night. , , , 

M
ORE set than ever on my unspeak-

able design, I was going to return to 
the still body o( Lila. Hut then I !1eard 
a voice with a worried ring calling f•·om 
the corridor ; and a moment later, my 
cousin Hester appeared in the door. 

I watched her eyes widen and her mouth 
open. Then I heard the shrill dagger of 
sound that was her scream. 

I sprang at her; but she eluded my 
grasp, and dashed down the hall again 
like a shadow. That tiny, withered grey 
woman was quicker than I had dreamed 
she could be . . . .  

I was after her, with one thought upper
most in my brain-she must be silenced, 
so I could return to the consummation of 
my diabolical love--the vampire love I 
longed to buy with the blood of my dead 
wife . . . .  Afterward, they could kill me, 
for all! I cared; but nothing should stop 
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me now. Nothing could stand in my way. 
Hester ran fast ; but I pursued her to 

the edge of the warm sulphur swimming 
pool, which was located between the doc
tor's house and the guest-cottages. There 
was no one about; as usual on a hot after
noon, the guests had retired to sleep or 
read before dinner. 

Hester Varney gave a strangled cry, as 
I cornered her at the brink of the cloudy. 
steaming pool ; but there was no one to 
hear. 

At the last moment, she leaped into the 
pungent sulphur 'bath;  and struggled 
across to the other side. But I dived after 
her, and seized her foot as she was clamb
ering out, and dragged her back into the 
shallow water. She fought wildly, but I 
shook and worried her like a beast of prey, 
crazy to kill. 

I grinned down at her terror-stricken 
countenance with a kind of idiotic death
lust. I held her before me, helpless ; and 
I looked her full in the face . . . .  

And then-then came the most appall
ing, unbelievable moment-the hideous 
climax to everything that had occurred ! 

The woman I held fast in my grip was 
Pra11i herself! Hester Vanu?y was tlze 
blood lady! 

That was the be.ginning of my return to 
sanity. Fool that I had been, not to see 
through the disguise before this I Hester 
Varney was a skilled actress, of course ; 
she knew I had not seen her for ten years. 
She was easily able to age her face with 
grease-paint, to powder her raven hair, 
and to assume the twisted gait of a rheu
matic patient. But she was still a young 
woman in years, and she had been able 
to assume the role of the dainty Prani with 
equal ease . . . . 

Now she was a bedraggled, almost ludi
crous demon, to be sure-the streaked hair 
clinging about her face, the heavy make-up 
streaming from her features. . . . There 
was no longer much glamour about her 
llfter this discovery. 

I dragged my cousin into one of the 
dressing-rooms that adjoined the pool ; I 
did not want to be seen and disturbed by 
anyone until I had forced her into a full 
confession. She talked readily enolllgh. 
now that she saw there was no hope of 
continuing the deception. It was an amaz
ing story that she told-a tale of fantastic 
treachery, devilish ingenuity, unbelievable 
ferocity . . . .  

Some months ago, Corvin's nephew, 
Peter Anstey, had developed a dangerous 
heart-disease, in addition to the murder
ous insanity from which he had actually 
suffered since birth. This circumstance 
threatened poverty to the doctor and Hes
ter Varney-who had been secretly mar· 
ried for years. Although Soledad Springs 
still attracted a few guests, it was no longer 
a profitable venture. Corvin's chief in· 
come was derived from a trust fund in his 
nephew's behalf, that would cease in the 
event of the boy's death. 

One day, they found a picture of me 
among Hester's belongings : they noticed 
my distinct resemblance to young Anstey. 
That was the inspiration of the whole 
murderous scheme. The news of my mar
riage furnished a pretext to write, sl1g
gesting the Springs for a honeymoon trip ; 
and once Lila and I had arrived, the rest 
was easy. 

THE rattlesnake that bit me was real 

enough-but rendered harmless by the 
extraction of its poison glands. Still living, 
it had been tethered with a piece of wire 
behind the clump of fern, beforehand. It 
was Corvin's first-aid hypodermic that 
knocked 1ne out, however-his needle con
taining some powerful opiate I 

Afterward, that fiend smeared my face 
with re<l and purple grease-paint, which 
he had concealed in his knapsack ; and 
Lila, horrified at the sight, was willing to 
consent to anything, to save me from 
ghastly disfigurement. 

An o·peration there actually was-but 
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only a minor piastic surgery. Hair 
bleached-skin tanned under a sun-Eamp
moustaclle removetl-fiuger cut away : it 
was easy to make my already distinct 
resemblance to Anstey into a perfect like
ness. 

They had coolly murdered the pitiful 
lunatic, meanwhile; he would soon have 
died in any case. H is corpse, altered to 
look like mine ( which was made simpler 
by the necessity of disfiguring my face) 
was wheeled into my room . . . .  

The rest is sufficiently plain to tile im
agination. I was kept drugged with 
aphrodisiacs ; I was easily deluded by 
Hester in her impersonation of the blood 
lady . . . . 

The final goal, of course, was to des· 
troy my reason. As Peter Anstey, mad, 
but possessed of sound health, I wo1tld be 
likely to live on for years. I would be a 
permanent source of money for Corvin 
and Hester ; the trustees of the madman's 
estate would never suspect their devilish 
treachery . . . .  

Those two human vultures had actually 
planned that I should murder my wife. In 
that final act of horror, what remained of 
my reason would crumble ; and at the same 
time, Lila would be disposed of. Corvin 
had already planned a fake suicide ; be 
meant to take Lila's body, and throw it 
over a nearby cliff,. to be dashed on the 
sharp rocks below. What could be more 
plausible than this-that the widow of 
Gordon Varney should kill herself in a 
seizure of grief ? (My death, of course, 
had already been reported to the authori
ties,. as due to natural causes.) 

One final revolting detail there was
one final treachery. The servant, Ashburn, 

was of course, a party to the scheme ; but 
Corvin and Hester wanted to be rid of 
hi in, as a possible ll'i tness against them. 
They llad drugged him, to make him fall 
asleep by my bedside-hoping r would kill 
him in. my insane effort to escape . . . . 

\".'hen Hester had finished this astound· 
ing recital of cruelty and rluplicity, I stood 
up, still grasping her slender wrist in my 
hand. She might be Prani. the blood lady, 
the delicate and beautiful demon-but I 
was released forever from her prurient 
spell. 

She gazed at me in terror. "AJI right," 
she gasped . "You win. Gorclon Varney. 
I've told you everything-! swear it . . . . 
\Vhat are you going to do?" 

"Do:n't "'orry," I grated. ''I'm not going 
to kill you on the spot, as I'd like to do, 
God knows. I've shed enough blood al
ready, on your account. But you're go·ing 
to take your medicis:�e for this deviltry. I 
wouldn't care about what you've done to 
me--but Lila-Lila . . . .  " My voice half
choked with a bitter sob. "Do you reaEize 
-what I've done to her . . . ?" 

I started back in the direction of Cor· 
vin's house, dragging Hester after me. 
"The police wiU know what to do with 
you, after they get here," I told her. "I'm 
turning you over to them, if it's my last 
act on earth. After that-1 don't care. It 
doesn't matter what happens to me . . • .  " 

Q
NCE in the house again, I pushed the 
cringing and whining crcafure who 

had been my charming cousin-who had 
been the lovely sprite, Prani-into an 
empty closet. I closed the door, and locked 
it unceremoniously. 

Then, I went to the telephone, and called 
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the police in the town of Soledad Junction. 
a few miles down the road from the re
sort. 

I had scarcely finished the call, when I 
heard a footstep in the same room. 1 
whirled-staggered where I stood. 

Lila-Lila, my darling, my belO\·ed 
wife . . . .  

Sbe was standing there, pale and shaken 
-but certainly alive--certainly real and 
substantial ! 

Couldn't be possible ? Had I only choked 
her to unconsciousness, in n� brutal pas
sion of madness ? Had she revived-had 
she been restored to me again? 

"My darling," ][ whispered. I started 
forward. But then 1 paused, thinking she 

II'Otlld cringe, run from me, after what 
had done to her. I thought bitterly that 
I could not blame he1· if she refused even 
to look at me again. I was painfully 
conscious of my likeness to Peter Anstey, 
the diabolical result of Corvin's plastic 
surgery. 

But Lila did not run away. "Gordon," 
she said slowly. "Gordon-oh, you've 
come back to me-thank God, thank 
God . . . .  " 

It was not until that moment that I was 
aware of my reflection in a mirror that 
hung close by on the wall. I saw then 
what had happened: my hair had dark
ened noticeably : I had lost the strongest 
element of my resemblance to the maniac. 
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The sulphur pool, of course: I had often 
heard of sulphur as an agent for darken
ing hair. I had plunged in after Hester, 
and the chemical in the water had restored 
a great measure of its natural coloring to 
my hair . . . .  

The next moment, disregarding the 
fact that I was still drenched to the skin, 
Lila was in my arms. Her face was close 
to mine; sht: gazed seriously and stead
fastly into my eyes. Only after a long 
interval-her lips curved, and I saw once 
more her wonderful smile, the loveliest 
smile in the world . . . .  

There is not much else to tell. I had 
explained everything to Lila by the time 
the police arrived. Hester was ready to 
repeat her confession, in hopes of receiv
ing some measure of clemency from the 
law. Also it turned out that the man Ash
burn was not dead ; he recovered later 
from the effects of severe concussion. 

His story, in corroboration of Hester's, 

clinched the evidence without doubt In 
court, I was absolved ·from any blame in 
connection with the death of Corvin ; as 
the judge remarked, I deserved a legal 
commendation for tl1e act, if I deserved 
anything . . . .  

