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IF MOTOR WASTES OIL 
S E N D F O R ^ S A M P L E ! 

Money-Making Territories Open 
F O R S A L E S M E N A N D D I S T R I B U T O R S W H O ACT Q U I C K ! 

If you want to get in to an exclusive, quick-act ing, 
b ig money business , of your own, send the coupon 
below. Ovrhaul appeals to wide-awake men wi th 
vision. Nat iona l ly adve r t i s ed—Tremendous m a r k e t 
—Big profits. A fas t se l ler and repea ter . Fu l ly pro-
tec ted by U. S. and Fore ign pa tents . If you want 
ex t r a money, e i ther spare or ful l t ime—Inves t i ga t e I 
WRITE T01BY' L e t u s s e n d y o u demons t r a t ion 
— • I W»»H I . s a m p i e , L e j u s s h o w y o u h o w y o u 
can s t a r t in th i s business, N O W — b e f o r e all t e r r i -
to r i es a re ass igned. 

READ! WHAT GARAGE OWNERS SAY! 

Directions for testing 
this amazing mineral 
will be included—Just 
give make of car on 
coupon below. 

S A V E S OIL 
SAVES GAS 

Near ly a mil l ion m o t o r i s t s have tes ted 
th i s amazing minera l which expands up 
to 30 . t imes when heated. Let us prove 
it to you at no risk. 
If worn r ings and cyl inders are was t -
ing oil and gas, wonde r s can happen to 
your moto r . W o n d e r s of cu t t ing oil and 
gas was te—(sav ings up to 50% repor t -
ed)—of new power , pep and quiet wi th-
out the expense of new r ings and rebore . 
Ovrhau l can be the sec re t of big sav-
ings t o you. 

USED IN PLACE OF NEW 
R I N G S A N D R E B O R E ! 
Ovrhau l h a s t e e n tho rough ly t e s t e d a n d proved 
in l ead ing i n d u s t r i a l l a b o r a t o r i e s — t h e mechan i -
cal eng inee r ing d e p a r t m e n t s of a S t a t e Univer -
s i t y — a n d an o u t s t a n d i n g School of Technology 
a s well as nea r ly a mil l ion mo to r i s t s . 

;TNSfflLLEDTN 30 MINUTEST] 
Ovrhau l i s qu ick ly ins t a l l ed t h r o u g h s p a r k p lug 
o p e n i n g s — n o spec ia l t o o l s — n o car t ie-up. W o r k s 
in whi le you d r ive and is a s h a r m l e s s to use a s 
oil. Single app l i ca t ion l a s t s u p to 10,000 mi le s . 

S A M P L E F R E E ! 
I f y o u r ca r is w a s t i n g oil a n d gas , be fo re yon 
s p e n d u p t o $150 .00 f o r n e w r i n g s and r e b o r e — 
s e n d your n a m e a n d a d d r e s s on t h e coupon be-
low f o r a f r e e sample of t h i s amaz ing m i n e r a l 
wh ich expands u p to SO t imes wheu hea ted , a n d 
f u l l de ta i l s of a r ea l money-mak ing o p p o r t u n i t y . 
A i r mai l r eaches us ove rn igh t f r o m t h e E a s t . 

^ t e e S A M P L E COU PON 

S A N D E R ' S G A R A G E 
D. B. Sanders , Mgr . 

Genera l Repa i r and Auto Supplies 
L i m a . Ohio 

Enclosed please find m y order f o r 72 tubes of Ovrhau l . I t will 
be necessary t h a t you rush the sh ipmen t immediate ly because it 
seems to sell as f a s t as we can get it. 

The resu l t s t h a t we have had f r o m the use of Ovrhaul a re very 
sa t i s fac to ry . I t is ext remely beneficial to a n automobi le motor 
and I have no hes i tancy in saying: t h a t i t is ha rmles s to t h e 
opera t ion of any w o r k i n g p a r t s . I „ I ' " " 

j B . L . Mell inger , P r e s . (Paste on Postcard and mail) J 
Gen t l emen: A t l a n t a , Ga. | Ovrhau l Co., A-910, L o s Angeles , Calif . J 

I have p u t be tween seventy-five a n d one hund red tubes of . without cost or obligation, rush me FREE SAMPLE. 1 
Ovrhaul in old cars and I have not yet had a compla in t . | AJLSO show me your big money-making plan. | 

I have been a mechanic f o r m a n y yea r s and Ovrhaul is the | j 
only produc t I have ever recommended to ca r owner s for the j I 
purpose of decreasing oil a n d gas was te caused by w o r n cyl inders j N a m e - - - - - - j 
and r ings . j I 

Every t ime I use Ovrhaul in a motor , the compression is j j 
g rea t ly increased, the pep and power is helped, the motor is made I A d d r e s s — — — — — — — — — — - — . . . j 
Quieter, a n d t h e gas a n d oil used is considerably reduced. g ! 

Yours very t ru ly , | C i t y — — . — — . - — S ta t e ! 
(Signed) J . L . ( J ack ) Reeves. J y J 

PLIP AND MAIL COUPON TODAY! N a m e a n d T e a r o l O a r - I 
B . L . M E L L I N G E R , P r e s . O v r h a u l Co . , A-910, L o t Ange les , Cal i f . L — — _ 1 
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THIS SEAL PROTECTS Y O U ^ | J § AGA INST REPRINT F ICT ION! 
All stories in m a g a z i n e s Gearing this s e a l a r e wri t ten e spec ia l ly for thi» pub l i sher a n d h a v e 

never beiore b e e n pr in ted in a n y iorm! 

A SPINE-CHILLING FEATURE-LENGTH NOVEL 
Bride of the Serpent Francis James 11 

What foul and hideous power was it that drew the loveliest women from their 
beds in that pitiful transient camp—and made them surrender themselves to the 
unholy mercies of the monster that dwelt in the slime and ooze of the river-bed? 
Bill Coleman learned the answer; but the price he paid was dearer to him than 
life itself! 

THREE NOVELETTES OF STARK TERROR 
Hostesses in Hell Russell Gray 34 

We thanked God for sparing us, when the storm cast us ashore on that little, 
uncharted isle; but soon we were praying and begging that death might come 
quickly, as we watched that half-human, degenerate pack make bloody sport with 
the girls of our shipwrecked party. 

House of the Mummy Men .Edith and Ejler Jacobson 64 
The mad genius that burned like a searing flame in the twisted brain of Dr. 
Timothy Howard would allow him no rest until his great plan was completed— 
until the anguished screams of his reluctant young assistants should be moulded 
in a pageant of pain that would force an unfriendly world to admit his greatness! 

Lilith—Deep Lady of Death Ar thur Leo Zagat 88 
It was a ghastly power from the pits of hell itself that sent panic like wildfire 
through the stolid workers in the big Tunnel, that transformed its murky interior 
into a shambles of blood and horror—and left a man and a girl alone to face the 
awful might of Lilith, the Devil's Sister 1 

TWO SHORT STORIES OF EERIE MYSTERY 
Death Lives in My Lips! Ray Cummings 54 

Doomed I was by my mother's infidelity to live in solitude and continence, and 
woe to the man who dared my kiss. But I could not help my beauty, nor could 
I deny the flame of love that burned high within me! 

Murder Puppet Gabriel Wilson 81 
All his life Myron Collins had slaved to create Brutus, the puppet master of evil 
—and he endowed this thing of wood and sawdust with a dreadful life of its 
own; a life that was the concentrate of destruction and unholy desire! 

—AND— 
Interlude of Terror . T h e Editor 4 

Fran Jones' mad flight from Death. 
Black Chapel A Department 105 
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IF I F A I L E D . . . W E W E R E A L L D E A D M E N 
LASHED TO SHROUDS 

OF SINKING, 

BURNING SCHOONER, 

SAILORS SEE HOPE 

OF RESCUE FADE 

^ P " T h e d r e a m o f 
my life, for which I had saved since I first 
went to sea at twelve, had come t rue!" writes 
Capt. Hans Mil ton of 610 West 111th St., 
N e w York City. "I was making my first voy-
age as master and owner of my own vessel, 
the two-masted topsail schooner 'Pioneer, ' 
when the hurr icane of last September caught 
us 400 miles off Nantucket . 

V 7 "We were p u m p i n g t o keep afloat when we passed in to 
the windless vortex of the storm where the waves were leap-
ing and jumping crazily and where they crashed in our com-
panion ways and filled the ship beyond hope of saving her. 

T h e five of us and the cat scrambled aloft for 
o u r lives. O u r deck-load of lumber kept us 
afloat and wi thout fresh water and wi th al-
most no food we lived, lashed to the r igging, 
for three endless days and nights. 

© t "Once a steamer hove in sight—but fail-
i n g to see our distress signals, went her way. 
At 3 a.m. on the four th morn ing steamer 
l ights showed momentar i ly over the wi ld 
sea. We rigged a huge ball of sails and blan-
kets, soaked it wi th gasoline, touched it off 
and hoisted it aloft. 

"But the steamer did not change her course. She thought we were 
fishing. T h e wind blew burn ing fragments back on the ship sett ing 
her afire in various places. I could see the stern l ight of the steamer 
go ing away f r o m us. If I couldn't stop her, we were all dead men! I 
climbed t o the fore-top a n d in desperation pul led my flashlight 
f rom my back pocket and in Morse code signalled ' S i n k i n g . . . 
S O S . . . H e l p ! ' 

© "Slowly, I saw the ship tu rn! In her last hou r afloat, all of us and the cat • 
saved f r o m the sinking, bu rn ing 'Pioneer ' by those fine seamen of the United S 
Liner 'American Banker ' and by the power of two t iny 'Eveready' jresb DATED 
teries that stood by us in the blackest hour of our lives! 

(Signed) Qt&id/^ 

N A T I O N A L C A R B O N C O M P A N Y , I N C . , 3 0 EAST 4 2 n d STREET , N E W Y O R K , N . Y . 

Unit of Union Carbide I'm and Carbon Corporation 
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"tilprove in only 
1 days I can make 
YOU a NEW 

B j CHARLES A T L A S 
H o l d e r of t h e T i t l e : 

" T h e World's Mos t Per-
fectly Developed M a n " 

YOTT don't have 
to take my word 

—nor that of hun-
dreds of my pupils 
who have added inches to 
their chests, biceps, necks, 
thighs and calves. Prove for now-
self in just one vreek that you, t 
can actually become a husky, healthy, 
NEW MAN I t . 

My Dynamic Tentum system does i t 
That 's how I built myself from a 97-
pound weakling to "The World's Most 
Perfectly Developed Man." Let me 
prove that you can get a big balanced 
muscular development in the same 
easy way. 

Gamble a Stamp—Mail 
Coupon for FREE Book! 
Dyiuimic Tension la a natural 

method of developing you, inside and 
out—without using any pills, unnatural diet-
ing or tricky weights or pulleys that may 
strain your heart or other vital organs. It 
goes after aueh ailments as constipation, 
pimples, skin blotches, and other conditions 
that keep you from really enjoying life. 

Gamble a stamp today. Mail coupon for 
a free copy of my new illustrated book, 
"Everlasting Health and Strength." I t 
shows you, from actual photos, how I have 
developed my pupils to the same perfectly 
balanced proportions of my own physique. 

Write your name and address down on the 
coupon. Send it to me personally. CHARLES 
ATLAS, Dept. 83-C, 115 East 23rd Street, 
New York, N. Y. 

STERLING 
SILVER CUP 

BEING 
GIVEN AWAY 

T h i s v a l u a b l e c u p 
s t a n d s a b o u t 1 4 " 
h i g h on a black 
m a h o g a n y base . 

I wi l l a w a r d i t 
t o m y p u p i l w h o 
m a k e s t h e m o s t 
i m p r o v e m e n t In 
h i s d e v e l o p m e n t 
w i t h i n t h e n e x t 
t h reo m o n t h s . 

CHARLES ATLAS. Dept. B3-C 
115 East 23rd Street New York. N. Y. 

I want tho proof that your system of 
Dynamic Tensicm will make a New Man of 
me- -give me a healthy, husky body, and big muacle development. 
Send me your free book. "Everlasting Health and Strength" 
and full details of your 7-DAY trial offer. 

Name 

(Please print or write plainly) 

A d d r i u 

C i t y . . . . . State. , 
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Interlude of Terror 
OR D I N A R I L Y Fran Jones was a lovely, 

radiant creature. Her red-gold hair had a 
way of stealing the lights f rom her spar-

kling black eyes;her smile was warm and f r ank 
like a child's, which was why she was so val-
uable to the Agent. No courtesan of the Eight-
eenth Century possessed as much allure in her 
whole being as Fran did in any one sweet curve 
of her j'oung body. The Agent noticed that, 
too, the day he saw her model the Palm Beach 
line at Mademoiselle Fechet's exclusive salon. 
It wasn't long af te r that, that she went to work 
for him . . . . 

Ah, yes, she was lovely—once. But not any 
more. Had you seen Fran this night, huddling 
in the lee of a ramshackle freight shed to 
escape the bitter February blasts, you never 
could have recognized her as the girl who had 
so delightfully exhibited the creations of Mile. 
Fechet . . . nor as the sweet, wholesome young 
lady who conducted "talent contests" in rural 
motion picture houses. For now Fran was rid-
den by a reientless, inescapable fear—a terror 
that had been haunting her for three weeks. 

The Agent was following F r a n ; the Agent 
would follow to the ends of the earth. H e would 
never stop searching for her until his long, wiry 
fingers had closed about her neck. W h y couldn't 
the police catch him? W h y couldn't some one 
terminate the swathe of mad, unprecedented 
murders perpetuated by this blood-crazy killer? 
Fran did not know. All she knew was that he 
was never far behind ' e r in her tortuous, almost 
heedless flight . . . and that soon, inexorably, 
he would find her . . . . 

Something stirred in the coal bin nearby. Her 
heart quailed; her tongue clung to the roof of 
her mouth. Had the Agent tracked her down 
at last? Had he ridden into this tiny, night-
shrouded hamlet on the train that had just slid 
slowly by? She turned to flee into the darkness, 
God only knew where. Then she heard the 
sound again. It was only coal, tumbling f rom 
the top of the pile because of the vibration the 
train had made. 

But to Fran, it might as well have been 
Death itself. Almost, she would have welcomed 
it, rather than undergo the fur ther torture of a 
mind keyed to terror 's highest pitch . . . ! 

Her eyes became a little more accustomed to 
the darkness. Nearby she could make out a 
freight loading platform, with something piled 
upon it. Cautiously she moved toward it, cover-
ing more distance than she had dared move since 
alighting f rom the filthy day coach fifteen min-
utes ago. 

That pile was empty burlap bags. She seized an 
armful , crawled with them way under the plat-
form. It was dry there, and near the foundation 
of the little station there was no wind. She 
made a nest and curled up, drawing the re-
maining bags around her. From under her coat 
she took half a loaf of bread she had been 
saving for two days, munched on it, sobbing 
and trembling. 

Then she saw the eyes; lambent, glowing 
coals peering out of the pitch-black night. Chill 
worse than the winter cold oozed down her spine. 
She gasped ou t : " H e r e ! Here I am, Tony. 
Put your fingers on my throat—and press. Press 
'til I 'm dead . . . 