Lila and I have since tried to forget the 
ghastly events at Soledlad Springs ; it has 
not been too difficult, in our happiness to
gether. My moustache has grown out 
again ; I am without any question Gordon 
Varney, and not Peter Anstey. There is 
only one small reminder of those horrible 
weeks on the desert, that honeymoon in 
Hell that we spent at Soledad Springs. 
One joint of a finger on my right hand is 
missing. 

The projecting claw of bone, that Cor
vin allowed to remain after his beastly 
operation, is altogether removed. But 
even yet, when Lila and I are alone to
gether, 1 am careful to keep my right hand 
out of the field of her vision . . . .  

THE END 
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A Novelette blJ 
NAT SCHACHNER 

Was Valentine Frazer, the- man the whole town laughed at the yeat' 

before, responsible for the plague that turned Centerville into a sham

bles of blood and horror? Or was it true that the curse of death had 

been placed on that evil stone idol Frazer had stolen from the temple 

in darkest Africa-the idoL that came to hideoru life and crmhed 

women to a p11Lp in its basalt arms? . . •  
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They Came Fr.om the Heart of Africa to Sow tl1e Seeds of Damna

tion in the Peacefu.l American Jlillage 

CHAPTER ONE 

The Death God 

IT WAS the strangest parade Center
ville had ever seen. Even before it 
started, there had been a few voices 

raised in protest ; partly because of dis
trust of the man i11 whose honor it was 
being given, and partly because of an 
intangible uneasiness over rumors that 
had been set afloat, no one knew how. 

Nevertheless, the parade was already 
under way. 

I stood at the corner of Lincoln and 
Grand watching it, with a protective arm 
around Peggy Whitman to shield her 
from the pressing crowds. The sidewalks 
were black with people, and the perspir-

ing police, few in number, were hard put 
to it to keep them from spilling over onto 
the line of march. Lincoln Avenue was 
bedecked with flags. 'fhe stores flaunted 
streamers and gay bunting. Clerks and 
stenographers leaned from the windows of 
adjacent office buildings in a gay holiday 
mood. It should have been a great home
coming for \'alentine Frazer, to make up 
for the mockery and laughter that had 
greeted him on his former return from 
the unknown sectors of Africa. 

But it wasn't. 
I said to Peggy, as the first escort of 

mounted police prancecl their horses slow
ly up Lincoln Avenue. "Listen to the 
crowd go wild, darling. They're making 
up for their former disbelief. Frazer's 
brought the goods back with him this 
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time-the new race of pigmies he dis
covered, the strange idol they worship, 
and everything that he cl:titned he h:td 
seen." 

She did not answer ; but within the 
tight circle of my ann I felt her slim form 
grow rigid. I stared down at her lovely 
face. Her clear grey eyes. the piquant 
curve of her chin, her curly crop of sunny 
hair, always did things to my insides. I 
still could hardly be.lieve that Peggy Whit
man, ace feature writer of the Doily 
Argus, and most desirable of ·Centerville's 
yot�nger set, had agreed to marry a strug
gling young lawyer like myself, Jerry 
Doane by name. 

Just now, however, her eyes were 
troubled, and her cheeks, in spite of a hot 
July sun, were queerly pale. I felt my 
fist clenching unconsciously and my jaw 
growing rigid. 

"Look, sweet," I said. ''You really 
don't believe that Frazer threatened you 
because of those articles you wrote last 
year making fun of his claims ?'' 

She kept her eyes caref!Jily averted 
from me; watched the parade. The civic 
organizations were marching past. As yet, 
Valentine Frazer and his weird trophies 
had not started from the carefully guarded 
pier down at the Basin. 

"Morgan Greenway told me Frazer 
swo·re he'd make everyone suffer who had 
laughed at him." 

"Morgan Greenway," I replied angrily, 
"is an ass, and a ri,•al explorer to boot. 
He's jealous that Frazer found this idol
worshipping tribe in a territory that he 
himself was supposed to have covered 
thoroughly several years before. rt was 
because of his deniats that you wrote those 
articles linking Frazer with Dr. Cook and 
all the other fake explorers." I p2ttcd her 
hand comfortingly. "Anyhow, honey, I'll 
take care of Frazer if he starts anything 
with you." 

Peggy smiled back at me wanly. "I 
know you would, Jerry," she said, with 

the sublime confidence of a girl in love, 
"if Frazer's threats were ordinary ones. 
But )'6u've heard the rtmiC>rS ab6ut th6se 
awful pigmies, and that idol he carted 
back with him." 

"Publicity stuff !'' I told her. "A swell 
build-up by Jimmy Rean for his circus. 
He's paying Frazer heavy to exhibit the 
tribe and their idol, you know." 

YET, in spite of my blustering talk, I 
couldn't help feeling uneasy. I had 

spoken only that morning to Dwight 
Ewing, curator of the Centerville Mu
seum, about those horrifying rumors that 
were floating about town. He had not 
laughed. In fact, he had turned pale. A 
haunted expression came into his face. 
"I've heard about them, :Mr. Doane," he 
said seriously, "and they're no laughing 
matter. There had been talk for many 
years among anthropologists and explor
ers about a strange tribe of pigmies who 
lurked in the fastnesses of the Devil-Devil 
Mountains in the heart of the Tanganyika 
Territory. Queer tales of their hideous 
practices, of the strange idol they wor
ship that walks like a man and kills like 
a devil. Even the fierce Zulus never dared 
penetrate their territory. And those few 
white men who went in never came out, 
or were found, hideously crippled, hope
lessly insane, babbling of little captured 
children who were changed before their 
eyes into age-old pigmies, wolfing human 
flesh in honor of their terrible idol." 

Ewing had stopped short with a con
science-stricken air. "Don't let this go any 
further, Mr. Doane," he said earnestly. 
"You know how easily a panic can start. 
I hadn't really believed these stories my
self. That was why when Frazer came 
to me last year with his wild tale of 
what he had seen, and asked that the 
Museum back an expedition for him into 
the land of the pigmies, I refused." The 
curator smiled a bit bitterly. "Of course 
there were other reasons for refusing. 
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Our funds are pretty scanty ; until today, 
no one in Centerville would be aroused 
to an anthropologkal tesearch. My own 
salary is barely above the starvation level. 
In any event, Frazer got pretty sore-he 
took Greenway's taunts and Miss Whit· 
man's satiric articles in bad part. And 
he called me names. Where he got his 
funds from, or how he managed to per· 
suade or force these pigmies to return 
with him to the United States, I do not 
know. There was supposed to be a. curse 
upon their idol, that would blast whole 
nations if it was ever removed from its 
temple." 

The crowd around me surged forward 
eagerly. I barely managed to hold Peggy 
from being swept into the street. N'ecks 
craned down the wide thoroughfare. 

"Here they come!" someone in the 
crowd shouted. 

The doors of the covered pier had been 
thrown open. A number of long, sleek 
Packards, with open tonneaus, moved 
slowly through. The mob that surged 
around the Basin let out a roar o·£ wei· 
come. 

Then the roar died. 
"What happened?" gasped Peggy. She 

tried to stand on tiptoe, to look over the 
heads of those around us. I am rather 
tall, so I could see pretty easily. 

I gripped the girl's arm. "I think," I 
said rapidly, "we had better get out of 
this. It's too hot and crowded to watch 
a silly parade." 

Peggy twisted within my hand. Her 
grey eyes looked steadily up at mine. 
"Jerry Doane," she said, "I am not a 
fool. You forget I'm a pretty good re
porter. What is happening down there 
that suddenly caused the crowd to stop 
cheering ?" 

" I  don't know," I admitted. "It's too 
far to see exactly. But the people on the 
sidewalks seem to be crowding back, 
to be scattering into the side streets. Even 
the police are going." 

J
T was true-and unbelievable. I had 
never seen a parade crowd act [ike 

this before. There were four automo!J.iles 
in the feature cavalc:ade. One that housed 
Valentine Frazer, the triumphant explor· 
er, half submerged in flowers and floral 
wreaths. The second with a single mo
tionless figure propped up on the hack 
seat ; its features a mere frozen blur from 
where I stood. Then two cars, side by 
side, crowded with dark little creatures, 
mere bobbing dolls in the distance. 

As the four autos moved up Lincoln 
Avenue, something stra11ge was happen· 
ing. A wave of cheers rolled out before 
them from the crowded spectators. But 
the greetings died abruptly as the proces
sion came abreast. Even this far away I 
could detect the sudden shift in psychol
ogy, could almost hear the swift, short 
intakes of breath of the onlookers. The 
cheers froze on their lips; those who had 
pressed closer to the street line f, · bet· 
ter view were the fir�t to shrink back. 

They had passed Anderson Park by 
now ;  were only two blocks away from 
where we stood. The figures in the autos 
were quite visible and distinct in every 
lineament. A red-faced man next me 
started to cheer: "Hurray for Frazer!" 
Some others in the rear took up the cry. 

Then it died. 
The red-faced man jerked his head for

ward. The color fled from his jowls. "My 
God !" he said hoarsely. A young woman 
in the very forefront, with a child clutched 
tight in her arms, began to push back· 
ward. Her lips twitched with a strange 
fear. "Let me out I" she implored. "Let 
me out I" 

Valentine Frazer was abreast of us now. 
He lolled in the back seat of his car, half 
submerged by floral wreaths. He was a 
tall, bony man with piercing black eyes. 
His skin, drawn tight over high cheek 
bones, was burnt by tropic suns to a dirty 
brown. His thin, straight lips were a 
bloodless gash. 
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But there was no answering welcome in 
his gaze to the first scattered cheers. His 
sunken eyes surveyed the swaying mob 
with curious little prickling fire�; his lips 
seemed to press tighter with the memory 
of former wrongs. Frazer was not the 
man to forget the derision with which he 
had been greeted once before. 

Slowly his head turned toward where 
we stood. His eyes flicked over me with 
a stiffening frown, fixed upon the girl 
who stood at my side. The banked fires 
flared. The black pupils seemed to dis
tend. 

"Oh I" Peggy exclaimed faintly. "I-I 
think, Jerry, we'd better go." 

I felt tl1e corded muscles swell under 
my jaw. "Hero or no hero," I growled, 
"I'll knock his head off if he looks .at you 
like that." 

But already his car had moved slowly 
ahead, and the next came into line. I 
stared, and forgot Valentine Frazer and 
his sullen hate; forgot everything but 
the strange sense of overwhelming horror 
that rooted my limbs. 

Up ahead, the bands were still playing 
brisk march tunes, but here they seemed 
curiously far away·. We had descended 
abruptly into the pit, into a savage world 
where Evil ruled and unbridled lust and 
obscene passions held full sway. 

A burly policeman stopped his inter
mimble shoving at the spilling crowd. 
His eyes popped. "Mother of God !" he 
ejaculated. 

The idol was propped up between cush
ions. In size it was about that of a man, 
and it sat with long black arms motion
less on black knees. It was carved from 
black basalt, and its hard, polished sur
face seemed to quench the burning rays 
of the July sun. The head was a gar
goyle of ugliness. Red ochre and white 
clay daubed its frozen face into a fan
tastic grimace. A leer of the abysmal brute 
hovered around its motionless lips. 

It was hideous enough in all conscience, 

but mere ugliness would not have been 
sufficient to cast that blighting pall upon 
those who stared at it aghast. Its head 
was turned askew, so that to my heated 
imagination its slitted eyes seemed to bore 
directly into me. I felt a strange impact ; 
my will seemed to flee, my limbs tttrn 
to flowing water. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Confermce of the Damned 

T
HEN it was over. Life rebounded in 
my veins. That terrible look had been 

withdrawn. \�las it madness on my part, 
though, or the dizzying heat of standing 
in the sun, that made those sunken basalt 
eyes seem to move in a slow arc and come 
to rest upon the loveliness of the girl I 
loved ? 

She was beautiful enough even to at
tract the gaze of an idol of stone. The 
sheer thinness of her dress molded her 
breasts into delectable roundness, and the 
whiteness of her uncovered throat made 
ardent the casual glance. 

But I could have sworn the basalt eyes 
had moved; I could have sworn that a 
strange, fierce lust had oeolored those black, 
recessive depths. Peggy cowered against 
me. I could feel the softness of her body 
shak;ng with terror. 

"It-it's staring at me as if it were 
alive !" she whispered brokenly. "Jerry, 
I'm afraid l" 

I firmed my grip on her, shook off the 
strange dread that had encompassed my 
own li rnbs. "Nonsense!" I said loudly. 
"It's an illusion-a trick of the sun and 
shadows. How can a thing of stone be 
alive?" 

The procession halted suddenly. Up 
ahead there was a traffic intersection. The 
car that held the idol had come to a stop 
a little beyond us. The two remaining cars 
had stopped as well. Each swarmed with 
half a dozen tiny folk. 
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Once, at a \Vorld's Fair. there had been 
on exhibition a whole village of the pigmy 
people of Africa. I had examined them 
with interest ; but that was all. They were 
human beings ; small in size. it is true, 
but with human lineaments and friendly 
enough. 

But these pigmies whom Frazer had 
brought to Centerville were different. No 
human beings could have sent that vivid 
horror pulsating through my body. I flat
ter myself that I am a sane. common
sense young man, with steady enough 
ne:rves. A lawyer can't afford to be sub
ject to delusions. 

Yet somehow, these tiny creatures. not 
more than three or four feet in height, 
inspired me wi-th unutterable loathing. It 
was not merely the pitchy darkness of 
their skins, nor the twisted savagery of 
their faces. It was something else. Their 
eyes, for example. They glared at us with 
incredible hate: but they were not black, 
as are those of all negro tribes. Instead, 
there were blue, and slate grey, and brown 
flecked with yellow ; as if they were the 
incongruous eyes of white men, startlingly 
set in alien masks. 

White men, did I say? Boys rather, 
young lads in their teens. It was that last 
touch which added sheer horror. Aged 
and tv.1sted with centuries though they 
seemed, underneath I sensed a queer child
ish agony-a desperation of young white 
souls helpless against the obscene molds 
into which they had been cast. 

How long we stood that way I do not 
kn.ow. How long the procession paused I 
have no present knowledge. Paralysis had 
gripped the crowd, held it motionless in 
the contemplation of those baleful figures. 

Someone brush.ed past me; squirmed 
out into the roadway like an eel. Un
knowing, my eyes followed him. It was a 
little boy, not over teR, his sharp young 
face glowing with the thrill of a parade, 
of sights never before witnessed. 

I recognized the lad. He was :Billy 

Saunders, the only child of poor old 
\�iidow Saunders. Everyone in town knew 
her, and the boy who was all that re
mained to her of hope and joy in the 
world. 

"Billy," I called sharply. "Come back I" 
But the little fellow did not hear rne. 

He wanted to see the strange idol ancl the 
pigmy folk. Poor lad I His mother would 
never be able to raise the dollar admission 
to view them at close range the following 
evening in Rean's Circus. 

He raced out into the road, right up to 
the auto in which the basalt idol sat 
stiffly. He clambered onto the running 
board. heedless of the hoarse shout of 
Coogan. the cop; of my own sudden cry. 

"The little imp!" T grnnterl ; rlropped 
Peggy's arm, and started out after him. 

My foot had not cleared the curb when 
the boy screamed. It was an ear-piercing 
scream, such as a young calf makes when 
the b-utcher's knife is laid to its throat. 
His twitching young form jerked 'back 
off the running board, fell to the bard 
pavement in a huddled sp1·awl. 

But even as I raced for him, and 
Peggy's cry rose above the startled yells 
of the mob. two things happened. 

The traffic light ahead had changed to 
green, and the procession started forward 
again. 

And little Billy Sannders had sprung 
to his feet, was running wildly down the 
block as fast as little feet could carry 
him, his childish treble echoing a fright
ened refrain. "It's alive I It's alive I" 

A
T six that evening a group of us sat 

tensely in Mayor Lovett's office. 
George Lovett was uncomfortable. His 
eyes never lifted from the burnt-out ciga
rette in his flabby fingers. 

"Mr. Mayor," snapped Morgan Green
way, the explorer, glaring across the ttable 
at his rival with vindictive eyes, "you've 
got to stop Frazer's show. And what's 
more, you'll give orders to have those fake 
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pigmies of .his rounded up and placed 
where they'll do no more harm." 

An animal-like snarl camt! frorn between 
Frazer's tight-held lips. He started up. 

But burly Jimmy Rean. who sat next 
to him, thrust him back in his chair with 
a flick of his huge hand. His broad red 
face did not change :its expression. A thick 
black cigar bobbed between his lips as 
he spoke. ":\1 r. G1·eenway is jealous he
cause he didn't find the pigmy tribe," he 
said. "I don't blarne him for that. But 
when he tries to ruin my circus. that's 
another matter. I've got a contract with 
Mr_ Frazer to show hjs natives and that 
idol of theirs tomorrow night. The Big 
Tent is a sellout. H the lVIayor of Center
ville or any blue-nosed busybody like 
Greenway tries to stop us, or passes cracks 
again about fakes , there'll be trouble 
pronto." 

George Lovett looked at me miserably. 
J acted as counsel for the town on 
occasion. 

I cleared my throat ; tried not to look 
at Peggy. She was sitting at the farther 
end of the table, her notebook· open before 
her. She was covering the conference for 
the Daily Arg11s. But she had been curi
ously listless throughout the proceedings. 
The open page was still bare of pothooks. 
Ever since the parade there had been a 
strange dread clouding her eyes. 

''I'm afraid Mr. Rean is right," I said. 
"There is no real evidence connecting 
Frazer's pigmies with the death of Billy 
Sattndcrs, the disappearance of the other 
two little boys. or the horrible mutilation 
of that girl who was found in Jones' 
Alley. If you stopped the circus, you'd be 
subject to heavy damages, Mr. Mayor." 

Greenway flung violently to his feet. 
"All right," he shouted. "Let Frazer and 
his gang continue their reign of terror. 
No evidence, hey? . Didn't Billy Saunders 
yell things about the idol as he ran scream
ing down the street? Didn't they find him 
dead, without a mark on him, two hours 

later in the vacant lot near the Basin?" 
His pale eyes gleamed: his sallow skin 

burned with a hectic flush. "IIhrk my 
1vords. Before this night's over you'll 
have such a shambles in Centerville that 
you'll go down on your knees and pray 
God to forgive you for not having takc11 
my advice. That idol has a curse on it. 
Frazer stole it from the Devil-Devil 
Mountains. It will bring a plague of 
deaths wherever it is. But he never found 
its pigmy worshippers." 

He spun on the explorer, shook his fist 
at him. ''Those pigmies of yours are 
boys--white boys whom you kidnapped, 
and changed into evil changelings with 
certain witch-doctors' drugs that you 
found in Africa. You're working a racket. 
Rean backed your expedition in retum 
for an agreement to exploit your finds. 
You couldn't get the pigmies, so you're 
manufacturing them. But they've broken 
loose-the drugs have twisted those poor 
little children into fiends. They're killing 
on their own now. And you need more 
victims to take the place of those who 
escaped. That's why two more boys dis
appeared today." 

He spun on his heel, darted out of the 
office before anyone could speak. Behind 
him there was a moment's silence. Peggy 
swayed forward ; almost slumped over her 
notebook. Her face was the color of 
ashes. 