Boys! Girls! Bikes G I V E N 

Headlight; Horn; 
Tool Box; Coast-
er brake. Yes, fully 
equipped. C h r o -
mium plated parts. 
What a Bike! A 
brand new sporty 
bike for ambitious 
boys and girls 1 f* 

NOTHING TO BUY 
NO RISK, NO CASH 
SEND NO MONEY 

SEND NAME 
MAIL COUPON! 

Everybody can get premiums 
or C a s h . B I K E 

or other expensive Premiums 
YOURS for SIMPLY GIV-

ING AWAY FREE big col-
ored pictures with our 
famous WHITE CLOVER-

INE SALVE for CHAPS, 
CUTS, BURNS, SORES, 
etc., which you easily 
sell to friends at 25c 
a box (with picture 
FREE) and remitting 
as explained in cat-
alog sent with goods 
SPEC IA L O r choose 

one of 20 Premiums for 
returning only $3 col-
lected. Constant users— 
please write. Millions 
pleased. Pictures pen 
Bales. Salve sold most 
calls. BE FIRST. Mail 

coupon Now! Wilson 
Chem. Co., Inc., Dept. 
PP-91, Tyrone, Pa. 

Typewriter 
GIVEN 

Or Big Cash Commission—Send No 
Money— Send Name and Addms . 

Nothing to Buy! 
Every letter in the alphabet and the 
numerals from 1 to 10. Any child 
can write on it after two hours 
practice and older people will grasp 
the idea at once. Full directions, 
extra supply of best quality copying 

, . . „ inh. Clever I Practical! Given for 
simply^glying aw ay free beautifully colored art pictures witli our famous 
WHITE CLOYERINE SALVE used for chaps, bums, etc., which you easily 
sell to ycur friends and relatives at 25c a box (with picture free) and paying 
as explained in catalog. Be first. Customers waiting. Write Quick. Mail cou-
pon now. WILSON CHEMICAL CO., INC., 
DEPT. PP-91. TYRONE. PA. 

MF" 

BOTH GSVEN 
or Cash Commission, Nothing to Buy, No 
Risk—No Cash—Send No Money—Send Name 

—Mail Coupon—Boys! Girls! 
ELECTRIC PROJECTOR — 200 foot film 
capacity—all steel, wrinkle finish and nickel 
trim. 110 volt motor. AC Current-Motor 
rewind. Tilting device. Adjustable lamn 
socket. Special bulb, built in 
condenser. Shows good size pic-
ture I t 's a .whiz. LADIES! 
GIRLS! Charming Wrist Watch 

about size of dime—Dainty—Attractive— 
Beautiful S B T * EITHER Movie or Watch! 

SIMPLY GIVING AWAY 
pictures with cur fa-

PR EM! U MS 
OR 

CASH 
AVAIL-

ABLE 
FOR ALL 

YOURS . . . 
FREE beautiful  
mous WHITE CLOVERINE SALVE used 
for CHAPS, BURNS, SORES, etc., which 
you easily sell to friends at 25c a box (with 
picture FREE) and remitting as explained in 
premium catalog. SPECIAL: Or choose one of 

, 2 0 premiums for returning only $3 collected. Salve 
sold most every home. Millions pleased. BE FIRST. Customers wait-
ing. Write today for salve and pictures sent postage paid. WILSON 
CHEM. CO., INC., Dept. PP-91, TYRONE. PA. 

GIRLS BOYS 
BOTH GIVEN GIVEN! M o n e y I 

Or Big Cash Commission—Nothing to Buy—No Risk—Send 
No Money—Send Name—Mail Coupon—BOYS! 22 Cal. 
Bolt. Action self-cocking Safety Iver Johnson RIFLE, 2 9 inches long. 
LADIES! GIRLS! Beautiful, sturdy, American made WRTRT WATCH of 
neat size &MF** EITHER Rifle or Watch YOURS for SIMPLY GIVING AWAY 
FREE big colored pictures with our famous WHITE CLOVERINE SALVE used for 
CHAPS, BURNS. SORES, etc., which you easily sell to friends at 25c a box (with picture 
FREE) remit as per premium catalog. Wilson Chem. Co., Inc., Dept. PP-91, Tyrone, Pa. 

G U I T A R G S V E N 
O r B i g C a s h C o m m i s s i o n 

S e n d N o M o n e y 
B o y s ! G i r l s ! 

S t a n d a r d s i z e r e g u l a t i o n g u i -
t a r . R e g u l a t e d — f r e t t e d e b o n -
i z e d finger-board-pearl p o s i -
t i o n d o t s . A M A R V E L . Y o u r s 
f o r S I M P L Y G I V I N G 
A W A Y F R E E b e a u t i f u l l y 
c o l o r e d a r t p i c t u r e s ( c o r -
r e c t s i z e f o r f r a m i n g ) w i t h 
o u r W H I T E C L O V E R I N E 
S A L V E u s e d f o r b u r n s , 
c u t s , c h a p s , s o r e s , e t c . . 
•which you eas i ly sell t o 
f r i e n d s a n d n e i g h b o r s a t 

25c a box ( g i v i n g p i c t u r e 
F r e e ) a n d r e m i t t i n g a s 

e x p l a i n e d i n p r e m i u m 
c a t a l o g . 
S P E C I A L — O r 
choose o n e of 20 p r e -
m i u m s f o r r e t u r n -
i n g o n l y S3.00 c o l -
l e c t e d . ( 4 4 t h y r . ) 

k B e first. S e n d t o d a y 
—"We t r u s t y o u . 

M a i l c o u p o n . 

WILSON 
CHEM. 

CO., INC. 
Dept. 

PP-91 
TYRONE, 

PENNSYLVANIA 

NOTHING TO BUY! 
Send Name 
and Address 

Automatic tuning — Super-
heterodyne—AC-DC — Short 
Wave — Amateurs, police, 
and airplane calls. Stand-
ard broadcast band. 5 posi-
tion tuner plus regular tun-
ing knob. Amazing! Yours 
for SIMPLY G I V I N G 
AWAY FREE beautifully 
colored art pictures with our 
WHITE C L O V E R I N E 
SALVE U6cd for burns, cuts, 
chaps, sores, etc., which 
you easily soil to friends 
at 25c. a box. (giving pic-
ture FREE) and remitting 
as explained In premium 
catalog. S P E C I A L Or 
choose one of 20 premiums 
for returning enly $3 col-
lected. BE FIRST. SEND 
TODAY—WE TRUST YOU. 
MAIL COUPON NOW I — 
WILSON CHEM. CO., INC. 

DEPT. PP-91, , 
TYRONE, PENNA. 

G I V E N 
5 Tube 

OR BIG CASH COMMISSION 

SEND NO MONEY 
NO RISK — NO CASH 

IMAIL" COUPON NOW 
I WILSON CHEM. CO.. INC.. 

Dept. PP-91, Tyrone, Pa. Date  
• Gentlemen: Please send me 12 beautiful art pto* 
I tureswith 12boxea WHITE CLOVERINE SALV® 

Ito sell at 25c a box (giving picture FREE). I 
will remit within 30 days, select a premium or 
keep cash commission as per new premium plan 

| catalog sent with order, postage paid. 

J Town State 

a Print Your Last Name Only In 8pace 

j l I I I M 1 I I I I 
WRITE, or PASTE COUPON on a POSTAL CARD or MAIL COUPON in an envelope TODAY I 



t>6 TERROR TALES 

Curved, "shockprooT' GOLD PLATE FRONT watch with all the 
color and charm of natural yellow gold. Stainless back. Accurate. 
GUARANTEE by a famous $1,000,000 FACTORY enclosed. Watch 
is yours FREE of extra charge with every ring ordered NOW and 
paid for promptly on our easy two monthly (2 payment plan. (Total 
only $4.) R•number . . . the cost of the watch Is Included In the 
price of the rin« . . . You Pay Nothing Extra tof the watch! No I 
charge for Credit . . . We trust you I No red tape. We'll ship at ! 
once. TEN DAY FREE TRIAL. SEND NO MONEY WITH I 
ORDER! Mall Coupon or Postcard NOW . . . your package comeg I 
(postage paid to your door) by RETURN MAIL 

GOLD STANDARD WATCH CO., DepL R-923, NEWTON, MASS 

Rush ofier • Lady's Model • Man's Model 

SONG POEMS WANTED AT ONCE! 
Mother. Home. Love. 
Patriotic. S a c r e d 
Comic or any subject. 
Don't delay — send 

oa your original poem today lot immediate consideration. 
RICHARD BROTHERS, 3fl-A Woods Building. CHICAGO. ILL. 

NTSrotfO 
Big cash profits for you ; f u l l or s p a r e 

t i m e . Over 250 h o u s e h o l d n e c e s s i t i e s -
t h i n g s p e o p l e m u s t buy. P r o v e n f a s t 

s e l l e r s ; s t e a d y r e p e a t e r s , earnings ve ry 
first d a y . FORD TUDOR SEDAN GIVEN 

YOU A S BONUS. I ' l l Bhow you h o w t o s t a r t <j 
a t o n c e ; send you e v e r y t h i n g - B i g Di sp lay L 
Out f i t a n d q u i c k c a s h p l a n s . D e t a i l s F R E E ^ 
- n o o b l i g a t i o n . J u s t s e n d n a m e on postcard. 
E. J. MILLS, 9272 Monmouth Ave.. Cincinnati, 0 . 

S S f 

FOLLOW THIS MAN 
Secret Service Operator No. 88 j" on the job I 
Running down ik i i jun ius Counterfeit Gang. Tell* 
ta le finger prints in mnrdared g-iri'i room. 

^ __ Th* Confidential Report 
r f f i f i Operator No. $8 matt* 
* * ^ ^ to hit chitf. Writ*for it. 
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Then she held her breath, waiting. 
Nothing happened. 
When ,she couldn't stand it any longer, she 

looked up. There was an animal, silhouetted 
against the dim grey of a snowdrift beside the 
tracks. The relief that flooded over her was 
akin to pain. It was a stray cat. She called 
it, softly, and it came. It disdained to share the 
stiff, stale bread, but it nestled close to Fran's 
breast, purring. And the heat of its little body 
was the only comfort Fran had known for three 
weeks. 

The cat made her think of her sister's kitten. 
Ellie always kept kittens in the apartment until 
. . . that night. Ellie was dead, now. Tony had 
killed her. Tony had hacked her to bits, left 
her a gruesome travesty of human flesh. Fran 
would never forget the awful hideousness of it 
. . . the heavy odor of blood that permeated the 
bedroom. Only Fran knew that Tony had meant 
to murder her—instead of Ellie. So she had 
fled. 

There was no one to whom she could turn— 
not even the police. The fact that she was 
innocent would have made no difference. "How 
could a smart girl like yon be tangled up with 
the Agent for months, and not know his rack-
et?" the cops would say. "How could you lure 
young girls away from their back-woods homes, 
turn them over to the Agent—without realizing 
what you were doing? Do you think we're 
fools?" 

Oh. she knew now, all right—too late. She 
shuddered to think of the girls she had un-
knowingly sold into white slavery . . . . The 
Agent had captitalized on her very innocence. 
A few weeks modelling clothes in the city hadn't 
taught Fran much. She was as "country" as the 
girls she had duped. Up to a certain point, the 
Agent had been exceedingly wily in his deception 
of Fran . . . . He had seen her that day in 
Mile. Fechet's, where he had gone to buy a 
thousand-dollar wrap for his current fancy. He 
had spotted Fran, and he had gained an intro-
duction to her. Anthony Wendell—Theatrical 
Agent . . . that was the inscription on his chaste 
card. How could Fran have known that the 
man was the Agent, king of an international 
white slave ring? No one else knew it! 

Later, he made her a "talent scout," at a 
handsome salary. She conducted screen tests and 
the beauty contests among small-town aspirants 
to Broadway and Hollywood. Of those who 
won, a few actually became actresses. The 
Agent kept up a front. The majority were 
pressed into different occupation . . . some as 
far away as South America. But the Agent 
conducted his business with such decorum that 
Fran, one of his chief scouts, suspected nothing. 

Everything was all right until Tony Wendell 
fell in love with Fran. At least, for a while 
Fran thought it was love. So adroit was he 
that she failed to see an ulterior motive when 
he installed her in a gorgeous apartment, with a 
French maid. So innocent was she, that she 
immediately brought her kid-sister from home, 
and got her a job at Mile. Fechet's. Somehow 
the Agent concealed his anger—at first. 

One night Fran was awakened—horribly. She 
came "home" to find Tony there, a spell of 
madness upon him, standing over something 
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TERROR TALES 

Fran did not at first recognize. Then nausea 
swept through her. The thing on the floor was 
the little French maid, dead, cut to ribbons. 
Tony's eyes were staring wildly; saliva leakfed 
f rom his slobbering lips. His dinner clothes 
were daubed with blood, and in one hand he 
clutched the butt of a shattered glass vase to 
which shreds of flesh still adhered. Even as 
F ran opened her mouth to scream, she fainted. 

When she came to, Tony Wendell was holding 
her tenderly. He was crying like a baby, telling 
her he loved her, and that he wouldn't hurt her 
. . . that he was sick . . . . H e would go to a 
sanatorium, and by and by he would come back 
cured. But he couldn't go to jail. He'd die, 
there; he'd never be cured. And Fran, in a daze, 
helped him dispose of the body. Her great, pure 
heart believed . . . sympathized. She thought 
she loved Tony Wendell. She couldn't know 
that he had murdered the maid in a fit of 
maniacal frustration, for having been denied 
Fran so long. 

The next night, just before she was to have 
accompanied Tony to a hospital, his chauffeur 
came to her. 

"Miss Fran," he said, his eyes showing terror, 
"you gotta leave." 

"Why, Joe, where's Mr. Wendell?" she asked. 
"He was going—" 

Joe said, "The boss is going all right, but not 
to no hospital. This last spelt he had has got 
him down. He sez he told you too much—he 
must of . " 

"Told me too much?" Fran was bewildered. 
Was Tony sorry he had told her he loved her? 
She couldn't ask Joe that. She didn't have to. 

"Miss Fran," said Joe, "Listen to the Wheel— 
I 'm gonna tell you. The Agent is goin' on a 
murder jag like he does every few years. An' 
you're gonna be next I Now beat i t !" 

" A g e n t ? . . . Murder j ag?" This was beyond 
Fran's comprehension. 

"You're too good a dame, Miss Fran. Even 
I could tell that. So I 'm givin' you a b r e a k . . . " 

H e told Fran about the Agent . . . and about 
his periodic murder mania which had been 
becoming worse and worse. "I 'm gonna whip 
you down to the station and see you outa town," 
he finished, and before Fran recovered f rom a 
state of numb shock, she was halfway across the 
city. Then she remembered Ellie, and her heart 
chilled. 

She called to Joe to drive her back, which he 
did; but he didn't dare go too near the apart-
ment building. H e was afraid the Agent would 
be there. 

F ran went in alone—and Tony had been there. 
She iound Ellie, slaughtered in the hall, her coat 
still on. Apparently Tony had entered first, 
waited by the door. H e had struck before he 
knew his victim wasn't Fran. Fearing detection, 
he had fled. But something told Fran that he 
would catch her. So she fled, too. 

Through the apartment's management, the 
police had attached the murder to Tony Wendell, 
And Tony, skillfully dodging the authorities, 
was in pursuit of the person he feared would 
give him away. 



INTERLUDE OF TERROR 

Fran had fled from one cheap, out-ot'-the-wfy 
rooming" house to another, only to learn from the 
newspapers that Wendell was believed to be 
headed for that vicinity, And always, he was. 
Kindly landladies testified to that—mutely, in 
ghastly circumstances. For one after another, 
they were found butchered, while in nearly every 
case were found words of blood, smeared near-
by; You harbored hcrt 

The newspapers emblazoned the story across 
the continent; Mad killer Wendell seeking mys-
tery woman , . . Until Fran dared not appear 
at the door of any rooming house or hotel. Her 
fear-crazed face marked her as the Mystery 
Woman, everywhere she went. Her money was 
gone; she dared not communicate with anyone. 
She stole food from refuse barrels, slept in junk-
yards, old warehouses. And she knew that 
Ton}', Agent of Murder, would get her . . . . 

Another freight train rumbled by. Fran 
stirred, shivering, hugging the stray cat closer. 
Was that a footstep? Had someone dropped off 
that train? A pall of terror froze her in rigid 
wakefulness until the snow by the tracks turned 
lighter. She had to scurry forth in search of 
food, before sunrise. 

Lamely she worked her way from beneath the 
platform, wishing that the one person who had 
helped her. could help her now-: Joe, chauffeur 
for Tony Wendell. She remembered that Tony 
had called Joe the Wheel sometimes. She 
thought it was funny, then. Xow she knew it 
was an underworld name. Still, he had saved her 
life. The Wheel . . . . 

She stepped around the corner of the coal 
bin, toward the road to town. Her eye caught 
the motion of a shadow detaching itself from 
deeper gloom. She stopped, stockstill—and 
screamed. Long, steely fingers dug into her 
throat. 

The voice of the Agent said, "You little fool 1 
Didn't you know my organization stretches 
across the country? That you could escape just 
so long?" The pressure relaxed. 

Fran gasped, "1 haven't talked, Tony. Honest 
to God! You don't have to kill me—" 

"Of course you haven't. I'm not worrying 
about that!" His face was the image of evil 
. . . insane. "Don't you see? Desire for you 
started this murder chain. I've got to have you 
—and kill you. Then I'll be cured. Then I can 
go on as the Agent, king of the rackets 1" 

The man was stark, raving mad. Once more 
his fingers closed around Fran's throat, and 
now his obscene mouth hovered over hers, 
panting horribly. One hand slid around her 
body; then he was dragging her beneath the 
platform. She fought futilely, visions of Ellie 
and the little French maid flashing through her 
tormented mind. Consciousness began to fade, 
and from a great distance she heard a dull thud. 
After that, the pressure slackened. 

Presently she felt hands chafing her neck, 
heard a voice saying, "Come, now, Miss Fran, 
don't tell me I've trailed the crazy son all this 
ways and croaked him for nothing. Don't let 
the one good thing I ever done in my life come 
to nothing . . ." She opened her eyes, and saw 
Joe . . . . 
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Mr. Mattingly & Mr. Moore 
doff their hats to a great whiskey value! 

"Oh , Mr . Mattingly, 
Oh , Mr . Mattingly, 
T h e way fo lk , praise o u r 
whiskey m a k e s m e blush. 

" ' W h a t a brand! ' ' A peacher inoi ' 
' M & M i s really keen! ' O h , 
Is it ' cause w e slow distill 
a n d never r u s h ? " 

IF YOU like a whiskey with that 
good, old-fashioned flavor... 

you'll like Mattingly & Moore, 
Vou see, M & M is AIL whiskey 

. . . every drop in every bottle. 
More, M & M is a blend oj straight 
whiskies... the kind of whiskey 

Mattingly & Moore 
Long o n Q u a l i f y — S h o r t o n P r i c e ! 

A blend of straight whiskies—90 proof—every drop is whiskey. 
Frankfort Distilleries, Incorporated, Louisville and Baltimore. 
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BRIDE OF THE SERPENT 
Vivid Mystery-
Terror Novel bij FRANCIS JAMES 

Was it old man Mogridge, sinister, 
self-appointed patriarch of those piti-

ful American nomads, whose eerie influ-
ence lured their young girls away—crawling 

like tortured snakes, to a tryst with a nameless monster of the deep? 
. . . Bill Coleman found the answer; but before he did, he saw his wife's 
fair body fed upon by nauseous creatures from the slime of a watery hell! 

CHAPTER ONE 

Madness Comes to Helen 

TH E sound that woke Virginia 
Holmes was the soft scrape of 
wood against wood, as if a door 

or a window of the home-made little 
trailer were being opened stealthily. 

At first it didn't occur to her to be 

afraid. The thought trailed over her 
drowsy mind that most likely it was her 
mother coming to see if she were all right 
—she had felt a little ill the night before. 
Or old Susanna Mogridge, stealing on 
tip-toe to discover if she needed another 
dose of the old-fashioned herb medicine 
to reduce her fever. 

Her heavy eyelids closed and slumber 
11 
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poured contentment around her. H e r 
slim body snuggled in sensuous luxury 
against the warmth of her silk nightgown, 
the one extravagance of her poverty-
stricken life. The caressing of the satiny 
fabric around her shoulders and young 
breast brought strange dream-fancies, 
as though a gallant knight caressing her 
tenderly. 

A few moments passed while she lay in 
that unique state of half-sleeping, half-
waking. And then she roused again, ab-
ruptly stirred into startled consciousness 
—sharply apprehensive. 

T h e scraping sound had come again— 
sinister, insinuating. Across the narrow 
confines of the little trailer, wall and 
door, were half-lighted blurs, save where 
the window stood outlined as a misty 
rectangle against the light of the moon. 
And Virginia gasped! 

T h e sash of the window was crawling 
upward. Invisible hands seemed to be 
moving it. The inch-wide crack grew to 
a half-foot band, the band widened to 
the full height of the window—and in the 
middle of the opening a light appeared, 
like a supernatural blue eye against the 
background of night. Virginia stared at 
it, her breath coming rapidly, her bosom 
starting to rise and fall. 

Swiftly the eye grew in size, swelled 
to incredible brilliance. I t was like a 
spinning star so vivid that she could 
hardly endure looking at it, yet so weird-
ly compelling that she could not withdraw 
her gaze. Virginia lay motionless now, 
sweat soaking her till her nightrobe clung 
like a second skin against her body. She 
pressed her hands to her breast, clutch-
ing her bosom till she felt the hurt of 
piercing fingernails. H e r hands slid down 
over her thighs, while her whole body 
vibrated with a fierce, evil desire. 

/ ~ \ V E R by the window the light spun 
^ faster, a gyrating ball that dripped 
blobs of phosporescent blue. Then sud-

denly it split into two—a pair of eyes. 
Across the sill came pouring a violet 
shadow, long and rounded, its body thick 
as a man's coiling downward. Moonlight 
glinted on scales like triangular sequins, 
irridescent with river slime. 

Wi th a heavy thud it dropped to the 
floor and disappeared in the shadows. 
Virginia's sweat-moist hands clutched at 
the sheets. A thin scream burst in her 
lungs to be strangled again in her throat. 
H a d she really seen that hideous vision, 
or had it been only a hallucination of her 
fevered mind? 

A moment passed while she sat frozen 
there, not moving—not breathing. Then 
out of darkness came a slithering noise, 
the rasp of a body dragging across boards. 
At the side of the bunk something came 
pushing up into sight—a blue snout, blunt 
and scaled, with baleful slate-colored eyes. 
A forked red tongue made play of thread-
like fire against the gloom. 

Inch by inch the head rose on columnar 
neck—swaying gently f rom side to side. 
Panting, Virginia cringed back from it 
till head and shoulders were crushed 
against the headboard, perspiration plas-
tering her hair against her breasts. 

The twin orbs gloated lustfully over 
her nakedness. And then up onto the bed 
itself came pouring that grisley shape! 
Palsied with terror, Virginia lay for an 
instant utterly motionless, while she felt 
the chill of its scales on her body, felt 
its noisome weight flowing over her. 

Hoarsely she screamed then, teeth 
bared, eyes bursting out of their sockets. 
She clawed against the creature with 
hooked fingers, futilely. Then in sheer 
horror, she fainted. Exactly what took 
place during that interval of oblivion, 
she never knew. . . . But at last she 
realized that the thing was gone. H e r 
breath came, expelled from her lungs in 
an eerie cry. 

Another instant she lay supine, saliva 
trickling from parted lips, then slowly 
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she sat erect. H e r motions as oily and 
furtive as those of the nameless thing 
that had been there, she swung her legs 
over the side of the bed—slid to her feet 
and stole across to the window. 

Beyond there, the half hundred trailers 
and cars of the "Migs" stood blocked out 
in jet against moonlight, a shantytown 
village of toy houses, and at the side of 
her own, the tent in which her father and 
mother were sleeping. No one seemed 
awake. Nothing stirred. 

F rom head to foot Virginia was tremb-
ling. Cold fingers shaking, she fumbled 
at the neck of her nightgown. The robe 
trickled down to lie in a ring at her 
ankles, revealing her young body, a naiad 
of pearly loveliness incarnated from 
moonglow. For an instant, she stood 
there in the misty light with arms up-
raised as if in supplication to dark pow-
ers, unseen—inescapable. Then without 
a sound she climbed through the window 
and dropped on the ground. Tawny hair 
streaming, she ran soundless and wraith-
like where moonlight painted her in silver 
and shadow. 

Y V 7 H E R E she was going, what she was 
going to do, she didn't know. But 

somewhere in the night there must be 
surcease from the agony in her breast— 
satisfaction f rom the strange longings 
that surged through her. Dazedly she 
wondered if this was what had happened 
to Jean F a r n u m and Sally Roberts, and 
the half dozen other girls who had dis-
appeared f rom the camp—if they too had 
seen that blue light that retreated before 
her—drawing her, mysteriously calling 
her. 

She turned at length, skirting the flank 
of the knoll till she came to a winding 
trail that led down to the river. She 
halted at the edge of a pool, peering down 
into the surface where her dim beauty 
was mirrored. I t was close to morning. 
Low on the horizon the stars were paling 

through a gossamer mist. A breeze 
stirred the cat-tails with thin rustlings. 

Virginia took a step toward the water, 
then paused. W a s it the chill of the hour 
before dawn, setting her shivering like 
this? O r was it. . . . Now her trembling 
changed little by little to a sinuous writh-
ing. F rom shoulders to hips her form 
vibrated in rhythmic waves, commence-
ment of a dance du ventre, like a snake's 
muscle play. 

Suddenly she experienced a longing to 
lie flat on the ground. She yielded; felt 
the cold moist earth pressing against her 
fevered flesh. For an instant she lay 
stretched at full length, turning f rom side 
to side in voluptuous pleasure. Then the 
twisting motion of her flanks was send-
ing her gliding down the gentle slope 
toward the water. 

Now she was close to the water. He r 
outstretched fingers touched it. She 
moaned softly. Inch by inch she urged 
herself forward, a beautiful white figure 
against the black earth. T h e water closed 
around her. It caressed her shoulders, 
her back, her entire body. Slowly she 
swam with her haid like seaweed stream-
ing behind her. 

Only the dome of the night with its 
far-away eyes was there to see Virginia 
as she swam to her dreadful rendezvous 
—and the big green frogs honking out of 
their mud holes. Then in the center of 
the ripple rings there broke a gruesome 
shape with glistening coils. I ts upflung 
head peered over the water. I t swam for-
ward propelled by giant leisurely gyra-
tions. 

Virginia's cry rang once, a filament of 
wild ecstasy suspended between dawn-
touched sky and darkening waste. Then 
f rom beneath something closed around 
her legs. Scaly arms clutched her, one 
about the hips, the five-taloned claw of 
the other driven deep into her breast. 
F o r an instant they swam twined into 
one, the pink-white body of the girl, the 
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cerrulean coils of the monster, so hide-
ously fashioned in the mold of a giant 
snake. He r hair was a sodden tangle 
against the chest of the thing, her bosom 
crushed to its slimy neck. 

With a flip of its powerful tail it drove 
them toward the depths. A circle of rip-
ples widened over the surface. A mocca-
sin flicked its tongue as it slithered 
through the reeds and slipped into the 
water—diving swiftly and deep as though 
it feared to be late at the party to be held 
by the pair who had preceeded him be-
low. . . . 

"]\/TY wife Helen and I were having 
breakfast that morning on a board 

table set up in the open outside our trailer 
when we learned that another girl was 
gone—that lovely little Virginia Holmes 
had been added to the ever-lengthening 
list in the grisley roster of horrors that 
for weeks had been terrorizing the trailer 
shantytown camp of us "Migs." 

All around us as we sat there could 
be seen the ill-clad figures of the hundred 
or more women and men, our compan-
ions, moving dispiritedly about their 
morning tasks. There was the clatter of 
cooking utensils, the rasp of querulous 
voices, and the fretful whimpering of 
children. 

It was a depressing enough scene, God 
knew—the spectacle of once hard-work-
ing and self-respecting people turned into 
homeless drifters. But I remember, even 
before I had heard about Virgie, the feel-
ing of uneasiness that had appressed me 
for clays, foreboding of something im-
measurably worse hovering over us, 
More than half a dozen young girls had 
dropped out of sight, stark naked, by 
night. W h a t could have happened to 
them ? Where could they have gone ? 
Could the mysterious horror that had 
claimed them threaten Helen as well? 

W e were half way through breakfast 
when feet sounded beside us. It was Ben 

Goodrich, our closest friend among the 
Migs, and his daughter Pearl . They 
dropped down on the crates, boxes that 
served us for chairs—and they gave us 
the news about little Virginia. 

"Seems she jest got up out o' bed an' 
went—like the others." 

Goodrich was a tall, broad-shouldered 
man with deeply tanned face and steady 
blue eyes—a face deep-graven, emaciated 
from suffering. Once he had owned his 
fine farming section in Oklahoma, driven 
his own car and sent his daughter to col-
lege. . . . Husky-voiced, he went on : 
"They didn't find anything about what 
could have made her clear out, or where 
she went—only her nightdress was there 
on the floor. Silk, it was, too." Good-
rich spat ; he laughed gratingly. " A silk 
nightdress—on a shantytown ga l !" 

H i s work-calloused hands tightened 
nervously. H e was looking at Pearl. His 
daughter was a brunette, a tall, voluptu-
ously formed girl with sleeky molded 
hips and firm breasts. It seemed to me 
that there was a queer look on her sul-
lenly handsome face. She flushed, turned 
aside from her father 's gaze. Helen, my 
wife, sat staring at her. There was a 
strange startled gleam in her eyes, too— 
an odd excitement. 

I didn't say anything. I felt again that 
apprehension which had impressed itself 
on me these last days as I had studied 
my wife. Realized that there was some-
thing about her that wasn't quite natural. 

My eyes drifted uneasily f rom the two 
girls and out over the camp of the 
"Migs." Wherever you go in the West 
you will encounter them—the ratt letrap 
cars, home-made trailers, hooded wagons; 
each vehicle stacked high with household 
goods, crowded with people. These com-
panies of almost penniless drifters—these 
American gypsies—are a symptom of the 
times, casualties in the bloodless yet far-
reaching revolution that is sweeping the 
country. A few years before they had 
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been workers and home owners. Chang-
ing economic conditions had hit them, 
broken them, uprooted them—sent them 
rolling like human tumbleweeds, pro-
pelled by the winds of Fate. 