A 
RED mist swam before my eyes. My 
heart missed a I:J.eat ; then pounded 

furiously. I remembered Billy Saunders' 
frightful scream as he almost touched the 
idol. I remembered the strange sensation 
I had when I first saw those pigmies. 
There had been two deaths in the last five 
hours, and two boys of ten missing. Ten I 
The same age as Dilly 'I The same heights 
as Frazer's little folk ! 

Dwight Ewing, Curator of the Museum, 
broke the hushed spell that had followed 
Greenway's outburst. He was a medium-
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built man, with the contemplative eyes of 
a scholar, pince-nez, and a little grey 
goatee. He was a well-known archaeolo
gist, and had been himself to Africa on 
expeditions for the 1\Iuseum. 

He took off his glasses. surveyed Frazer 
with precise deliberation. "Those are-uh 
-rather serious charges. Mr. Frazer," he 
said. "What have you to say about them ?'' 

Valentine Frazer came slowly to his 
feet. I had noticed earlier a frightened 
look in his eyes. But now it was "veiled 
under a hell of fury. "Damn you all," he 
snarled. "You and Greenway and the rest 
of them are trying to blast my reputation. 
It wasn't enough that you made a mock
ery of me the first time I came back from 
Tanganyike; you're trying to ruin me 
again. I'll-" 

Jimmy Rean lifted from his chair. For 
a big man he moved fast. His hand shot 
out, caught the raging explorer in a grip 
of steel. "Shut up, you fool I" he said in 
even tones. He faced the rest of us. "We'll 
do our talking in court," he announced. 
"Greenway will pay through the nose for 
what he said ; so will anyone else who 
spreads his nonsense." He glanced mean
ingly at Ewing, stared past me with calm 
insolence at Peggy. 

I jumped up. "You leave Miss Whit
man out of this, do you hear ?" I said 
heatedly. 

Rean looked at me with assumed sur
prise. "I haven't even mentioned her 
name," he countered. "But naturally, if 
she would be thinking of writing any more 
little articles, like those of last year-'' 

He left an implied threat hanging in the 
air. H e  opened the door of the l-.1:ayor's 
office with one hand, propelled Frazer be
fore him with the other. 

A cold wind gushed through me. I had 
an eerie feeling that there would be no 
courtroom trials ; that some of us who had 
been in the Mayor's office were doomed 
to die before another night had passed. 
But even this strange psychic warning of 

mine did not begin to encompass the full 
horrible truth. . . . 

I took Peggy in my car to the Argus 
Building. She insisted on that against all 
my pleas. As we parl<cd in front of the 
clanking newspaper plant . I tried again. I 
held her tight in my arms, smelling the 
subtle perfume of her warm body, feeling 
the delicious softness of her bosom pressed 
against my heart. 

"Darling.'' l begged. "Please let me 
take you home ; let me drive you over to 
Winchester, out of this altogether. If 
yon write up what you heard in Lovett's 
office, your life will be in terrible danger." 
I shuddered. "Remember what that Tal
ley girl looked like when they found her 
this afternoon." 

She clung to me with a sort of despera
tion, but her voice was steady. "I am a re
porter, Jerry. The Argus depends on me 
for its spot news. It i s  my duty to write 
the story." 

"But-" I started to argue. 
She disengaged her�elf gently from my 

arms. "Suppose,'' sht! said, "you were 
defending a client. Suppose you were 
threatened with death if you went on with 
the case. What woulol you do?" 

I opened the door of the car. My hand 
shook with ague. "You're right, sweet, 
as always," I said dully. ''But tomorrow 
morning I'm calling for you early." 

CHAPTER THREE 

Where Satan Walk.t 

1 LIVE on the outskirts of Centerville, 
not far from the Basin. An arm of the 

sea comes up almost to my door, and at 
night I can hear the splash of the 
waves and smell the good salt air. But 
tonight I lay in a sleep of drugged exhaus· 
tion, hearing nothing, feeling nothing. 
Mrs. Hanson, my housekeeper, had taken 
the night off to visit some relatives. I was 

alone. 
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A faint, insistent burr pervaded my con
sciousness. I rolled in bed, tried to shake 
it off. But it grew louder, louder, until I 
awoke with a start, hands clenched, trem
bling in every limb. 

Someone had his finger on the door 
bell and was holding it there. Voices 
shouted my name loudly, urgently; per
emptory knuckles slammed against the 
door. They made enough noise to wake 
the dead. I bounded out of bed, aEI sleep 
Red from my eyes. Somehow, sickeningly, 
I knew what was the matter. Slipping on 
a bathrobe, slippers, I ran to the door, 
turned the lock. 1\Ien tumbled in, their 
faces white in the moonlight, guns glinting 
in their hands. 

"What the hell-" I started. 
"Get into your clothes quick, Doane," 

gasped Jimmy Rean, the circus man. His 
big red fist cradled a sawed-off shotgun; 
his Acrid complexion was pasty white. 
"We're forming a posse." 

I felt little things crawl under my skin. 
I gripped the door jamb for support. 
"Is it Peggy?" I managed. 

Other faces tumbled behind him, each 
in the grip of an awful fear. Men I knew 
- Mayor Lovett, Greenway, Dwight 
Ewing, Hal Martin the garage man, Sam 
Smith who ran the haberdashery, others. 
But not Valentine Frazer I 

Ewing pushed forward. His little grey 
goatee was askew. His eyes blinked rapid
ly behind his glasses, as though trying to 
hold back unmanly tears. The big Colt in 
his slender fingers shook. 

"Who knows, man I" he exclaimed. "It's 
not only one girl ; it's everybody." 

Hal Martin's faae was a thing of stone. 
"They got my Paula-" 

The flat unemotionalism of his voice 
was more terrible than any grief. 

"Damn 'em!" screamed Sam suddenly. 
"Little Jacky is gone I If those devils-" 
Then he began to sob; great dry sobs that 
tore at the throat. 

I was flinging clothes upon myself. I 
barely heard them. It was selfish, I admit, 
but a great fear was churning my in
sides. Peggy, the girl I loved more than 
life, than honor, than the whole darn uni
verse together, had gone home alone last 
night; was alone in the old Whitman 
house across the flats. Her parents had 
gone to Winchester for the week-end, and 
Mamie, their servant, never stayed in Sat
urday nights. 

"But who-what ?" I gasped as I laced 
my shoes, ran to my <lresser, and pulled 
out the police automatic I kept for emer
gencies. 

Rean groaned. "I take everything back 
that I said. It's Frazer's pigmies. I 
thought I had them locked in safe for 
the night in our pay car. But my watch
man, making his rounds at midnight, 
found the door smashed open, and all those 
little devils gone." 

Greenway's sallow countenance flared 
with a curious triumph. "And tell them 
the rest, Rean ; that your great Valentine· 
Frazer has gone with them," he rasped. 

"I wouldn't be too ready to blame 
Frazer," Ewing broke in mildly. "Per
haps they killed him first. You never can 
tell what he did to them to force them to 
leave t1Jeir native land and come here to 
be shown off like freaks." 

"Why don't you tcli him everything?" 
said Hal Martin dully. Only his eyes 
showed the terrible madness that lay 
underneath his frozen mask. "It wasn't 
no pigmies got my Paula. I saw him 
bending over her body." He swallowed air 
in a huge gulp. "It was that-that idol 
-a-walking like a man. I saw him clear 
as day." 

''NOW
. 
look here," Ewing said. "Your 

excitement must have blurred your 
vision. After all, we're intelligent people. 
We're not superstitious savages in the 
heart of Africa. An idol, a thing of stone, 
no matter how cunningly carved to re-
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semble a living creature. cannot walk; 
cannot rip open a human body the way 
your Paula was." 

Greenway whirled on the circus man. 
"Did you check up on that idol before 
you raised the alarm. Rean ?'' .'\gain. in 
all my patient horror, I noted that strain�d 
eagerness in his voice. 

The big man bent his head. He seemed 
crushed. "Yes," he admitted with a cer
tain husky effort. "We had the stone 
image in our strong room. We found the 
door smashed out-and it was made of 
steel-as though a battering ram had 
stmck it." He raised his head with a 
frightened look. "There was something 
else I didn't tell any of you before. The 
door to the pay car was smashed in-not 
out, the same way." 

A half-hysterical laugh tore from my 
lips, though God knows I did not feel like 
laughing. They stared at me in amaze
mel1t. "This is too much," I cried. "Ewing 
is right. We're not savages with darkened 
minds to believe such truck. Those ob
scene little devils are responsible for this; 
and Frazer is-" 

I stopped short. We were out on the 
porch now. I Aung the door shut behind 
me, and ran down the steps. 

A girl had screamed, once ; a sharp cry 
of unutterable fear. Even as we stood, 
frozen in our tracks, she screamed again. 
This time there was madness in it; agony 
beyond all endurance. 

As though our heads were animated by 
a single jerking cord, they swung in the 
direction of that awful cry. 

The marsh grass grew thick along the 
edge of the Flats. It was tall, coarse 
grass, high enough to conceal a man in 
its rank vegetation. But directly in front 
of the waving fronds. barely a hundred 
yards from where we stood. I saw some
thing that chilled the marrow in my bones. 

A ghastly black image stood like a 
Colossus in the sodden ground. its stony 
feet widespread, its red and white painted 

face of basalt glimmering in the moon
light. Lust seemed to dart from those 
carven eyes, to pulse like a fiame through 
the ]a,·.a-hardness of its countenance. 