Farmers f rom the dust bowl infernos 
of Kansas and Dakota, share croppers 
and tenants from Georgia, mill workers 
out of the green hills of New Hampshi re 
—a hundred and one others in the nomad 
rabble of the dispossessed, the bankrupt, 
the beaten, they had taken to the roads 
in such ramshackle conveyances as they 
could secure, following the harvests, seek-
ing any work that could be found. Out 
through the cottonfields, pea-fields, vine-
yards and orchards of New Mexico, Ari-
zona, Oregon, California and other states, 
a roving herd without homes or addresses, 
they find work when they can—-and for 
the rest of the time drift into cities or 
roadside slums, starving while they wait 
for the next harvest, jailed for vagrancy, 
hated and cursed by authorities. 

O U C H creatures we were—my lovely 
^ wife and I were. Railroaded like 
plague-carriers f rom state to state, we 
and our comrades had finally halted here 
on the outskirts of the southern town of 
Bayou View. Jus t how Ephraim Mog-
ridge, our eccentric leader, had managed 
it for us, we still only half understood. 
There was a barren knoll half covered 
with scrub pine, around whose base the 
river curved to lose itself amid swamps. 
The owner of the property had accepted 
the meagre scrapings gleaned f rom our 
purses in payment of rental. And ten 
hours a day all our able-bodied men were 
to work at draining a bog where this Jod 
Far r i s intended to set out a rice field. In 
return, he was to furnish us food. . . . 
And then this had begun—the creeping 
terror of the vanishing girls. 

"If this keeps on," Goodrich was mut-
tering, "There ain't none of us that will 
dare to sleep nights. . . . Coleman, do 

you realize that them girls didn't yell for 
help when they was taken away, or some-
body would have heard 'em? They must 
have wanted to g o ! " 

Goodrich was looking at Rosalie and 
Pearl as he spoke. Rosalie was an or-
phaned cousin of Helen's whom we had 
brought along with us. She helped with 
the work. She was flaxen-haired, buxom, 
over-developed for her fifteen years. She 
and Pearl stood withdrawn a little way, 
whispering. I wondered about what, to 
bring that guilty, unnatural excitement 
into their eyes. 

" T h e m stories that we hear goin' 
around—where do. they come from, who 
starts ' em?" Goodrich was stirring his 
coffee abstractedly, his eyes tenanted by 
eerie shadows. " H o w them girls been 
seen walkin' stark naked down by the 
river. Crawlin' on their hands an ' knees. 
Layin' down, squirmin' along on their 
bellies like they was—snakes. . ." 

I 'd heard all those things before. Wild 
stories to be dismissed as figments of un-
balanced minds. But something was 
here. Seven girls—no, eight—had dis-
appeared. I looked at Helen, at my darl-
ing wife, and I felt tendrils of some-
thing uncanny and damnable distilling 
out of the breeze and the morning sun-
shine. That horror that had snatched 
those other girls—could reach out for 
her. 

A s we sat there talking, I saw that 
Rosalie had crept around behind a clump 
of scrub pine to crouch there listening. 
Tha t was natural enough, But what she 
was doing wasn't natural. She had un-
buttoned the front of her waist, pulling 
the folds wide to bare herself. Wi th her 
pointed fingernails she was gouging her 
chest and neck as though impelled by 
some masochistic obsession. H e r lips 
were feverishly par ted ; eyes rapt in dis-
tance with a glassy sheen. 

That sight shot a stab of startled hor-
ror through me. W h a t could have got 
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into her? The suggestion of what Good-
rich had been talking about? To cover 
my feeling, I muttered to h im: 

"Nonsense! You ' re an intelligent 
man. You must know that no girl would 
do that. Those are just some of Mog-
ridge's wild yams . The girls probably 
got sick of the monotony here, and ran 
away. . ." 

My voice trailed off into silence. Good-
rich wasn't listening. I saw his eyes di-
rected over my shoulder at Helen. I 
turned to follow his gaze. And at what I 
saw there, something cold gripped the pit 
of my stomach. 

Over Helen's face had suddenly stolen 
the strangest look—a flush of eagerness, 
of guilty excitement. She murmured an 
excuse and swiftly rose to her feet, turn-
ing her back. As she did so—could it 
be true or did I imagine i t?—her two 
hands rose to cup over her bosom. Fin-
gers tensely curved poised there as 
though they were about to tear open the 
cloth. To bare her body as Rosalie had 
just done as, so ran the stories, the 
vanished girls had tortured themselves as 
they zvandered nude by the river at dead 
of night. . .? 

CHAPTER T W O 

"As No Man Could Love " 

T S A T staring after my wife, speech-
less. Helen—to have done tha t ! 

Then I heard Goodrich muttering as he 
rose to his f ee t : 

" I want you should come and take a 
look at what they found in Holmes' 
trailer—as long as you think all this is 
so crazy." 

Helen and Pearl had disappeared inside 
the trailer. I got up and followed him. 

W e found quite a knot of figures stand-
ing around Mark Holmes' unpainted box-
on-wheels as we approached. Goodrich's 
powerful stooped shoulders opened a way 
through them and then we were climbing 

the steps to the doorway. Jus t inside the 
threshold a puddle of shimmering silk 
lay on the boards—Virginia 's swank 
nightgown. The people were all looking 
at it as though it were cursed. 

Goodrich stepped over it and pointed 
toward the floor. "Get that, Coleman?" 
he muttered. 

Across the rough boarding a bill-post-
er's past-brush had left a broad greasy 
trail—or so it looked. A nauseating smell 
rose to permeate the interior of the car—• 
fetor as of something dredged f rom the 
morass of primeval sin. 

Goodrich's stubby finger shafted up 
toward the bed. The stuff was there, 
too! Alongside the rounded hollow left 
by Virginia 's body the sheet was sten-
cilled with a pattern of triangular black 
marks—where something covered with 
scales and zvet until river ooze had 
crawled to lie down beside her. . . , 

Fingers of horror slid on my scalp. So 
the dark whisperings of the past weeks 
had a ghastly reality! And the unspeak-
able creature that had been here could 
come to He len ! 

Hoarse voices became audible behind 
me and I turned to look through the door 
around which the crowd of shanty-town-
ers was visible. I looked into sullen deep-
graven faces of men, into gaunt eyes of 
women and I felt again the weird con-
viction that the sufferings of these people 
had done more than break and embitter 
them—had killed their very souls and re-
placed them with a lewd and unholy fan-
aticism. They gazed at Virginia's night-
gown, at the prints on the bed and the 
low murmur that welled around the ring 
held an undertone that seemed ghastly, 
exulting. 

There came a stir in the background. 
Between the scattering forms a new figure 
came striding up to the trailer. 

More than six feet in height, with huge 
shoulders and a snowy beard rolling down 
to his waist, Ephraim Mogridge pre-
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sented a figure that might have been that 
of a patriarch reincarnated out of ancient 
days. H e had a head massive as though 
hewn out of granite, with bald dome 
towering above roden pink eyes. 

Mogridge was such a personage as in 
epochs of social chaos is sometimes 
churned up from the ruck of suffering 
and despair to attain an inexplicable in-
fluence over his fellow-men—as did the 
mad Russian, Rasputin. Half saint, half 
satyr, he had spent most of his life as an 
itinerant preacher in the backwoods dis-
tricts of the south and west. H e had 
thrown in his lot with us and little by 
little had assumed the position of leader— 
a crazed Moses piloting his tatterdemalion 
flock through valleys of torment in search 
of a promised land. A dangerous leader 
he was, as the cooler-headed among us 
uneasily realized. W e knew his lewd in-
terest in the young women of the camp. 
W e had dark suspicions regarding the 
things that took place at his secret al-
legedly religious meetings. So far, we 
had been able to do nothing. . . . 

A L L this passed through my mind in 
an instant. Then Mogridge's shoul-

ders came pressing in through the door-
way and his giant form crowded the in-
terior of the car. 

H e stared at the nightgown, at the 
serpentine outline of prints on the bed. 
H e didn't speak. Beneath his white beard 
his red lips curved in a smile of delight! 

I felt my loathing anger rise! and then 
I was aware that his gaze had ceased its 
lustful slow roving over the bed to focus 
on the lovely pale face of my wife. For 
Helen had followed us here f rom my 
home. She stood there, her eyes locked 
on his, lips parted. Slowly her hands 
rose, as though in obedience to some hyp-
notic suggestion, to hover across the 
front of her dress. She tensed there, while 
I could almost feel the effort of will that 
it cost her to keep from tearing open the 

cloth and exposing her nude body to the 
bearded man. 

Ter ror stabbing me, I snatched at her 
hands—pulled them away to hold them 
tightly gripped between mine. I t was the 
second time she had done this! "Helen, 
what are you doing?" I muttered. " W h a t 
can you be thinking of?" 

She shivered, moaned strangely. Soft 
oval face strickcn and bloodless, she 
pressed to my side. She whispered—with 
an urgency that I found terr i fying: 

"Bill! That man ! Wha t makes him— 
oh, don't let him look at me!" 

I patted her shoulder, pressed her 
hands reassuringly. "Wai t here. I'll 
settle h im!" I rasped. Fists balling, I 
spun around toward the door. 

But no one was there upon whom to 
vent my rage. Mogridge had disappeared. 
And outside, the throng was starting to 
scatter as Jod Farr is ' voice could be 
heard grating that the men were already 
an hour late on his job. . . . 

On impulse I whispered to Goodrich: 
"Look out for Helen. I 've got something 
to do." 

H e nodded as I turned away. I be-
lieved that I could trust him. W h a t I had 
seen had been a fleeting vision of the 
girl Rosalie, slipping away from the camp 
toward an unfrequented path which led 
down to the water 's edge. W h y was she 
hurrying there? 

None of the others seemed to have no-
ticed either her or me as I pushed 
through the thinning crowd. Quickly I 
ran down the path. In a moment I was 
out of sight of the camp. I caught a brief 
glimpse of Rosalie some distance ahead 
of me and then a rise of ground shut her 
away. 

I dropped down into a hollow, climbed 
the slippery clay face of a hill and came 
out on the crest of the bluff. At my feet 
a few hundred yards away I could see 
Rosalie on the bank of a little cove that 
made up into the land. 
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I halted to stand motionless, all my 
faculties at pitch. W a s something moving 
out in the water? A little way off shore 
an oily disturbance was seething. W h a t 
sort of creature, deep under the surface, 
was causing it, I couldn't tell. But some 
thing was there! 

Down on the beach, Rosalie was swift-
ly undressing! H e r white body blos-
somed into sight as she stripped off one 
scanty garment after another. And now 
she was running. Utterly nude, she was 
racing toward the head of the cove where 
that something that I still couldn't see 
came swimming—swimming toward he r ! 

I didn't wait any longer to watch. I 
scrambled down into the bed of a gulley 
that grooved the flank of the bluff and 
down it I ran as I had never run in my 
life. For perhaps half a minute the high 
banks of the ravine shut Rosalie f rom my 
sight. Then I vaulted over the last line 
of boulders and came out on the beach—-
to stand transfixed, my blood freezing in 
mortal terror. 

Rosalie wasn't there! 

l V " 0 living thing was in sight. But out 
in the water a trail of white bubbles 

fountaine-d up to the surface. And rising 
with them like smoke came a cry in 
Rosalie's voice, a shrilling of horrible joy! 
She had gone in there—and now she had 
gone to her rendezvous with that mon-
ster ! F o r down at my feet the mud was 
grooved with twin fur rows scraped by her 
breasts as she had crawled to the water— 
wriggled snake-like on her belly, like 
nothing human. 

I felt that uncanny tingling of fear 
along my spine, making my hair bristle 
like that on the back of a dog in terror 
of something unknown. Then my eyes 
pulled themselves away f rom the marks 
to rest on the thing at my feet. That 
naked body wasn't Rosalie, as for an in-
stant I had imagined—Rosalie hadn' t red 
hair. She must be Valerie Morse, one of 

the girls who had vanished ten days be-
fore. 

I knew that she must be Valerie. . . . 
But it wasn't Valerie's face that I saw, 
only a crimson ruin where teeth sharp 
and rounded had torn it in ribbons. Val 
had a beautiful form, entrancing curves 
browned with sun-tan, adorable body— 
now pitted all over with scarlet gouges 
where things had been feeding on her. . . . 
And the climax of weird awfulness . . . 
along her thighs and down her tapering 
legs were glittering sequins where scales 
had started to grow! 

Stricken I stood there, my tongue glued 
to the roof of my mouth. Great God, that 
such things could be! Those incredible 
reports that had come to my ears—I had 
seen the horrors enacted before my eyes! 
That something that had been in Vir-
ginia's room was no figment of nightmare. 
It was alive, it was real! Rosie had 
jumped into the water to go to it. And 
when it had come for her it had brought 
Valerie back. 

And then I heard a murmur behind 
me. "Bill—she's dead! I saw he r ! Val-
erie's dead!" 

It was Helen's voice—my lovely wife 
stood there. Silently she had followed 
me—she had seen everything. She stood 
there, lips parted, bosom rising and fall-
ing. And on her face was stamped a look 
so ghastly, so inexplicable, that it seemed 
to stop my heart. 

"He len !" I murmured. " W h a t is i t? 
Wha t are you thinking o f ? " 

"She 's dead," Helen whispered again. 
"But before she died—while she was dy-
ing—she loved. Something loved her as 
-—oh, as no mortal man ever could love I" 

I didn't speak—just stared at my wife 
while maggots of hideous surmise crawled 
on my brain. Merciful God, what did she 
mean? W h a t unholy thing could have 
entered into the soul of my darling to 
evoke that hungering cry—loved her as 
no man could love. . . . 
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CHAPTER THREE 

The Thing from Hell 

T H H E rest of that day was a blur of 
ghastliness. Others came and among 

us we got Valerie's body back to the 
camp. Some one went to the village for 
help. The police arrived and their boats 
could be seen dotting the river as they 
searched with grappling hooks for Rosa-
lie—for a trace of the monster. 

When the blue-coats came from in-
specting Val's body, their hard-bitten 
faces wore greyish hue and the look at the 
backs of their eyes was more eloquent 
than their blustering words. All along 
the authorities had scoffed at the wild 
stories that came from our camp. They 
tried to scoff now. . . . 

"Some sex madman," the sergent an-
nounced. "Them marks on the body—" 

"And the scales on her legs—did the 
maniac make them grow there?" I said. 

That fat officer's eyes flickered. He ran 
a finger around the inside of his collar. 
"Oh, them!" he muttered. "The broad 
had some disease. She must have had a 
disease—" 

The uniforms got themselves out of 
there as fast as they could. They didn't 
care—nobody cared—what happened to 
us. And in the air of our camp was some-
thing that dried up their throats. 

Back in our trailer, Helen muttered 
that she didn't feel well and fled to lock 
herself in the little cubby hole at the rear 
which was our bedroom. She stayed be-
hind that locked door all day, wouldn't 
even open it when I prepared dinner— 
and supper—and called to her. I knew 
why she wouldn't come out. 