Jts black, jointer! anm were wide. stiff. 
W ithin their crushing grasp, struggling 
furiously. beating with small, bruised fists 
against the stony chest. was a girl ! Caper
ing around the idol and its prey. clapping 
its han-d.;; in obscene glee. venting unintel
ligible cries. danced a little creature out 
of hell. A pigmy, not over three and a 
half feet tall . its weazcncd, sooty face 
screwed up into an infernal mask, its 
lank, black hair fal ling in coarse strir1gs 
arounrl its childish head. 

"Peggy !'' I cried out in a great voice. 
The girl's head turned feebly at my 

cry. Tl1e white moonlight etched the awful 
terror in her eyes, the bloody streak across 
her cheek. 

"Jerry!'' she screamed. "Help I I'm be
ing cmshed ! It's stone I It's-" 

But already I had jackknifed (rom the 
porch. was slamming forward as fast as 
terrorized limbs could carry me. I forgot 
the gun in my hand ; couldn't have used 
it even if I remembered it. How could 
I avoid hitting Peggy. whose cries were 
growing fainter, whose struggles were be
coming feebler? 

Behind me, however, I heard two shnt� 
in rapid succession. I swear I heard th .. 

sharp spang of a bullet upon the stony sur
face of the idol's thigh. The graven imag� 
did not even stagger. He swung around. 
faced me as I ran. To my crazed senses 
it seemed that a hideous grin distorl\'rl 
his craven lips, his ochre-splashed head 
of basalt. 

The pigmy, however, as the second bul
let cracked, screeched horribly. llc 
stopped his capering dance, jerked howl
ing into the tall grass that swallowed up 
his puny form as though it were a crawl
ing insect. 

Not fifty yards separated me from the 
idol and Peggy. Her cries had ceased ; 
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she hung limp and unmoving within those 
terrible arms. I put on extra speed. "I'm 
coming, Peggy !" I yelled. 

The idol surveyed me deliberately; its 
stony face terrible in its frozen immobil
ity. Then, without hurry, in ponderous 
fashion, it turned, stalked into the marsh 
grass, still holding the girl against its rigid 
bosom. 

I pulled up my gun as I ran; sent a 
stream of steel-tipped pellets flaming into 
the night. I heard the dull, plunking 
sounds as they hit. It was such a sound 
as comes when bullets flatten themselves 
against hard rock. 

But the idol moved on without a stag
ger, straight into the tangle of weeds. Just 
as I slammed to the place where he had 
stood a few moments before, he had van
ished. Not even the waving of the high 
tops of the grass betrayed where he had 
gone. 

fEET pounded behind me. The posse 
ran up to where I was. came to a halt 

on the very edge of the marsh. "God !" 
moaned Rean, his thick lips twitching. "I 
was sure you hit him several times." 

"I did," I answered. ''The slugs took 
no effect." 

Sam Smith's eyes burned with a sav
age light. ''I got that little devil, though," 
he chuckled wildly. "He can't travel far 
with a thirty-eight in his guts. I'll blast 
everyone of 'em down until I find my-my 
boy." 

I started into the grass. 
"Hey! \Vhere 're you going, Doane?" 

Greenway cri�d in alarm. 
"After that thing of stone," I said, "and 

Peggy. Fol!ow me, men." 
Greenway shrank back. "Not me," he 

muttered. "Not for a million bucks. It's 
come to life, just as the curse said it 
would. It'll make mincemeat of us all." 

"Me, neither I" shrilled Mayor Lovett, 
his round little eyes protruding. 

"Then I'm going alone," I caUed back. 

Peggy was in the power of a monstrous 
thing, and those cowards would let her 
die the way the other girls had died. I 
had seen the body of Jane Talley. She 
had been crushed out of all recognition 
to a human being. Every bone in her 
slender form had been broken almost to 
powder, as though it had been squeezed 
in a terrible vise. Only her head had re
mained intact. 

I slogged on, grimly, desperately, 
through oozing ground and black muck, 
seeking that which I dreaded to find. 

Through the muffling grass I heard 
Rean's bull roar. "We're cowards. lads, 
and we know it. Only Jerry Doane has 
the guts to go in after him. The least we 
can do is to scatter along the edge of the 
swamp, in case the idol ducks out. I'll take 
the left hand side; :\1r. Mayor, you take 
the right. Split up into two parties." 

Then all voices died; and I was alone in 
a sea of vegetatiun that towered high 
above my head. Despair gripped my vitals; 
despair, and a dreadful fear. :\1y own life 
no longer mattered, but I must find Peggy 
before I died. 

It was dark in there. The thin rays of 
the moon barely filtered through the tan
gle. My feet sucked in deeper and deep
er; the stench of rotting vegetation and 
crushed salt filled my nostrils. But still 
I went doggedly ahead ; seeking, seeking, 
hearing no sounds but the distant lap of 
waves ; all sense of direction lost. 

Then I stumbled over something yield
ing. My heart raced ; died to a chilled 
whisper. Wildly I parted the heavy grass, 
stared down at the form that lay face up 
in the black ooze. 

My first sensation was one of over
whelming relief. It  was not Peggy. My 
second was one of savage gladness. The 
body was tiny, and the black muck half
covered its face. Then I stooped quickly, a 
new and more gruesome fear displacing 
all else. With the sleeve of my coat I 
wiped desperately at those little features. 
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I cried out then and answering yells 
sounded close at hand. \Vithout knowing 
it, I had stumbled in a circle rhrough rhe 
tall marsh grass ; had come to a point 
close to where I had entered. 

"Good Heavens ! "  shouted Ewing, as 
he thrashed to my side. Then he stared 
down at my find. "The pigmy that Sam 
Smith shot," he said, startled. 

I shook my head as the other members 
of the posse pushed their way through. 
"No," I said. "It is not the pigmy." 

Just then Sam st·umbled heavily in. "I 
knew I killed the damned little beast." he 
crowed. "He'll never catch any other lit· 
tie boys to-" 

I tried to get between him and the bocly ; 
but he was too quick for me. A sudden 
hush fell upon the crowding men. It was 
a terrible thing. 

There, lying in the swamp ooze. his face 
barely cleansed by my slec,·e, was little 
Jacky Smith, Sam's only child. A round 
bullet hole showed dark in his chest. the 
edges discolored with muck and black 
water. 

The flame of triumph ebbed slowly from 
Sam's face. A bewildered expression took 
its place. 

Then, with a frightful cry, he fell on his 
knees in the mud, Hung his anns passion· 
ately around the poor little body. "Jacky ! 
Jacky I It can't be you I It can't-" 

He jerked to his feet, still cradling his 
son. He glared around at us with mount· 
ing madness in his eyes. "You saw me, 

fellows," he mumbled pathetically. "You 
sa1v me shoot the pigmy. I didn't shoot 
Jacky. God, I couldn't have !" 

Vl/e averted our eyes; a strange dread 
throbbed in om· veins. We couldn't look 
at tl1e father. 

He searched our blanched faces, seek· 
ing some justification ; something to take 
the edge off the verdict. Then, suddenly, 

he screamed. I'll never forget that scream 
as long as I 1i ve. 

"'Jacky !" he screeched. "It was you all 

the time. The idol changed you! Yet I 
tried, and tried . . .  " Something burst in 
his voice. "I killed you ! I killed my own 
son!" 

I sprang for him, but it was too late. 
His e)res held the glare of utter maclncss 
in them. 'With a great final shriek he 
plunged away. deep into the swamp, 
toward the flats where the tide was creep
ing in, swirling around sucking mud and 
treacherous bars ; the body of his dead son 
hugged close to his chest. 

I started to follow ; but Ew ing caught 
my arm. "Let him go," he said softly. 
"Tt's better that way. He'd never recover 
from this thing as long as he lived." 

CI IAPTER FOUR 

The Island Fortres, 

WE plodded back to firm ground, to the 
open meadow. Mud caked our hands 

and clothes ; water squished from our 
shoes at every step. 

"The tale was true then," Greenway 
whisperecl. "I never really believed it. A 
stone idol that walks like a man ; white 
boys that are changed by some dreadful 
process into obscene pigmies. to regain 
their p1·oper form only in death." 

"\Ve've got to find Frazer," snarled 
D11·ight Ewing. "He's behind all this. I 
defended him before, but after what w e  
saw-" It was hard to recognize the soft· 
spoken scholar and famous archaeologist 
in this wild man with bloodshot eyes, 
glasses. gone, his clothes a sodden wreck 
from the marsh gumbo into which he had 
evidently fallen. 

A murmur arose among the others ; it 
swelled to a roar. ''That's right," they 
yelled, brandishing their guns. "Get 
Frazer I Lynch him! He brought them 
here. Come on, fellows !" 

Led by Rean and Greenway, they ·ran 
toward the road, toward their cars that 
were parked on the side. Like madmen 
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they tumbled in ; starters tumed O\·er, ex
hausts blasted, and they roared off toward 
town, toward the circus grounds where 
Frazer had been i11stalled for the night 
by his backer, Jimmy Re:lll. 

I did not follow. Peggy had been taken 
from me. Somewhere, within the swamp, 
or on the tidal flats, she lay dead, her 
dear body crushed beyond recognition. 
Perhaps she would never be found. 

I had to avenge her ; I had to protect 
those other girls and the little boys fraN 
the fate that had overtaken Peggy and 
Jacky and a dozen other victims. 

The posse, with true mob psychology, 
had fled in relief from the incredibl e ;  was 
seeking some human fiend upon which to 
glut its vengeance. Instinctively, however, 
I kFiew that the answers lay somewhere in 
the swamp, or perhaps . . .  