Remorse of utter helplessness swept me 
as I sat in the doorway gazing over the 
camp scene. This poverty was the end 
to which my career of failure had brought 
the girl whom I loved more than my life! 

A graduate of an agricultural college, I 
had sunk the whole of a small inheritance 
from my mother in my Kansas farm, 
where I planned to make a fortune in the 
ultra-modern scheme of tray-agriculture. 

Then had come the years of drought. 
My wells all dried, I had watched my 
tanks of waving green seared to brown 
and black under day after day of pitiless 
sun; watched my wife's dear face growing 
thinner and whiter under lines of despair. 
Followed the final crushing blow—the 
black tornados that had scoured the face 
of the earth naked of all that lived and 
buried it under shifting sands. 

On all sides of us our neighbors were 
taking to the roads, and we went along 
with them. A man must try to live. . . , 

T T H E long day dragged past and a short 
time after dark Goodrich and Pearl 

came again. 
"So Helen is sick," the farmer said 

darkly. " N o wonder, after what she 
saw. But this isn't supernatural, Bill, no 
matter what you thought happened this 
morning." He gripped my arm tensely. 
"We've all got to know that such things 
can't exist. We've got to keep our 
heads!" 

It wasn't supernatural! I, an educated 
man, knew even better than Goodrich 
that such things couldn't be. But the 
thing that had clutched Rosalie had been 
a water monster! And the scales grow-
ing on Valerie! And Helen, my own 
darling wife. . . . 

Goodrich turned to beckon toward the 
open door of the trailer. It seemed that 
he had brought callers with him. 

I was unaffectedly glad to see the first 
man who came stooping his tall shoul-
ders under the low door frame. Grey, 
aristocratic, distinguished, Dr. Herman 
Masters was the sole individual of the 
neighborhood to have shown any human 
interest in our misfortunes. He was di-
rector of a big private sanatorium that 
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stood on a wooded hilltop a mile down 
the river. He had visited the camp a 
number of times to see how we were 
getting along. H e had gone to bat for us 
with the town authorities when they had 
threatened to have us ejected as undesir-
able characters. 

Wi th him Masters had brought—Mo-
gridge! I experienced a start of angry 
revulsion. The man's unclean presence 
radiated evil. His pink eyes darted 
around the walls, probed the corners like 
orbs of a snake questing its prey. I 
thought that I knew for whom he was 
looking—for my wife! . . . 

I stood waiting guardedly while our 
callers took such seats as I had to pro-
vide. Darkness had shut down, humid 
and stifling. My eyes kept straying 
through the windows down toward the 
river, silent and noxious in the mystic 
light. W e r e these men really going to 
bring me the answer to all this ghastli-
ness? Would they explain my terrors 
away—or was that monster lurking some-
where out there, waiting for Helen? 

I was thankful now that she was safe-
ly locked in her little room! Suddenly 
then there came the creak of an opening 
door and my wife stood there, one slim 
hand pressed to her throat. My heart 
throbbed as I murmured her name and 
half rose f rom my seat. I didn't want her 
out here with Mogridge! I knew a fresh 
pang when she wouldn't meet my gaze, 
when I realized that she still didn' t dare 
face me. 

And then to my surprise she came 
swiftly to sink down at my side. H e r fin-
gers closed tensely around mine. 

"Bill, darling," she murmured. "Oh , 
Bill, hold me tight—never let me go!" 

I looked at her. As if she needed to 
beg that of me! As if I would ever leave 
her alone! Wha t fear beyond my mere 
masculine power to guess could have 
wrung f rom her that almost desperate 
c ry : never let me go ? 

And then I heard Masters ' voice. " I 
asked Mr . Mogridge to come with me," 
he was saying. " I wanted him to tell you 
what he has just told me. I don't know 
where he got hold of i t—from the old 
settlers, perhaps, the Indian breeds. A 
quite horrible story, utterly mad. but 
amazingly suggestive of the things that 
have been going on. The legend—like all 
legends—is to be disbelieved unless you 
find yourself forced to take stock in it ." 
Mogridge smiled with a slightly satirical 
lisp through his too-red feminine lips. 
"The doctor asked me to tell you—you 
can do as you like. . . . " 

r P H I S place—Mogridge said—had once 
been a sacred spot of the Seminole 

medicine men, dedicated to dark and 
gruesome rites. And this particular tale 
of diabolical weirdness was that in the 
waters around here lived a monster, a 
creature half man and half serpent. By 
night it came up out of the water to visit 
young girls. Over them, as they slept, it 
cast an evil charm of unholy desire. If 
they yielded to its wooing and went down 
to the river, they became like it—half 
snake and half human. They grew scales 
on parts of their bodies; they could live 
under water. They adopted numerous 
serpentine characteristics. . . . 

Later , those who had mated with it 
came back to the land at night to lure 
men with their irresistible fascination. 
They were creatures who combined the 
sex-call of sirens with the wiles of the 
serpent—such temptation as no male 
could withstand. . . . 

Mogridge paused, his eyes riveted on 
Goodrich's daughter. Pearl ' s red lips 
hung loose in a sensuous smile. H e r 
cupped hands clutched her bosom where 
her breasts tugged at the thin silk of her 
waist. 

"The—the girls lure men down to the 
water ?" she whispered. Her tongue licked 
her hot lips. 
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The white-bearded man nodded grave-
ly. "They are said to entice down there 
their husbands and sweethearts—those 
nearest and dearest to them. The mon-
ster crushes them to death in its coils. It 
will tolerate no human rivals!" Mogridge 
started to continue, then hesitated. " P e r -
haps 1 have said enough." 

It was Helen's exclamation that 
brought me starting around. She swayed 
toward Mogridge. Excitement was in 
her face, the same lust that burned in 
Pearl 's. God, that I should ever have 
seen that look on the face of my darling— 
that ghastly longing at thought of sin! 

"No, don't stop, Mr. Mogridge—there 
is something I want to ask you!" she 
breathed. "Those girls who left their 
homes . . . how could a serpent charm 
them ? Women, all women, fear snakes—" 

I stared at her, wondering, still more 
inexplicably frightened. W a s she trying 
to reason herself out of some dreadful ob-
session, trying to find a matter of fact 
explanation for those horrible feelings? 
Or was she feeding the lustful fires that 
she felt burning within her, gloating over 
lewd details? 

"The snake is the immemorial symbol 
of temptation and fall f rom puri ty— 
yes." Mogridge replied with the pedantic 
air of a professor instructing a class. 

"But temptation, the forbidden thing, has 
always exercised a perverse attraction 
upon women—from the apple in the Gar-
den of Eden to the bride of today who 
takes impish delight in disobeying her 
husband. The serpent symbolizes the nar-
row line between goodness and evil, be-
tween safety and ruin, along with all 
women who love to flirt. This monster— 
if there is such a thing—comes to them 
in sleep when their inhibitions are re-
laxed. They are in condition to obey the 
impulse that every woman cherishes in 
her secret heart. For women desire love 
—wild, impetuous maddening love that 
sweeps them off their feet. And life and 
death are almost one." 

I stared at the man, revolted—inex-
plicably frightened. Yearning for dan-
ger, fascination of toying with sin—dim 
potent instincts, inheritance of primeval 
desires only thinly veiled in the soul of 
every true wife? A suggestion hideous, 
impossible! Yet there branded on the 
face of my darling was stark proof of 
what he had said, horror that I couldn't 
explain away. 

H P H E R E was little more said after that. 
Masters must have sensed the mis-

take he had made in bringing Mogridge 
to see us, for soon after he took him 
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away, leaving only Goodrich and Pearl 
with Helen and me. For a time we four 
sat there in silence, each thinking our own 
thoughts. Unnatura l quiet had descended 
over the camp—moonlight painting mag-
ic witchery over the river, the strident 
fiddling of tiny night creatures. 

"The moonlight—do you remember 
how it used to look when we were 
home?" Helen whispered. Subtlely her 
strangeness had slipped away, leaving her 
her dear normal self. H e r little cold hand 
nestled inside my big palm, her face a 
lovely soft shadow, eyes moist, lips trem-
bling. "Ou t of our bedroom window— 
the cottonwood trees along the brook, 
and we could smell the roses down in the 
garden. Oh, Bill—if we were only at 
home!" 

H o m e ! I pressed her answering fin-
gers, groaned as I drew her closer. If 
we were only there, alone together, away 
f rom—this ! 

"There isn't anything to i t !" I mut-
tered suddenly to Goodrich. "Snake-
women and monsters! Charms and 
spells! We ' r e not living in days of witch-
craft. There is some rational explanation 
—some way to stop this—" 

My words died on my lips. I saw 
Goodrich stiffen—saw his head snap 
around. On the steps of the trailer had 
sounded a curious scraping, like heavy 
body without legs dragging itself across 
boards. 

"Merciful God!" Goodrich gasped. 
Slowly the half open door was swing-

ing wide. I saw a pair of paws gripping 
the sides. Dragon-like fingers covered 
with scales. A crooked arm—or a leg— 
I couldn't tell— 

Then the whole of the hideous body 
stood revealed. A carcass round as a boa-
constrictor's and thick as a man's, all over 
dazzling blue—flat head with scaly snout 
and dots of black nostrils. Tongue that 
whipped flickering scarlet threads, bale-
ful glassy eyes that flamed with inhuman 

lust as they gazed at my wife! T h a t — 
something—was here! 

Helen screamed. She flung herself into 
my arms, clinging there while her small 
fisted hands pounded my back and I felt 
her body surge in the racking tremors 
that swept it. 

A teakettle filled with hot water stood 
on the stove. I snatched it up and hurled 
it into the face of the thing. I followed 
the missile with an iron lid which I 
clawed off the stove and sent hurtl ing 
through the door. 

I tore Helen's arms f rom my neck and 
jumped for it, my hand clutching a poker. 
Goodrich's elbow rammed me one side 
and he tore past me and out through the 
door—coat flying, arms and legs swing-
ing. There had been a swishing crunch 
on the boards as the thing whirled and 
fled. I had a glimpes of it making off 
over the ground between the tents, hiss-
ing, sending stones clattering. 

It was out of sight behind the trailers 
and cars in an instant with Goodrich be-
hind it. I was half way down the steps 
when Helen's arms flew around me f rom 
behind. 

"Bill—dear husband—don't go ! Don't 
leave me!" she whispered. 

F rom out beyond I heard Goodrich's 
shout. "You stay there and look out for 
the girls. I t ' s no damn snake, it's a man. 
I'll get him. I'll rip his heart o u t — " 

Excitement needling me, I kept on 
down the steps. Helen came flying be-
hind me. She threw her arms around me 
again, twisted me in her clasp so that I 
couldn't move. 

"Bill—if you ever loved me—if I was 
ever your wife—don't leave me now 1" 
she gasped. "If you go now, you'll 
never—" 

That stopped me cold. "If you let me 
go now, you'll never . . ." Dear God, 
what did she mean? I didn't ask her, I 
didn't dare to hear what her answer 
might be. Without a word I turned and 
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drew her back into the trailer. I swept 
her into my arms and held her close. "If 
you let me go now, you'll never see me 
again. . . ." W a s that what she had been 
going to say? . . . 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Terror Under the Mooa 

T ^ I M E passed. Goodrich didn't return. 
Pearl, I suddenly realized, wasn't 

there either. During the excitement she 
had slipped away without my noticing 
her. 

Helen was really sick now. Tenderly I 
undressed her and put her in bed. I drew 
a chair up beside her and sat holding her 
hand, watching her anxiously. God, how 
I loved her ! Stark terror had afflicted 
her at sight of the monster. Yet with it 
had been mingled the longing that she 
couldn't withstand, that had wrung that 
tortured cry f rom her—if you go you'll 
never see me again! Would my love be 
strong enough to hold her against the pull 
of that hideous power ? Or in spite of it 
would she go to it as Rosalie and Val 
had gone? 

Born on the breeze came strains of 
voices in ribald song. I knew that Mo-
gridge was holding another of his so-
called religious meetings, when he would 
whip the Migs into frenzy with his fanati-
cal harrangues. Steps rasped outside the 
trailer and through the shadows there 
stole his wife Susanna—a stooped, witch-
like creature who ministered to such cases 
of illness as arose in the camp with doses 
of herbs and Indian brews. She had been 
in to treat Helen several times. I dis-
liked her—feared her influence over my 
wife as something malign. Ha i r flying, 
lips crazily mumbling, the crone scuffed 
past and vanished into the dark. 

Then suddenly the hush was shattered 
by clatter of hurrying feet. Goodrich came 
stumbling up the steps to stand white-
faced, breathing hard. Helen had dr i f ted 

off into natural sleep. Without wakening 
her I slipped my hand out of hers and 
went out into the other room. 

" I didn't get h im!" Goodrich gasped. 
" H e ran too fast. Sometimes down on 
his belly, sometimes up in the air like a 
man. I just saw him dive into the water. 
God, I wasn't going in there after h im!" 

H e broke off to dart his gaze around 
the trailer. "Where ' s Pear l?" he ex-
claimed. H e took a frightened step 
toward me. "Coleman—where is my 
gir l?" 

"She went out while we were chasing 
the thing," I muttered. "Got away with-
out my seeing her—probably through the 
window. I thought she must have gone 
home—" 

Goodrich stared at m e ; he licked dry 
lips. " H o m e ? " he echoed woodenly. "No . 
I just stopped there. She wasn ' t—" H e 
gripped my arm, I felt his uncontrollable 
shaking. "Coleman—for God's sake! 
She's gone to the r iver! You've got to 
help m e ! We 've got to find her, be-
fo re—" 

I cast a fearful glance toward Helen's 
room. " M y wife—I can't leave her—" 

"You've got to !" The man's voice 
came hoarse through agony-twisted lips. 
"Great God, man, my daughter! My 
baby gir l! She's all I 've got in the world. 
If that devil gets her. . . . It won't come 
here now, when it's after Pear l—" 

Looking back on it now, I can't think 
what blind recklessness it could have 
been that induced me to leave the side of 
my sleeping wife and go with him. Per-
haps my judgment was clouded by the 
spectacle of the man's terror. Perhaps I 
trusted that the monster, busy elsewhere, 
wouldn't come here. Perhaps. . . . May 
God forgive me. . . . 

T N T H E coolness of approaching dawn 
a thin mist had distilled up f rom the 

marshes. A ballet of phantoms trailed 
soundless feet over the scrub pines. 
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Moonlight shafted between their drifting 
lines, limning silver pools against the 
ebony of the river. 

W e didn't know where to go, which 
way to turn. Without plan or system we 
searched the gulleys that ran down to the 
r iver ; splashed through bogs and eerie 
fens where spurtings of marsh gas stung 
in our nostrils and moccasins hissed as 
they plunged into the shallows—straining 
our eyes, calling Pearl 's name. The 
night's horror mocked us in the wind that 
rustled the water weeds. 

I don't know how long we hunted—and 
didn't find her. At last Goodrich halted 
to stand with face quivering, tears stream-
ing. " H e ' s got her, I'll never see her 
again," he sobbed. " M y little girl—down 
there in the water with him. . . ." H e 
shook my arm. "Coleman—he won't hurt 
her, will he? Not if she does—what he 
wants her to. H e won't—God, if Valerie 
had done what he told he r ! Or maybe 
she did—" 

The man's hysterical crack-up was the 
most heart-rending thing I had ever seen. 
But there wasn't anything I could do. 
And I had to get back to Helen. I had 
never intended to be away f rom her half 
of this time. Anything could have hap-
pened— 

"Come on, Goodr ich—hurry!" I mut-
tered. I started running. And then the 
fog opened and we met a ghost wander-
ing in the gloom. H e was Jod Farris , 
owner of this very property. 

Farr is was a misshapen little man, al-
most a dwarf, with a plough-shaped hump 
disfiguring his shoulders. H e had ratty 
jet eyes and a dark narrow face sinister 
in its gravings of furt ive cunning. 

"Oh, so it's you is it ?" he cackled. H i s 
hand darted out to fasten its grip on my 
arm. H e leered at me, tobacco juice trick-
ling down from his lip-corners. " I was 
up to your house just now. Your wife 
wasn't there. She must have gone out— 
on a date—" 

" W h a t ! Helen wasn't there!" The 
gasp burst f rom me. I elbowed Far r i s 
one side and started running. Merciful 
God, then my terror was t rue ! 

I t was four or five minutes later when 
Goodrich and I lashed into the clearing— 
to find the whole place astir. Some one 
had lighted a bon fire. The ruddy glare 
threw shadowings on pale drawn faces 
and haggard eyes. 

" T w o more girls gone!" A man 
lurched up to me, voice strident with ter-
ror. " M y darter—we didn't hear her go 
—jest found her nightgown on the floor. 
I t had been in bed with her first—" 

From behind another unpainted house-
on-wheels jangled a woman's shriek. 
" N a n c y ! My baby, my little g i r l !" She 
burst into the firelight, hair plastered 
over her contorted face, eyes bulged like 
skinned grapes. She lifted bare wrinkled 
arms to flourish her fists at the circle of 
men. 

" W h y don't you do something, you 
cowards ?" she screamed. " W h y don't you 
go down to the river and get back your 
gir ls—" 

H e r voice died into silence. She stood 
with j aw sagging—we all stood there 
staring. 

Pas t the outskirts of the camp where 
firelight waved lurid banners, two white 
figures sped running. I saw them in eerie 
split-second photography—hands clawing 
their breasts, faces transfigured with a 
look only half human. A n d — I couldn't 
be wrong—from loins to ankles their 
limbs were matted with glistening scales! 

T h e next instant they had vanished 
like phantoms. For a moment no one 
moved, nobody breathed. Then a sound 
like a great collective moan wailed around 
the camp. Into it broke Goodrich's an-
guished c ry : 

"Coleman, come on! They'll take us 
to Pea r l ! " 

I turned and ran at his side. Not be-
cause I thought that we should find his 
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girl—but because of the stark horror that 
whispered to me that one of those naked 
fleeing forms had been Helen! 

"W/"E D A S H E D through the camp and 
" out onto the darkening hillside be-

yond. Somewhere soon I lost Goodrich. 
I made no effort to contact him for at 
that moment I caught sight of one of 
those elusive figures again—or so I 
thought, then. She stood poised on the 
crest of a bluff some distance above me, 
staring down at the water. 

Could she really be Helen? That per-
fect form with pearly white shoulders and 
points of ivory breasts up-tilted against 
the stars. . . . The golden hair that 
streamed over her bosom . . . dear God, 
was that being of unearthly loveliness my 
wife ? I strained my eyes and still my ach-
ing heart couldn't be sure. While I stood 
staring she turned and started swiftly 
down the hill toward the river. Had she 
seen something down there—that was 
calling her? 

I knew that I didn't have time to climb 
the hill and overtake her f rom that side. 
Sprinting, I started cutting a detour 
around the foot of the bluff, a course that 
would bring me out between her and the 
water. I had to get there first—between 
her and whatever in God's name she was 
seeking down there. If she was Helen— 
if I could only be sure! Or if she were 
not my wife—if I were wasting my time 
here while elsewhere my darling was. . . . 

At my left the oily tongue of the water 
came into view with starlight dancing like 
imps' eyes against its slick. Out beyond, 
where night and morning flowed together 
in misty blur, something seemed to be 
moving. I heard faint splashings, saw 
ripples widening in silver curls. 

Then I caught another glimpse of the 
girl high up above me. The wind brushed 
her hair and sent it streaming backward, 
baring her face like a cameo. Less than 
ever did she seem human then—a spirit 

of the night and whispering winds, mad-
deningly beautiful, hauntingly unreal. 
And suddenly then she started to run 
down the hill speeding toward the head 
of the little cove toward which the swim-
ming creature was heading. 

Around the head of a deep indentation 
of water I tore, splashing through shal-
lows, dragging my feet out of bog holes. 
Ter ror clutched my heart in its icy hand. 
For I knew now that she was my darling. 
I had a vision of Valerie. . . . God, if I 
couldn't get there in time—if I couldn't 
stop her ! 

T h e sucking vacuum of quicksand 
pulled me ankle-deep and then half to my 
knees. Sweat poured from me while I 
floundered breathlessly. And up there on 
the hillside I could hear the swift light 
pattering of her feet—growing louder. 

' " P H E next instant she ran out of bushes 
and into plain sight. She ran a few 

steps and then paused to stand question-
ing, eager. My wife stood there, so near 
that I could have gone to her in a few 
seconds—had I not been anchored in 
ooze as though in a trap. And out be-
yond, boring the water with giant roll-
ings, came the monster that I had seen in 
the door of my trailer—serpentine body 
and glistening scales, with water cascad-
ing down from its ugly shovel-shaped 
head. It was almost here, and I would 
never get out of this bog—would have to 
stand here and watch, while— 

Helen started forward again—going to 
meet him as Valerie and Rosalie had 
gone! A strangled cry tore f rom me. 
" N o ! Helen, don't you go there! Helen, 
come here to me!" I gave a superhuman 
lunge. Thanks to God, it took my legs 
free. 

At sound of my feet she looked around 
—lovely face bloodless, bewildered. A 
sobbing moan welled f rom her lips. She 
reached for my hand. And then she clung 
to me whimpering like a frightened child. 
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"Bill! Oh, dear husband!" she whis-
pered. " I—" 

I slid my arm around her. "It 's all 
right, darling, I 'm here," I comforted her. 
"What happened—what made you come 
here?" 

"Yes—what happened?" she echoed 
dazedly. She drew a hand over her eyes. 
UJ >> 

I shook her gently. "Tell me," I 
prompted. "Why did you do such a 
thing ?" 

She shivered, gazed up at me, lips piti-
fully trembling. "I am trying," she mur-
mured. "Oh, I am trying to tell you. It 
was a dream—something so awful—so 
wonderful—" 

I half turned her, started to draw her 
away. "Never mind now, sweetheart," I 
muttered. "Come. We're going home—" 

But she resisted. Perversely she 
twisted herself in my arms to look back 
at the river—as though in there some-
thing was calling her with a summons 
more compelling than mine! Her trem-
bling was becoming more violent. Then 
to my terror I realized that the rhythmic 
quivering had centered itself in her hips. 

"Helen, for God's sake!" I muttered. 
I tried to pull her away and then stood 
stricken anew at the sight I saw. 

Through the mouth of one of the gul-
leys that ran down to the river came two 
figures. The girl was one of those who 
had disappeared some days before—now 
altered into a snake-creature with grossly 
congested breasts and scaly flanks. The 
youth whom she pulled by the hand at 
her side was Everett Luscomb. They had 
been engaged to be married when they 
got hold of a couple of bucks for the li-
cense. 

As she drew him along toward the 
water, the girl fawned on him. She twined 
her naked body around him till she 
seemed a lithe serpent winding him into 
her coils. 

It was a strangely horrible sight—one 

that afflicted my wife with a terror even 
sharper than my own revolted amaze-
ment. She screamed and dropped in a 
faint. I whirled to catch her. 

From down there where I couldn't see 
came soft rustlings—the girl's murmur-
ing and then a man's voice exploding in 
a shriek of agony. Stones clattered under 
a thrashing form. Something heavy and 
lumbering pulled its feet from the ooze 
with a sound like smacking of mucid lips. 
Then Luscomb's death-rattles could be 
heard and over them a voice that crooned 
gleeful blood-joy. 

Then a short distance off shore came 
a quick whirl of water. For an instant I 
saw again the scaly blue back, obsidian 
jet eyes that seemed to discharge venom. 
Should I have thrown myself in there and 
tried to kill the thing then—risked Lus-
comb's fate to battle it in its own ele-
ment? I wouldn't know. . . . 

For an instant, appalled by that maca-
bre gruesome vision, I couldn't move, 
couldn't even open my mouth to cry out 
for help. And by that time the moment 
had passed. The thing swirled mockingly 
and was gone. 

Then, with the limp form of my wife 
hanging over my arm, I was clawing my 
way back up the face of the bluff. I ac-
cepted it now—against all sanity I had to 
believe in the monster who sent back the 
girls he had made his to lure their men 
into his clutches. It had got Rosalie, Pearl 
—all those others. And Helen, on whose 
face had been stamped the look of awful 
longing that had been on theirs—who had 
come here to meet him. . . . 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Love Calls Me to Death 

T~iAWN was just hanging its pink and 
saffron across the sky when I got 

Helen home. I didn't try to talk with 
her, she wasn't in any condition. I put 
her to bed in the back room, went out 
and locked the door. 
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That day no one made any pretense 
of going to work in Jod Farr is ' field. 
Women and men gathered tight-lipped in 
the shade of the trailers. Masters hurried 
down from the sanatorium, to spend some 
time with the police and then tell me that 
he had tried to induce the city authorities 
to advance us funds with which to go 
away. They had refused. Down in the 
town, everyone blamed the Migs them-
selves for what was taking place—feared 
that their own wives and daughters 
would start going next. There was talk 
of vigilantes, K u Klux, tarrings and 
featherings, if we didn't depart. 

If we didn't go—there wasn't one of 
us who wouldn't have fled if there had 
been any way. But none of us had money 
even to buy gas for our cars. And our 
sole source of food was the pittance doled 
out to us by Jod Farris . W e were 
stranded here to wait for death's coming! 

I got up from the steps where I had 
been sitting to go back into Helen's room. 
She was sleeping naturally now, one white 
arm curved around the golden ringlets 
that flowed over the pillow, satin bosom 
rising and falling. I bent to kiss her eyes 
and her hair. How beyond all thought 
and measure was she precious to m e ! 
I had saved her last night. But another 
one was on the way when that power 
wielded f rom an obscene half world 
would twine its damnable coils into her 
brain—and she would obey. 

Before that night came I had to find 
the human brain that was directing this 
awfulness. I had to do something! 

I had been thinking about Mogridge. 
I knew he was a dangerous lecher who 
preyed upon women—and he had told us 
that legend. Some time before, curiosity 
had prompted me to go to one of his 
meetings, held in a grove a half mile 
f rom camp. 

People in depths of despair yield fertile 
soil for seed of false prophets. And as I 
looked into the lustful hot faces of men 

and women sweating in orgiastic dance, 
I had wondered whether, in their reck-
less snatching for escape and forgetful-
ness, these people were capable of yet 
darker deeds. 

I left the trailer to go and find him and 
demand a show-down. But he wasn't in 
his shanty; no one knew where he had 
gone. H e had fled from the camp. His 
repellent-looking wife was missing too. 

I put in hours seeking him. With night 
pressing on, my terror was rising. As a 
last despairing attempt, I went down to 
the village to intercede with the authori-
ties. The police wanted to lock me up as 
the one responsible for the outrages! 

Late in the afternoon, a mass meeting 
was held of all the Migs. Goodrich, grim, 
haggard, white-lipped, presided. 

A babel of panicky discussion took 
place. "There ain't only one thing to do." 
A lanky Oklahomian summed up the gen-
eral feeling. "Get up a posse of vigilantes 
and guard every house in the camp. Man 
or devil, we'll ketch him tonight an' tie 
him against a tree with a fire—" 

T T E L E N and I went to bed early. 
Through our windows we could see 

silent forms taking up their watch posts 
throughout the camp. But that gave me 
no assurance. I knew they couldn't pre-
vail against this power f rom hell. Helen 
cuddled her warm softness close, her 
arms slid around my neck. "Bill, dear 
husband, never leave me—never let me 
go!" she murmured. The fragrance of 
her hair was like wine in my brain. 

Let her go? . . . 1 wound my arms 
around her so tightly that our two bodies 
were one, her heart beats answering mine 
through the walls of our chests. I told 
myself that she was safe there, that she 
couldn't even stir without my feeling it, 
before I went to sleep. And may God 
forgive me for that—self-pardon I never 
can find—when with this ghastliness 
meshing around my darling, I closed my 
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eyes for an ins tant—just one instant. 
I slept. . . . And then suddenly I 

seemed to hear something. In that unique 
state of half waking I lay an instant. I 
murmured drowsily: "Helen, what was 
that—somebody screaming?" T h e n 
abruptly I sat up in bed—leaped to the 
floor and stood there tingling while every-
thing inside me seemed to drop into a 
bottomless void. 

Moonlight streaming in through the 
window limned a misty rectangle over the 
bed. But my wife wasn't there. The cozy 
nest where she had snuggled beside me 
was empty. In the middle of the rug lay 
a circle of foam—her white nightgown. 
And in the air hung that stench of the 
bogs by the riverside. 

I stood there palsied and shaking— 
licked parched lips while I tried to curse. 
But no sound came out. I was like a man 
stricken with death who could not die. 

T h e hours that came then were a blur 
of ghastliness. Bereft, I roamed the camp 
and the hillsides, halting those whom I 
met to push my face into theirs and mut-
ter my question—had they seen my wife ? 

No one had seen her. . . . But some-
where she was, under the mocking white 
eye of the moon. Unless already she had 
gone down to the water, slipped in there, 
her body that I loved to consecrate with 
my kisses intertwined with that of the 
monster as they dove deep—deep. 

A sob broke f rom my lips. In that hour 
I knew remorse of the damned. If I 
hadn' t slept—if I had been t rue to my 
trust . . . . I stumbled on, searching still, 
back toward the water. But I saw no one 
save suddenly Mogridge, his white beard 
a flag against the dark as he stood mo-
tionless on the shore. H e seemed to be 
holding communion with invisible things 
out beyond. H e was gone when I stormed 
up to the spot. 

And then suddenly I felt an out-thrust 
hand halting me—looked around to see 
the face of his wife Susanna outlined 

hatchet-sharp at my side. " Y o u ! What 
are you doing here?" I exclaimed. 

The old woman laughed crookedly 
through snags of blackened teeth. H e r 
eyes glinted with something that wasn't 
mockery, wasn't hate—that was a horri-
ble mingling of both. 

"If you want to find your wife, follow 
him—follow Mogridge!" she hissed. 

"Mogr idge!" I echoed. "So it is he— 
but why are you telling me? W h y are you 
betraying your husband ? W h a t kind of a 
t r ick—" I snatched at her arm to demand 
an explanation, but she twitched herself 
out of my grasp and scuttled away. 

I let her go and turned to run toward 
the spot where I had last seen the man. 
I didn't catch up with him though, and 
in a few moments I had lost all sense of 
direction, to find myself wandering in a 
maze of black-water creeks. Noxious 
odors wafted up f rom the ooze flats. 