I had seen what seemed to be the super
natural. I had seen an idol of stone walk 
likt: a man, seize its prey with stiff, hard 
gestures. I had seen a pigmy from the 
depths of Africa turn incredibly into a 
little boy whom I !lad known all his life 
in Centerville. I had seen girls crushed 
to death as no mortal arms could have 
done ; yet still I disbelieved all the testi
mony of my senses, sought for some other 
explanation for these horrors. 

Frazer ? He was obvious, of course. 
He had brought the strange pigmies and 
their terrible idol back with him from 
Africa. He hated Cemcrville, in spite of 
his present accolade ; and he had threat
ened Peggy for the articles she had writ
ten in derision the year before. 

Greenway? He was a fanatic, capable 
of anything. His professional pride had 
been hurt by Frazer's discoveries in terri
tory he had claimed as his own. Certainly 
he detested Frazer; would do anything to 
discredit him. 

Jimmy Rean? Seemingly he was 
doomed to lose a lot by what was taking 
place. But who knew ? Suppose he was 
double-crossing Frazer, making him the 

goat to force him out of a share in the 
profits. Later on, ll'hen things blew over, 
the tribe and the idol would be worth a 
fortune to a canny showman. No tent, no 
maHer ho\1' big. could begin to accommo
date the horde� of morbid curiosity-seek
ers. 

Even 011'ight Ell'ing. Curator of the 
�1useum, and :Mayor Lo1•ett, did not avoid 
my suspicion. The former had been in 
Africa himself, knew the legends of the 
Dc1•ii-Devil Mountains; the latter l1ad 
been under a cloud for some time. There 
was talk of an investigation into certain 
city contracts. If the people's minds could 
be distracted. . . . 

I whirled suddenly in my tracks. Some 
sixth sense had �cnt its prickling warning 
down my spine. But I was too late. 

I had not seen the little men writhe 
snakelike through the coarse grass of the 
swamp. I had not seen them lift with a 
sudden rush until they were upon me. 
Knives glittered in their weazened hands, 
a strange madness blazed in their eyes. 

I shot once, but the bullet went wild. 
A knife point jabbed mny elbow, diverted 
my aim. Then I went clown under a horde 
of flailing bodies, like a giant Gulliver 
among Lilliputians. I tried to fight back, 
but there was amazing strength io them, 
and t�ir knives cut and slashed until I 
felt no more. 

W
ATER filled my lungs ; it clogged my 
mouth and nostrils with saline bit

terness. Instinctively I kicked out with 
hands and feet. The darkness in my brnin 
lightened ; I felt myself rush upward ; then 
I was gasping and choking and spewing 
out great mouthfuls or ocean. 

I thanked God that I was a good swim
mer, or I would have died then and there. 
I was weak from a dozen knife cuts; much 
blood had gushed from my battered body 
before I had been thrown into the bay for 
dead. The tide had turned, was going out 
to sea again like a millrace. 
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Yet I managed to keep afloat until the 
cold green water re·vived me and I knew 
what I was doing. I shook the spray out 
of my eyes, tried to get my bearings. The 
moon had SE't, and only the stars gave me 
feeble tight. I took hasty stock. 

The tide was running strong, and the 
nearer shore was at least a mile away. 
I'd never be able. in my weakened condi
tion, to buck the terrible current. That 
meant I'd be swept out to sea. \Vhich 
meant-

In the darkness I heard the hurried 
sound of oarlocks. Hope flared in me 
again. I opened my mouth to shout for 
help ; gulped back the unuttered words, 
and submerged shallowly to keep from 
view. 

The rowboat had silhouetted a moment 
against the feeble starshine; and in it, 
rowing like mad, their faces distorted by 
the shadows, were Jimmy Rean and Val
entine Frazer I 

Even as I dived, I noted also the rope 
that trailed in the water from the stern of 
the boat. It was my last chance for life--
though my own life meant but little to me 
with Peggy dead-and to penetrate the 
secret of the horror that had invaded! Cen
terville. 

For now suspicion had flared to cer· 
tainty in my brain. Jimmy Rean had pre· 
tended to go with the posse to seek out 
Frazer as the instigator o{ the reign 
of terror; yet here he was, in the company 
of Frazer, hurrying to some unknown des
tination together. 

'With a last supreme effort I caught at 
the dangling end ; held tight though it 
seemed more than I could do. I dared not 
lift my head above the waves, except to 
gulp in occasional hasty drafts of air. 

They rowed ahead in great haste. buck
ing the tide, hitting out on an angle 
toward the farther shore. I tried to listen 
to their low speech, but the whip of the 
waves, the creaking of the oarlocks, and 
the need I had to keep submerged, made 

the words an indistinguishable drone. 
After ten minutes of bt'ing dragged 

along like a captured fish, something dark 
and somber loomed ahead. The boat 
swerved. made for it. 

For the first time I realir.ed' \\'here the 
precious pair were heading. Something 
that was not the chill of the water froze 
the blood in my veins. Almost I cut loose 
to take my chances with wind and tide i 
then courage came to 111e ;  and I gripped 
all the more desperately. 

Fort Arrn5trong had long been aban· 
donect by the government-i'!nd forgotten 
by us in the town. Tt stood on a low 
island at the outlet of the bay. inhabited 
for years only by gulfs and crying cur
lews that sounded like lost souls in tor
ment. The bastions were half-disinte· 
grated by the ceaseless waves, and the 
guns that once had frowned from the em
brasmes lay on their sides, rusted and 
useless. 

During the Civil War the fort had been 
used to house prisoners of war, and every 
fisherman, every longshoreman in Center· 
ville, devoutly believed that the bloody 
ghosts of the men who had died in its 
dungeons still walked the battlements. No 
reward could induce one of them to land 
upon the accursed island. The less super· 
stitious in town also gave the sinister fort 
a wide berth; it was rumored that smug· 
glers made the ruins a base for their 
forays. 

Just as the boat swung high on a wave, 
I let go. Swimming desperately, I man
aged to fling myself on shore, exhausted, 
spent. in time to see the two men beach 
their boat. lift it out of reach of the surf, 
and disappear stealthily into the night. 

I lay on the sand a few moments, pant
ing, catching my wind, and giving tht'm a 
chance to get out of earshot. Then I rose 
silently, and followed them. I had no 
doubt but that here, in the fetid dungeons 
of the old fort, I would find the secret 
lair of the pigmies and their idol. 
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The scum-covered wall of the battle
ments came to within a few feet of the 
water. Warily I followed its looming gran
ite to the left-where Rean and Frazer 
had vanished into the darkness. About 
fifty feet on, an embrasure yawned. l came 
to it. As I did, two figures, their height 
exaggerated in the blanketing dark. rose 
suddenly above me. I flung up my hand 
in time to break the blow that was aimed 
at my skull. But its crushing force bat
tered me to earth, left me dazed and un
able to move. A hoarse chuckle filtered 
through my whirling senses. I had walked 
straight into a trap. They had seen me 
follow ; had waited here for me to come 
up. Then they had jumped me. 

f<:UL-SMELLING water trickled 
down my back. A noise of dmms and 

barbarous singing enveloped me. My head 
seemed slashed with many knives. Slowly 
awareness came to me. Then fuLl con
sciousness flooded every tiber of my ach
ing being as my eyes opened on the in
credible scene. 

I was sagging, half upright, my swol
len limbs encircled with rusty leg irons 
and green-verdigrised handcuffs of an 
older day. They held me against the damp 
slime of a dungeon wall, deep within the 
bowels of the earth. I was a chained and 
helpless prisoner where generations b.:· 
fore, men had died without hope, without 
mercy. 

But I had no time for thought of my
self. All my horrified �enses were concen
trated on what was taking place before me. 
Ligl1t flared in the rock-hewn chamber; 
light from a fire of bleached jetsam that 
sputtered and cast eerie shadows on the 
walls. 

Around the fire, leaping and gesriculat
mg in wild dance, were the pigmies from 
the Devil-Devil Mountains. They looked 
more like demons than like human beings. 
Their savage, distorted countenances were 
daubed with pLastered mud. Their tiny 

bodies. naked except for a filthy breech
cloth, were startlingly childish in every 
immature line. But rnore than everything 
else, their eyes 

'
held me-blue and brown 

and greyish yellow-the eyes of white 
men, or boy.s l 

My eyes lifted past them ; my heart 
shuddered to a halt. Against the farther 
wall. enshrined in strangr shadows. was 
the idol. It sat stiff-legged on a fallen 
rock, its black basaltic arms outstretched 
in sinister anticipation. Its stony eyes 
leered at me with a strange contempla
tion: its poli�herl hody shone in the leap
ing glare of the tire. 

Something died in me then. Somehow I 
had held a tiny doubt �!Ylur that idol. I 
had refused to permit the truth to pene· 
trate mv brain. for f"ar that I might go 
mad. But now. at clo•e ran�e. there could 
be no mistake. This ob�cene creature 
whom the pigmies worshipoed. whose 
stony arms crushed tender flesh to death 
within their grinding power, was no mere 
clever mask, donned bv a human monster. 
It was in truth a creature of stone, a 
hideous ima�e carved out of primordial 
rock. a basilisk infused with an obscene 
life of its own. 

On either side of the awful thing. fright
ened, trembling in every pitiful limb. were 
two little boys. White boys; youngsters 
whom I knew. Bobby Green and Lonny 
Thomas. Boys who had vanished from 
their beds that night. and left no trace 
of their going to their frantic parents. 

Their little cheeks were stained with 
tears, their childish voices were lifted in 
shrill cries for mercy. But each was held 
in the grip of a pigmy, and their cries 
were drowned by the drums of the danc
ing devils. 

Even as r tried to part my own puffed 
lips, to cry out, their captors swung sud
denly on them. Shiny needles flashed in 
their weazened little hands. The steel 
plunged into the shuddering arms of their 
victims. At once the blubbering tears 
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ceased ; the two Little boys grew rigid; a 
change crept over their pudgy cheeks, 
swept hurriuly into their eyes. 

Was it my imagination. or the trick of 
the reddish blaze, or did J actually see a 
swift transformation, a cunning savagery 
that transmuted their countenances, that 
made them obscene companions of the 
leaping pigmies who shouted and gesticu
lated with uncontrollable glee? 

It all happened so fast that my brain, 
racked with grief and the sheer terror of 
it all, had no chance to grasp the thing en
tire before the two new-seeming pigmies 
were dragged brutally from the chamber, 
into a fetid passageway that led God knew 
where. 

Still numbed with what I had seen, still 
too dazed to do more than sag litnply in 
my rusted irons, I barely realized what 
had happened, or the sudden hush that 
had falle.n on the circling little beasts. 

Then I was galvanized upright ; a great 
wind cleared away the mists that had be
fouled my mind; a gasp of utter incredul
ity leaped from my stiffened lips. 

Through the same passageway into 
which the little boys had been dragged, 
there now emerged two figures. One was 
all in black, its features hooded with a 
muffling cowl of red. But the other. half
led, half-pulled along the cruel stones, was 
-Peggy Whitman 1 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Oearh'1 Little Children 

pEGGY'S tender feet scraped over the 
pointed rocks, and blood made an 

indelible trail behind. Her sunny hair fell 
in a cloud around her terrified face. Her 
limbs writhed in the iron grip of the 
shrouded creature. 

"Please 1" she gasped. "Haven't you 
glutted your vengeance enough on me? 
Please let me go. I swear I'll never say 
another word about your expeditions. 

I'll-" She saw me then, and her eyes 
widt'nerl. 

"] erry !" she screamed : even as I 
gasped out her name. ''Help! Save me!" 

But her caplror dragged her roughly into 
the center of the leaping pigmies, clo�e to 
the fire. clo•e to the stil!-motionll'ss figure 
of the idol. 

"Your lover can't save you !'' he jeered 
within the hollow of his hood. "No one 
can save the bride of Nba! Long l:as he 
waited for such a sweet morsel of flesh as 
you. See how eagerly he awaits his blush
ing bride : how he rises to consummate 
the ecstasy of his union with you. I f  1 
didn't fear his wrath, and the fury of his 
worshipers who expect eternal good luck 
from your marriage. I'd keep you for my
self." 

There was no mistaking the lust that 
glcame<l through the slits that hid his 
eyes. There was no mistaking the sud· 
den silence that fell upon the Devil-Devil 
tribe. J, myself, in spite of the horrible 
fate that awaited us both, felt a hot flush 
rise through my body at the luscious 

charms of the girl I loved. 

The red flames played eagerly over 
every inch of her shrinking form, rewal
ing every sweet secret to savage lust. Her 
perfect breasts, tender and soft ;  the 
smooth shapeliness of her thighs; the 
white gleam of each rounded curve ; were 
enough to seduce the saintliest anchorite. 

Then the silence was suddenly broken. 
The idol, its basalt face terrible in daubed 
white and ochre, lumbered stiffly to its 
feet. To the ponderous accompaniment 
of stone on stone, it clanked with queer, 
stiff-legged strides toward the fainting 
girl. Its sculpturoo arms reached out to 
seize its bride ! 

I yelled ; I c;:ursed ; I hurled myself at 
the irons that held me fast to the slimy 
wall. No one paid any attention to me. 
The black pigmies had prostrated them
selves with unintelligible cries upon the 
ground at the sight of their god, Nba, who 
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walked like a mao. The masked figure 
chuckled hoarsely. 

He caught up the frantic girl in !tis 
arms, swung her struggling body aloft, 
deposited it within the crook of those ter
rible extended hands. 

The elbows flexed. A frightful scream 
broke from the girl's lips. There was a 
sickening sound of flesh crunching against 
ha1·d stone. This was the ghastly marriage 
-the crushing of soft flesh and tender 
bones against the stony bosom of the god! 

Madness seized upon me at that cry; 
insanity gave me a strength beyond my 
own. 1 leaped forward against handcuffs 
and leg irons. I did not even feel the 
cruel bite that scared flesh from the 
bone. I crashed again in berserk rage. 

The irons were old, and eaten through 
by the rust of years. The granite wall 
was corroded by the ceaseless drip of foul 
sea water. Something gave. 

With a wild yell that rivalled the sav
agery of a lion's roar 1 catapulted forward. 
The pigmies scrambled to their feet with 
startled cries. The masked man whirled 
in alarm. 

I smashed through the burning drift
wood, scattering the blazing embers, 
leaped for that thing of black stone that 
was crushiug with horrible strength the 
life out of the girl I loved. 

I hit his body with every ounce of mus
cle and momentum. 

Grinding pains ripped through every 
fiber of my being. Great lights exploded 
in my skull. My Aesh collided with terrific 
force against unyieCding hardness. 

1 fell back, moauing sharply with the 
fierce agony of that crash. My shoulder, 
whel'e I had hit the basalt idol, snapped 
with a sickening wrench. 

But the god, Nba, had not even stag
gered at my terrible attack. 

THE next instant the pigmies, mad
dened at my sac•·ilegious assault upon 

the god they worshipped, had flWlg them-

selves upon me. Kni·ves flashed in their 
hands. I groaned, tried feebly to defend 
myself. 

I felt them cut deep into my flesh; 
bestial faces glared into my own ; childish 
black arms raised to drive home the fin
ishing blow. Above the roar and tumult 
I heard the savage voice of the shrouded 
man, urging them on to the kill; I heard 
the wilder and wilder shrieks of Peggy 
as those terrible arms crushed her closer 
and closer in the bridal embrace. 

A keen blade had searched my side with 
a slashing thrust ; dimly above me I saw a 
hate-distorted face, deadly steel that was 
poised at my heart. I tried to avoid the 
shining death. but a horde of small figures 
pinned me down. helpless. Suddenly it 
came! 

Then the chamber .suddenly echoed with 
crashing sound. The pigmy screeched, fell 
sideways. The lethal weapon clattered 
from his hand. 

I heaved upward at the respite, scatter
ing the howling little demons as though 
they were chaff. The red-hooded figure 
snarled out terrible oaths ; his hand 
whipped underneath his black robe. But 
I was upon him Hke a thunderbolt. My 
fist caught square on his hidden face. 
With a strangled cry he fell, face forward, 
into tJ1e glowing bed of embers. His gar
ments burst into flame. 

I saw only faintly the men who had 
come through the passageway that led to 
the outer island ; I barely heard the guns 
that cracked again and again. I saw only 
the idol, Nba, slowly crushing the girl I 
loved within his arms. 

I snatched up a heavy iron bar that lay 
near tbe wall. Whirling it, I darted for 
him. 

Above the wild uproar that ftlled tl1e 
chamber, the screams of the scattering pig
mies, the howls of the hooded man as he 
tried feebly to crawl out of the fiery bed 
into which I had cast him, the smack of 
bullets, I heard the strange, unintelligible 
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sound that issued from the god. 
His basalt hands dropped to his side. 

Peggy fell with a dull thud to the ground. 
We whirled ungainly. ran stiff-legged 
toward the passageway. I threw the iron 
bar. It caught him in the small of the 
back He staggered a bit; but he ran on. 
A steel slug smashed into his thigh; yet 
it did not stop him. 

I did not follow. I caught Peggy up in 
my arms, mumbling endearing words. She 
opened her pain-swept eyes, smiled. 
"Thank you, Jerry." Then she fainted. 

Two men raced over to me, smoking 
guns still in their hands. The last pigmy 
lay twitching on the floor. The rest had 
fled for safety after their god. 

"Lt.Icky we got here in time, ·• growled 
Jimmy Rean, his eyes popping. "I had the 
devil's own job sneaking Frazer away 
from the mob that was howling for his 
blood. These little devils, after they broke 
out, had tied him up and thrown him into 
an abandoned shed on the circus lot. 
Lucky he knew their language. He heard 
enough of their jaubering to track th�m 
down here with me." 

Valentine Frazer grinned sheepishly. 
"I should never have ttusted them. They 
came back to the United States with me 
willingly enough. They seemed pretty 
docile-without the drugs they used in 
their native mountains to hop themselves 
up with when they started their blas.phem
ous idol-worship." 

"But who then was responsible?" I 
managed to gasp. 

Rean's face hardened. He walked over 
to the still smoking: figure of the hooded 
man, ripped away the red mask. Under
neath, blackened with fire, but still alive, 
was the once scholarly features of Dwight 
Ewing, Curator of the Museum and fa· 
mous archaeologist ! 

HE stared up at us with insane eyes. 
"I hate you aJI," he mouthed with 

difficulty. "I hate every smug citizen of 

Centerville. They gave me an empty post 
of honor, but they paid me starvation 
wages. I watched the rest of you wallow 
in the luxuries you did not need; while 
I, by far your mental superior, had to 
count every penny. I wanted to lead ex
peditions to Africa, to achieve fame .and 
fortune; but not a one of you would back 
me. Instead, you backed Frazer, and he 
stole from me the glories that were right
fuUy my own." 

His breathed wheezed. He was dying 
fast. His voice was becoming fainter. 
"When Frazer brought back the Devil
Devil tribe, I saw my chance for revenge 
against him, against you all ; and also to 
get the money you had denied me all my 
life. I knew the pigmy language; on a 
former trip I had obtained a supply of the 
drug that they required to whip them up 
to their sacrifial rites. Frazer had refused 
it to them. 