Suddenly an exclamation broke from 
my lips. That white form that had glim-
mered fo r an instant against the rust-col-
ored scum of the bog and then disap-
peared—had been Helen! And hurrying 
her along by an arm had strode, not Mo-
gridge—but Dr . Mas ters ! 

A couple of minutes it might have tak-
en me to arrive at the bend around which 
they had disappeared. I thrashed around 
the turn—to come to a halt and stand 
staring, incredulous. 

A F H E L E N there wasn't a sign. Only 
^ Masters was there. H e was floun-
dering on all fours on the ground. Blood 
trickled from gashes in his throat. 

H e saw me, came crawling toward me. 
"Thank God—Coleman!" he husked. H e 
turned up his face, ashen and gibbering. 
His hands clawed at my knees. By my 
trouser legs and then by my coat he 
clutched me, striving to draw himself up 
to his feet. H e gagged breathlessly; 

" I was down around here, watching for 
a sight of it—and I found your wife. 
Alone. I was trying to get her home— 
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I 'd lost my way. Then it came, just a 
minute ago—something came out of the 
water. I tried to fight with it. It—Cole-
man—that thing was stronger than 
hell—" 

Overcome with horror, I backed away. 
Masters groaned and dropped to the 
ground—fainted or dead, I didn't know. 

Then it was that for the first time I 
caught sight of the marks of the soft 
ground at the edge of the water. Only 
my wife's dear feet could have left those 
dainty pr ints! They went meandering off 
down the shore of the creek toward the 
darkness beyond. 

I started running, following them. My 
heart was pounding so that I couldn't 
breathe. Helen was here—alive! 

I plunged around the next corner. She 
wasn't in sight yet. But at this spot she 
had slipped and fallen down. And where 
her thigh had rested against the ground, 
the clay was stencilled with pattern of 
triangular scales! 

Merciful God! Helen was here—but 
how was she here ? Changed already into 
what unspeakable thing ? 

And then from somewhere close by I 
heard an eerie shrilling like a valkyre 
wailing her loneliness—Helen's voice 
calling to me. "Bil l ! Bill, dear lover, 
where are you? Bill, come to me—come 
here and kiss me—" The call quavered 
unearthly and died away. 

For a moment I stood there transfixed 
while miasma of horror crawled under my 
skin. 

I ran a step forward—and there she 
was. Stark nude in the moonlight, arms 
outstretched, beautiful white body trem-
bling. "He len !" I cried. "Darling, thank 
God—" 

I sprang toward her—and then some-
thing hideous took place. Wi th a twist 
of her hips she evaded my grasp. She 
ran a step toward the water and paused, 
looking back. The smile on her face was 
a wanton's loose-lipped invitation! 

God, that lewdness on the face of my 
darl ing! And then, despite the surge of 
my horror, I felt a flame of desire blaze 
up in me—hunger then transcended all 
reason. I muttered her name, leaped to 
seize her—but swif t as a moonbeam she 
slipped out of my reach. 

I mumbled crazily and jumped for her 
again. She trickled out of my fingers and 
her laughter came back taunting, provok-
ing. I knew what she was doing to me. 
I had a vision of Everett Luscomb's face. 

With a hoarse cry I flung myself a f te r 
her, hands clutching. She sprang for the 
water, launched herself in there swim-
ming. I dove in too, a scant stride be-
hind, snatched frantically at her hair 
which streamed out behind. She dove 
swiftly, slim legs cutting the darkness, and 
was gone. 

For an instant I peered into the green 
shadows where she had disappeared. A 
black light burst in my brain stopping 
everything there like a run-down clock. 
Helen gone! Slipped through my clumsy 
hands to go there to him— 

Suddenly, close in front , I saw the 
water in oily upheaval as though churned 
from the depths. I yelled hoarsely, 
whirled toward the shore—and then from 
underneath felt arms gripping my knees, 
a heavy weight pinning me and dragging 
me down. Wildly I kicked—uselessly. 
Wi th a dizzying speed I was yanked un-
der the surface. 

I couldn't see the thing that had 
grabbed me—but as Masters had said, it 
was stronger than hell. In frenzy I 
thrashed and lunged and I might as well 
have tried to battle the old man of the 
sea. Pitilessly it drew me deeper into the 
black caves. My lungs were bursting 
with the effort to hold in the air. Sudden-
ly it escaped with a whistling rush. Then 
the pressure of water closed in on me, 
crushing my chest like jaws of a giant 
nut-cracker. 

Hooks of fire raked my vitals. Black 
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spots danced in my eyes. I strangled for 
breath—knew I was dying. And from the 
shadows down underneath me something 
laughed. 

CHAPTER SIX 

The Laughing of Fiends 

TJ77HAT jerked me from my dream of 
death back to consciousness of life 

more dreadful than any death was a 
scream that rose to flog the silence with 
whip-strokes of agony. The soul from 
which that desperate wailing had been 
torn was suffering torments not of the 
world of mortal men ! 

I opened my eyes, looked around—and 
for an instant experienced the weird con-
viction that the monster had worked his 
necromancy upon me and that I too had 
become a denizen of the depths. For 
water was above me, below me, it sur-
rounded me on all sides. The translucent 
wall was illuminated by green radiance 
through which nude figures could be seen 
moving—-from which those tortured sob-
bings had come. 

And then I realized that the reason 
that I was breathing naturally and not 
drowning was that attached to my head 
was a diving helmet supplied with air 
f rom a small metal tank strapped to my 
shoulders. And all the figures that I saw 
gliding around there were similarly 
equipped. 

Suddenly the disturbance of water 
cleared away and I could see ahead to 
what seemed a rocky wall. Against it 
stood the form of a girl, chained there 
by ankles and wrists. She was utterly 
nude! H e r slim figure strained there, 
hands clenched at her sides, head thrown 
back—a gesture of unspeakable agony. I 
couldn't see her face, but those tresses of 
raven black hair that lay plastered over 
her breasts. . . . Pearl Goodrich had black 
ha i r ! 

Pearl screamed again—and then the 

hideous cause became evident. Around 
her crowded male figures, clad only in 
trunks, with diving outfits over shoulders 
and heads. In a gloved hand each grasped 
one of the blood-sucking voracious eels 
that infested the river. They held the 
fish close to Pearl 's body. The grey 
heads slashed like rattlesnakes, teeth 
tearing away segments of living flesh! 
Rivulets of blood, murky grey under 
water, streamed f rom Pearl 's body. And 
as her ghastly hackings came transmitted 
through the mouthpiece at the front of her 
helmet. 

I cursed through set teeth, I threw my-
self forward to swim over there—and 
then for the first time became aware that 
I was anchored to the bottom by things 
knotted around my ankles. 

TVTOW the green light shifted to illu-
•*• " mine other forms gliding across the 
wall. They were the girls who had disap-
peared from the camp—looking now ever 
more like mermaids with their scaly 
flanks, swollen breasts, and streaming 
hair. A male figure with fat pink arms 
and rolls of tallow bloating his belly pad-
dled toward one of them. "Come, dearie 
—come," he called. She swerved toward 
him and his arms closed around her. 

Others were doing the same. They 
dragged the girls behind clumps of tall 
seaweed. With claws fitted over the ends 
of their fingers they held them while their 
shrieks rang. 

I experienced a horror that was physi-
cally sickening. Here were things new 
in the annals of human depravity! And 
Helen—• 

The light swerved and then I caught 
sight of her, filling a niche beside Pearl 
that had been empty a few moments be-
fore. Chained there by legs and arms, 
prisoner of some foul god of the deeps! 
Around her was closing another ring of 
the men with the flesh-eating eels. The 
slimy heads nuzzled her and she leaped 
as though bitten by living fire. 
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In frenzy I beat my arms, thrashed at 
my ropes. God couldn't let them do that 
to my darling— 

Abrupt ly my strugglings ceased. For 
into sight came lazily swimming the blue 
monster ! H e balanced himself in the 
water. And the voice that sounded 
through the cleverly constructed mouth-
diaphram was that of—Dr. Masters! . . . 

" I am sorry that had to happen to you, 
Coleman—I had really begun to like you," 
his suave accents addressed me. "But this 
is business—and I 'm a little out of the 
ordinary about my sex angles, too. You 
see that I worship pain. And I wanted 
your wife. I 've always wanted her—to 
love in agony." 

I stared at him voiceless in stunned un-
derstanding. So it had been Masters all 
the time, a sadist! 

"This thing runs into big money—close 
to fifty thousand a year," he was going 
on. " I t ' s worth taking plenty of trouble. 
No one would imagine the number of 
men there are—most of them rich men— 
who want the kind of excitement that is 
hard to get, and are willing to pay big 
for the chance to let themselves go. There 
are places of pain in all the big cities, of 
course. But all that had become rather 
trite. I 've got something new here in 
this big tank at my sanatorium." 

6 4 Q O Y O U make your money by ex-
^ p l o i t i n g human depravity," I mut-

tered. "And the girls for this hellishness 
you stole f rom the Migs, those poor brok-
en people—" 

"Before you folks showed up I had 
been getting them f rom cities, orphan asy-
lums—it was dangerous and getting more 
so," he replied. " I fixed it up with Farr is 
to make a deal to keep you here. H e sup-
plied all your food, so it was easy for him 
to get the drug into the coffee of anyone 
we picked out. A few doses of the aphro-
desiac, and then when I went to the girl 's 
room with my whirling mirror it took 

only a moment to hypnotize her. I 'd give 
her a shot with a needle and then she 
would follow me down to the water." 

"And tonight, when I saw you with my 
wife, wounded—" I said. 

" I needed an alibi, just in case of possi-
ble suspicion. I made those scratches my-
self—they weren't as serious as they 
looked. I knew that the Mogridges were 
around and would see me apparently 
knocked out. Farr is was in the other mon-
strous suit oft" shore. W e kept two of them 
hidden in a canoe in the bushes. H e took 
you and your wife away. W e always car-
ried one of the tank-helmets with us and 
slipped it over the girl's head when we got 
her below. W e would put her into the 
canoe as soon as we got her out of sight 
of land and then bring her here. Of 
course the fish scales were stuck onto their 
legs with cement—-" 

"And you had Luscomb killed—" 
"I thought that he was getting suspi-

cious of me. And the more crazily bi-
zarre I made it all, the more likely they 
were to blame Mogridge or some of the 
Indian breeds and forget about me—" 

"Mogridge's wife told me that he was 
behind i t—" I broke in. 

"Susanna hated him as only a spurned 
woman can hate because he neglected her 
to run around after girls. She probably 
didn't really think he was guilty—she just 
wanted revenge and hoped there might 
be enough evidence against him to get 
him in wrong. . . . But we had our trou-
bles here, too. Some of the girls wouldn't 
react—went stale on us the way Valerie 
did. So we had to get rid of them. W e 
lost three or four that way—just money 
and time wasted." 

I stared at Masters ' distorted visage 
through the two windows of glass. "God, 
what kind of a thing are you?" I mut-
tered. 

H e didn't answer. Little by little the 
motion of the water had dr i f ted him clos-
er to me as he talked. I shot out my hands 
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in a desperate grab for him. I had to 
kill h im! U p there the men were press-
ing closer around Helen. 

God, I had to kill Masters somehow— 
somehow escape and get to he r ! But he 
laughed mockingly and swerved out of 
my reach. "Don ' t get any wild idea that 
you're going to play hero, Coleman," he 
jeered. "You saw Luscomb—" 

T T H E torturers had turned f rom Pearl 
•*- to concentrate upon Helen. The grey 

shapes darted like whip lashes, snapping 
more voraciously as their blood-hunger 
rose. 

Helen didn't scream—it wouldn't be ac-
curate to describe the sound that came 
from her as merely a scream. I t was an 
explosion of things bursting, breaking, 
going haywire inside her. He r body 
sprang upward and outward against the 
chains as though the sheer force of her 
agony would tear them out by the roots. 

The sight of that seared my eyes and 
cramped the breath in my lungs. My 
arms beat like flails—puny flappings that 
did nothing to move me from the big 
stone that weighted me down below. 

And then, suddenly, I remembered. My 
hands groped in the sodden folds of my 
trousers pocket for the long-bladed 
woodsman's knife that Masters had neg-
lected to look for. My numbed fingers 
shook as I clawed open the blade. 

Bending my body into a bow I dove 
straight down till I could grasp the ropes 
at my feet. I slashed—and felt the sting 
of pain as my sweepings pierced the flesh 
of my legs as well as the cords. 

I mouthed a curse of exulting as I felt 
my ankles kick free. In a long level dive 
I shot through the water. 

The ring of figures around Helen was 
too absorbed in its hellishness to mark 
my approach from behind. Like a tiger 
shark I launched myself to strike at the 
nearest form. I saw the man's back spurt 
a wisp of grey smoke, heard his death-

croak—and then they were on me. 
For a moment it was a bedlam of yells 

and plunging forms. I drove my blade 
into the hearts of two others, knew grim 
relish as I saw their bodies droop and go 
flopping down to the bottom—chilled to 
a sudden dismay as I felt arms gripping 
my legs f rom underneath and dragging 
me down. 

I dove then to strike at them savagely 
—got one through the back and half-
severed the arm of his mate. I twisted 
around to return to the pack, and gasped 
at a blow that galvanized me to the heels. 
Others had picked up stones from the bot-
tom and were beating them on my hel-
met. If they could break through my glass 
window, I would drown in a minute! 

Stark terror gripped me now as I bat-
tled for life. It was a scene that might 
have been filmed in an ocean-cave of the 
damned—the darting nude shapes, their 
grotesquely formed helmets lending them 
the weirdness of creatures ha l f -human; 
their blows slowed down by the water 
till they seemed feather-puffs delivered in 
eerie slow-motion. 

In frenzy I fought them—in a contest 
that could have but one ending. They 
were too many for me. Stabbing pains 
dizzied me, my breath came in thin pant-
ings. Wi th the insensate cruelty of a 
dog-pack they were beating my life out. 
A final blow took me on the base of the 
skull and slowly I sank to the bottom, col-
lapsed there on hands and knees. 

In anguish I moaned Helen's name, 
dug my fingers into the gravel—trying 
to crawl to her. My neglect had brought 
her to this. God couldn't let me fail now! 

But I would never have got up from 
that spot had I not caught one last 
glimpse of my wife. Suddenly freed from 
her chains, she dived off the platform. 
Behind her shot the blue shadow of Mas-
ters, the monster. Swiftly he overtook 
her. H e clutched her in taloned hands 
and dragged her behind a clump of water 
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weeds. I saw my darling wound in his 
scales, heard her shrilling half in agony, 
half in awful . . . delight! 

Some strength that wasn't my own— 
that must have been sent me from the 
hell of the living dead—flowed then into 
my tortured carcass so that I dragged 
myself up to my feet. My lips met in my 
teeth till I tasted the saltiness of my own 
blood. 

Wabbling, seesawing, spewing curses, 
I stumbled around the corner and saw 
them before me. Saw . . . . 

For a space of time then I wasn't hu-
man. I've only a dim memory of myself 
shooting in there like a living projectile, 
driving my knife into Masters 's back, 
slashing and rending—of seeing his body 
surge in convulsions, hearing his stran-
gled yells as water poured into his suit. 