"I sneaked into their cabin down at the 
boat, and made a deal with them. In re
turn for the precious drug, they were to 
do my bidding. I hac! them create a reign 
of terror; I had their god, Nba, kill young 
girls in terrible fashion ; I had them kid
nap the small sons of the rich men in 
town. I threatened to turn them into pig
mies if large sums were not paid over at 
once. The fact that this particular tribe 
has eyes like those of the white race lent 
itsel£ to my scheme. I killed Billy Saun
ders because I thought he had discovered 
the secret of Nba. Afier Sam Smith found 
his son in the swamp, every other father 
in town would have given me everything 
he had to a void a similar fate for his own 
child." 

"But wasn't it Sam's youngster that he 
shot?" 

A horrible· grin puffed up Ewing's 
scorched countenance. "He actually shot 
one of the pigmies. But Jacky had made 
a break for it earlier in the night, and to 
stop him I had to kill him. While pre-

( C mttinued on page 108) 
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tending to search the· swamp, I dragged 
out the dead body of the pigmy, dumped 
it into the sea, and replaced it with that 
of Jacky where I knew you would stumble 
over it. Actually, all I did was inject some 
of the drug into the boys I still held cap
tive to make them temporarily mad. Its 
effect wears off in a few days." 

His grin widened. It was a dreadful 
grin. "Nba I" he started, "Nba was-" 

Bright blood bubbled to his lips. His 
burnt countenance glared up at us; fell 
back. He would speak no more. 

"I think,'' said Frazer slowly, "that the 
idol was hollow. I think that the pigmy 
witch-doctor, whom I had along, knew the 
secret of its mechanism. He could have 
inserted himself into the hollow stone, and 
worked its stone hands and legs by means 
of levers. Back in Tanganyika he was a 
power among the superstitious savages; 
l1c alone controlled the god that walked 
like a man. Obviously he and Ewing were 
accomplices." 

It may have been so. There is no way 
-,( telling. For those of the pigmies who 
!scaped had fallen into the sea, and were 
-lrowned. The swift tide carried their 
bodies far out. Only a few were ever 
recovered. 

But Nba, the idol of stone, disappeared 
completely. Had he fallen into the sea, 
he should have sunk into the shallow off
shore surf. But no amount of dredging or 
dragging of the bottom ever brought his 
obscclile form to light. 

Years after, a returned explorer from 
Tanganyika mentione<l something about a 
basalt idol that walked like a man, and was 
worshipped as a god in the recesses of the 
mountains. He had seen it once, and barely 
escaped with his life. 

His description of it tallied exactly with 
that of the stone monster that had been in 
Centerville in that tenible time of which 
Peggy and I, now happily marricp, never 
speak. 

THE END 
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IT WAS a time of great happenings 
in the current world. but Dr. Tim
othy Howard. curator of the Munic

ipal Museum o{ lew York City, explorer 
and anthropologist, was only remotely 
interested in his own time and generation. 
At seven o'clock on a brisk Tuesday 
morning, having breakfasted early. he was 
in the brightly lit basement laboratory of 
his Rockland County home, intently put
ting the last touches to the Cro-Magnon 
group he was going to exhibit in the mu
seum when the west wing was completed. 

A west wind rose and died in the hills 
beyond Dr. Howardl's house, and in the 
house itself. there was a sound of anguish 
more desolate than the wind. 

"Hush. Estabel." Dr. Timothy Howard 
murmured pleadingly to the dim figure 
suspended before him. A series of pulleys 
held the girl's bandage-swathed body in 
a ta1.1t, unnatural position, while invisible 
machinery hummed in the distance. A 
low moan of unbearable agony escaped 
from the girl's white lips. 

"Don't you understand, Estabel ?" Dr. 
Howard continued, in a low. almost whin
ing voice. "Only a matter of hours-most 
important." He had explained before to 
his specimens that they must cooperate. 
that he could not hope to succeed without 
their help. 

A despairing sigh from the white lips, 
as though the girl had given up all hope 
of mercy. The body jerked momentarily 
against the wrapping-and was still . . . .  

Life had fled from the girl, not in the 
insidious lingering (ashion Dr. Howard 
had intended, but in the old-fashioned 
way, forever, so that within five days, the 
woman would be a rotting skeleton. 

"Dear me!" said Dr. Howard. He was 
quite upset. Only a month now, to finish 
the e.xhibits for the west wing in the mu

(Conlinued Ol< page 110) 
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(Contin,,d from flagt 109) 
seum-and the greatest crisis o£ Dr. 
Howard's career about to come up. He 
could not foretell the exact time of the 
supreme test, but he knew it would be 
SOOI1 • . . • 

"Estabel," Dr. Howard addressed the 
body of the girl with a kind of severe pet
ulance. "you have let me down." It was 
as sharp a reproach :.s he had permitted 
himself since his fear had become his 
constant comp;mion. 

He was not sane. and he knew it
for no man who lives wholly by inspira
tion can claim a reason of his own. He 
knew he had been sane when he first dis· 
covered the process whereby human skin 
could be made as tough and thick as 
tanned leather, so that it imprisoned the 
muscular life within like a strait-jacket, 
and appeared as lifeless as a relic that had 
lain underground through the ages. 

But he had not been sane since . . 

he had talked in a frightened murmur, 
and he had had qualms. They were not 
qualms of conscience-he feared only dis
covery by a hostile world. It was that 
world, he considered, which had driven 
him to this in the first place. The world 
had been niggardly with him, had side
tracked him into the position of a petty 
executive in a public show. It had forced 
him to use his wits until they faltered, 
whereupon his guiding genius had taken 
charge of him. 

But if there were to be more snags-
like this one . . . Doctor Howard was 
trembling fussily when he slid under the 
wheel of his conservatively-colored sedan, 
and nosed it out toward New York City. 
The air was like pure wine-but on that 
Tuesday morning, he was too upset to ap
preciate it. 

Dr. Timothy Howard stopped on the 
Manhattan side of the Holland Tunnel, to 
fill his gas tank. He handed the attendant 
a dollar bill and got two cents change. It 
was amazing, the variety o( ways in which 



CCOUNTING 
the profession that pays-

Accountants command good in- ing lmow!edge unnecessary-we 
come. Thousands needed. About prepare you from ground up. Our 
17,000 Certified Public Account- trnming is personally given by 
ants in U. S. Many earn $2,000 to staff of experienced C. P. A.'s. 
SlO,OOO.Wetrainyouthorough lyat Low cost -e:uy terms. Write 
home in your spare time for C. P. A. now for va luable 48-page book 
examinations orexecutive account- free, "Accounting, the Profession 
ing positions. Previous bookkeep- That Pays.'' 
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

A CORRI!SPONDBNCB INSTITVTION D•pL 1814·8Cbica�o 

BLACK CHAPEL A RT H R I T I S  
money could filter from his pocket. He 
considered that his whole attitude tO\\'ard 
the world would be more generous, if the 
world should subsidize him. It wouldn't 
take much-the grocer would never miss a 
donation of provisions to one man. nor the 
enormous oil company, nor would the 
fedel'al government notice an appreciable 
di fferencc i £ it ceased to collect taxes on 
the estate of Timothy Howard . . . . peev
ishly, Dr. Howard realized that human 
beings are too blind to give an inch and 
gain a mile. 
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For they would have been much better 
off, all of them. if they had not force<! him 
to concentrate on inelevant details. He 
didn't like money Eor its own sake-he 
thought it a nuisance. And they were 
forcing him to apply his genius to one 
great coup, in order that he might for
get about money forever . . . .  

The sedan, refueled, threaded again 
through traffic. Dr. Howard was a good 
driver, , enjoying an occasional game of 
skill for right o£ way with a cabbie. It 
relaxed his mind. He began to see the 
mon1ing's problems with a certain sooth
ing perspective. The death of Estabel 
left him without a model for his fiftieth 
century B. C. Egyptian group, but even 
though circumstances kept him in New 
York, New York would be cosmopolitan 
enough to yield him another Namitic type. 

Luck and genius were his allies. He 
was looking for a woman with wide lips 

(Co,.tinued on page 112) 
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(Conti11ued from {Jage 111) 
and high cheek-bones, and he might find 
her this very morning in the museum. It 
might not be a bad world-for the first 
time in hours, Dr. Howard appreciated 
the clear winey October atmosphere. The 
motor seemed to sing ah�ad of him . . • .  

And then, to cap it all, right inside 
the museum, he did find her. The most 
beautiful girl in the world, standing be
side the fabulous Von Houten diamond. 
Yesterday she would not have seemed 
beautiful, for yesterday he would not have 
need�d her. But today-he was so pleased 
with her. he could have kissed her. He 
tipped his hat and said good morning as 
he passed. 

Dr. Howard glanced backward at her 
again as he went to his office. He could 
not remember having been more de
lighted with a young woman, ever. She 
had come like an answer to a prayer, and 
no amount of disrespect in her attitude 
toward him could make him like her less. 
Dr. Howard even thought expansively 
of Curt Whelan. who had first attracted 
:\farjorie Welles to the Municipal Muse
um. Good boy. Whelan-the best ! He 
actually would speak to the trustees this 
afternoon about raising Whelan's salary. 
The boy had wanted that a long time
had wanted to get married. 

But of course. thought Dr. Howard 
gently, the marriage part will be out of 
the question. Absolutely out of the ques
tion . . .  

Who and what is this Dr. Howard ? 
What manner of inhuman monster was 
he that he could so calmly plan to torture 
and destroy the slenrler, living body of a 
beauti ful girl? And what indescribable 
horrors lay before Curt Whelan, Dr. 
Howard's young assistant, and his fiancee, 
Marjorie Welles? Edith and Ejler Jacob
son give all the answers in their feature
length novelette appearing in the March
April issue of TERROR TALES . • • •  
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