H e was dead. . . . And after that, none 
of the others bothered me. They had no 
stomach to face my knife after they 
looked at him, 

O O M E H O W , I wouldn't know how, I 
^ got Helen into my arms, groped 
over the floor of the tank till I found a 
flight of steps leading up to the surface. 
Felt my way in pitch darkness through 
the now deserted building on the out-
skirts of the grounds where the secret 
entrance to the pool was concealed—lo-
cated a door and came at last out under 
the stars. Hours later, some of the na-
tives found us wandering along a deserted 

T H E 

road and took us to town and to a hos-
pital. 

I was released shortly, but Helen 
stayed on. The skin graf ters performed 
wonders on her body—if there could only 
have been another miracle to make whole 
her mind! After months the doctors told 
me that it might help if I took her some-
where far inland where she wouldn't ever 
see running water. . . . 

Our story of the night in Masters ' 
tor ture pool got into the papers and at 
last to the governor and the legislature. 
They voted us a thousand dollars for the 
public service we had done in bringing 
Masters ' clients to the prison sentences 
that they drew—and to compensate us for 
our sufferings. 

W e took a trip and finally went back to 
our farm. Exper ts f rom Washington had 
found a way to anchor the drifting soil 
so that it would live again. 

Tha t was three years ago. Things are 
well with us now. If there isn't another 
drought, I'll be in the money soon. 

Things are well, I say. . . . Save for 
the horror that water has for Helen and 
me. When she steps dripping, out of the 
bath tub and comes to wind her arms 
around my neck and press her rosy nude-
ness against me—when I feel the las-
civious rolling of her hips and see that 
look in her eyes—I know that she is 
hearing again the summons of voices in-
human—whose call in her ears will ever 
be louder than my words of love. 

END 
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Hostesses In Hell 
If only the fury of that gale had sent 
us to the bottom of the sea! But a 
cruel fate spared us—to cast us on 
that island of the damned where I 
was forced to watch my lovely Carta 
and her friends become the play-
things of creatures out of a devil's 

nightmare! 

by RUSSELL GRAY 

A Novelette 
of Fantastic 

Horror 

CHAPTER ONE 

Not Human, Not Beast 

L O O K I N G back, I cannot rid myself 
of the notion that a malignant 
power took over our destiny from 

the moment we stepped into the launch. 
To begin with, the plan had been only 
for Carla Mann and I to go on a short 
cruise. I had promised Carla's father 
that we would stick close to the shore, 
3 4 



as I had never before been on the ocean. 
Not that I 'm a bad sailor; I 'd had plenty 
of experience on inland waters. But Mr. 
Mann pointed out a lake isn't an ocean. 

No, it isn't. But it wasn't the treacher-
ous and ruthless sea that we had to worry 
about. What we found, finally, on dry 
land, was more cruel and horrible than 
the sea had ever been. 

I was starting the motor when Carla's 
cousin. Melantha, and her two maiden 
aunts, whom everybody in Seabeach called 
Miss Desma and Miss Zelda appeared 
along the beach, and Carla asked them to 
come along. Less than a minute later the 
Foster twins, followed by Wanda Rim-
stad, charged on the dock and demanded 
to accompany us. 

Seabeach was that sort of community. 
One happy family, and Carla Mann's boy 
friend, who had come from the city to 
spend a week with her, had been im-
mediately accepted into that family. I, of 
course, was the boy friend. So by the 
time I eased the launch away from the 
dock, there were eight of us in the boat 
—seven women and myself and then we 
started our trip to hell. . . . 

35 
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The weather was fine. The sea was 
rather choppy, but that seemed natural 
on the ocean and I didn't hug the shore 
as closely as I might have. But the shore-
line was always there, less than a mile 
away. 

W e were out about an hour when the 
darkness swooped down 011 us. It came 
suddenly in the shape of an immense 
black-grey cloud. But there was no wind ; 
instead there was a breathless calm. Even 
the waves flattened out. The shore melted 
away into a thin line. 

" W e had better go back." Carla said 
anxiously. 

I nodded and turned the wheel. The 
nearer we reached shore, however, the 
further it seemed to be receding. The 
darkness was increasing. I could see lines 
of worry deepen 011 the face of Miss Des-
ma who was sitting near the wheel. 

"Everything's under control," I sang 
out cheerily. "We ' re nearly back. And 
suppose it does rain? The worse that 
some of us will get is a wetting. The rest 
of you can keep dry in the cabin." 

I really believed that. I had been out 
in flimsier boats in storms. 

But never in a storm like that. It swept 
at us f rom the ocean with the suddenness 
of a cavalry charge, and although it was 
only three in the afternoon, night came 
with it. Wi th terror clutching at my 
heart, I realized that I could no longer see 
the shore. 

" A compass!" I yelled above the wind 
"There must be a compass in the cabin." 

The girls went over every inch of the 
cabin a dozen times. They found no com-
pass. All I could do was try to keep the 
launch from foundering until the storm 
blew over. And that wasn't an easy job. 
The waves were small mountains. The 
rain came down in solid sheets. Several 
times I had to cling desperately to the 
wheel to-keep from being washed over. 
The women huddled in the tiny cabin. 

And then something went wrong with 

the motor. It simply died. I was never 
to find out what had really happened to it. 

A few minutes later we had our first 
and only break. The storm eased oft", 
petered out. 

Did I say break ? W e would have been 
better off if we had all gone to the bot-
tom of the ocean. The sea would have 
been kindlier. . . . 

H P H E clouds parted and the sun came 
through. It was, at the moment, the 

most welcome sight in the world. The 
rain continued for a short while longer, 
then melted away. I slumped down in my 
seat and groped in my pocket for ciga-
rettes. The cigarettes were there all right, 
but they were a soggy mass. My drenched 
shirt and ducks were plastered to me and 
a good part of the ocean was in mv 
sneakers. 

The mainland was no longer in sight. 
With night only a couple of hours off and 
a useless motor, we would have been in 
a hell of a mess if not for the nearby 
island. 

I t had been the first thing I saw as 
soon as I could see anything. It lay about 
five hundred yards to starboard—a mile-
long pile of vegetation, occasionally 
broken by enormous bare boulders. Not 
a very inviting place, but at least a haven. 

The women came out of the cabin. 
They were a pretty disheveled lot. In 
spite of the fact that they had huddled in 
the cabin, each of them had been out in 
the storm long enough to have become 
drenched to the skin. 

Carla threw her arms about me. With 
a wan smile she said: "Do you know, 
Jay, what I was thinking of when I was 
sure we were done fo r? That I wanted 
to kiss you once more before we went 
down." 

So I kissed her then and there. T h e 
others grinned. Nei ther Carla nor I 
cared. I held her adorable wet body, clad 
only in shorts and a white polo shirt, 
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close to me. The soaked knitted shirt 
was glued to her, and the way the mate-
rial moulded her high, rounded breasts 
did all sorts of things to my heart. 

Reluctantly I released her, and it was 
at that time that I noticed how attractive 
all of the other women were. Wi th the ex-
ception of the maiden aunts, they were 
all attired much like Carla. There was 
Carla's cousin, Melantha, buxom but not 
fat as the curves revealed by her clinging 
outfit testified. Wanda Rimstad, Carla's 
friend, was the dark-eyed, vivacious type. 
The Foster twins were always delightful 
to look at. About twenty years old, I 
imagine; small and fragile as porcelain 
dolls and indistinguishable from each 
other. 

Even Carla's maiden aunts were easy 
on the eyes. Miss Zelda. who was about 
thirty-five, was the raw-boned, broad-
shouldered type of woman, extremely 
well preserved. Miss Desma was a couple 
years older, plump, and with the most 
charming smile I had ever seen. 

The evil destiny which had taken 
charge of us must have chuckled fiendish-
ly at the sight of those seven attractive 
women. 

I said: "Something's wrong with the 
motor. Maybe I can fix it. I suggest, 
though, that we get over to that island 
first and build a fire and dry out before 
we all catch pneumonia. ' ' 

All eyes turned to the island, and in-
stantly I sensed that something was 
wrong. Every one of the women had kept 
her courage admirably during the storm, 
but now I saw some of them shudder. 
The fact that they were wet and it was 
growing chilly, 1 thought ; but I knew that 
wasn't it. 

"Tha t must be the island they told us 
to keep away f rom," W a n d a Rimstad said 
in a faltering tone. 

" H u h ? " I demanded. "Wha t ' s wrong 
with it ?" 

Carla's hand closed over my arm. " W e 

don't know. I've never seen it before. As 
far as we know it, it hasn't even a name. 
But there has been talk lately among the 
natives of Seabeach that there's a curse 
on the island, that there's something 
strange and horrible there." 

Miss Zelda snorted derisively. "Stuff 
and nonsense! I 've heard those stories, 
too—the usual prattle of superstitious 
folks who find pleasure in scaring them-
selves. I 'm cold and I 'd like nothing bet-
ter than a warm fire." 

"R igh t ! " I agreed heartily. " I think 
I saw a couple of oars in the cabin." 

The girls admitted reluctantly that their 
fears were silly. I fetched the oars. W e 
had to use them as paddles. I took one 
side of the launch, the girls worked in 
shifts on the other side, and slowly we 
neared the island. 

The vegetation came down to within 
a few feet of the water. And there was a 
man waiting to receive us ! 

I suppose we should have been glad 
to see him. His presence showed that the 
island was at least inhabitated by human 
beings. But somehow the sight of him 
reacted on us in the opposite way. 

T ) E R H A P S because of the way he 
looked. I 'm quite tall, but he was as 

tall as I, and twice as broad. His head 
was massive, topped by an unkempt mane 
of shaggy reddish hair. H e hadn't shaved 
in at least a week, and, aside from that, 
his face was something to scare a nervous 
man. 

Yet it wasn't only his appearance. I t 
wasn't even the pistol which was stuck 
conspicuously in his belt. I t was the way 
he kept glancing over his shoulder every 
now and then toward the heart of the 
island and the fear which glinted in his 
eyes. _ 

If a man his size and armed was a f ra id 
of something on that island, we certainly 
had reason to be uneasy. 

As he helped me beach the launch, he 
said: " I saw your boat and I came to 
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meet you. I trust that I can be of serv-
ice." ' 

"You have a home on this island?" 
I asked. 

"Yes. Allow me to introduce myself, 
I am Dr. Hallam Jarrett ." 

"An M. D.?" I couldn't keep the as-
tonishment out of my voice. 

He laughed. That is, laughter gushed 
from his throat, but there was no laugh 
in his face. "You do not think I look 
like a doctor? More like a circus strong 
man, perhaps? And my face, it hasn't 
enough refinement and sensitivity, eh? 
Too gross?" 

Although he had read my thoughts cor-
rectly, I started to protest. He didn't 
bother to listen. By this time the women 
had all climbed out of the launch and 
stood huddled together, whispering among 
themselves. Dr. Jarrett looked at them. 

I noticed for the first time how small 
and pig-like his eyes were. He said not a 
word but stood staring at the women as 
if he had never before seen any. I had 
an impression that his eyes were boring 
through their scanty, clinging garments 
—and he looked longest and most intent-
ly at Carla. 

The women cringed, moved closer to-
gether under that scrutiny. Impulsively 
balling my fists, I stepped toward Dr. 
Jarrett . Then I stopped. I had gotten a 
closer look at his face, at his eyes, and 
what I saw there wasn't lust, but pity. 

He was sorry tor them, as if he had 
special knowledge of an appalling and in-
escapable doom in wait for them. 

As briefly as possible, I made introduc-
tions. Dr. Jarret!: nodded to each in turn 
and again offered the hospitality of his 
home. 

Miss Ze'da said: "Thank you, Dr. Jar-
rett. but we would prefer to return to 
Seabeach before dark if possible. Surely 
you must have a boat of some kind. W e 
would be glad to pay." 

The pity deepened in Dr. Jarrett 's eyes, 
"Unfortunately our launch left a short 
time ago for supplies. It will not return 
until tomorrow. There is no other boat 
on the island." 

It was then that we heard the scream 
for the first time. 

Did I say scream? That 's not the way 
to describe it. One associates a scream 
with terror or rage, and there was nothing 
of either in that cry. Rather it was an 
expression of sheer bestial triumph and 
exultation. Yet at the same time it was 
as thin and as high-pitched as the scream 
of an hysterical woman. 

As suddenly as it had come the cry 
faded away. The blood had drained from 
all of our faces and intuitively the women 
had moved closer to me. Carla's wet 
shoulder shivered against my chest. 

Dr. Jarrett 's hand, I noticed, was closed 
over the butt of his pistol. His head was 
turned toward the center of the island. 

The telephone call was iuat a Joke, said 
John Smith—because he wanted to hold 
hand, with Marion. But Marion said no. 
so they heeded the call . , . went out to 
the little house on St. Ann's—and they 
found the corpse, all right: and three 
live tellers! Wyatt Blassingame tells all. 
hi his latest full-length novel. Murder at 

the Morfluo. . . . In the same Issue thare is a ounoh-a-
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Slowly his head moved toward us. and 
I saw beads of sweat on his forehead. 

" M y God," I cried, "there can't be 
animals on this island!" 

"That wasn't an animal," Dr. Jarret t 
said quietly. 

" A human being? It didn't sound 
like—" 

"No," Dr. Jarre t t said. "No t a human 
being either." 

CHAPTER T W O 

The Woman Hell Sent 

\ F O O T P A T H led through a jungle-
like chaos of undergrowth. In single 

file, we followed Dr. Hallam Jarret t ' s 
huge bulk. I brought up the rear, walking 
with one hand on Carla's shoulder. 

When we had walked for about five 
minutes, Carla stopped. "Jay, I 'm afraid." 

"Of Dr. Ja r re t t? I can handle him if 
necessary." 

"Not only of him," she whispered. " I t ' s 
something I feel deep inside of me. a sort 
of persistent warning. And those strange 
answers Dr. Jarret t gave to your ques-
tions about that weird scream." 

I tried to dismiss her fears with a 
laugh. "Hi s idea of humor. Or maybe 
he's a little cracked." 

"But . Jay. he's afraid of something 
too." 

That was true. Because I had no an-
swer, I simply shrugged and said: "We 've 
fallen behind the others. Let 's hurry up 
to them." 

The house stood in a large clearing at 
about the center of the island. W h e n we 
broke out of the woods, we stopped and 
gaped. W e had expected to find a shack, 
at the most a cabin. Instead we were look-
ing at a structure more fit to be the manor 
house of an estate than on this wild island. 
It was a large Colonial-type house, fresh-
ly painted in dazzling white. I ts sym-
metry was marred, however, by a long 
narrow building with barred windows 
which jutted f rom one wing. 

"You are surprised at the magnificence 
in which we live?" Dr. Jarre t t chuckled. 
"Yes, we have all modern conveniences, 
including electricity and running water ." 
He paused and then added with a cryptic 
smile: " W e cater only to the most exclu-
sive clientele." 

"You run a hotel here?" Miss Desma 
asked in surprise. 

"You may call it that ," Dr. Jarre t t re-
sponded, and moved toward the house. 

A man was standing on the open porch. 
In his hand he held a revolver with the 
longest barrel I had ever seen. 

"Tha t damn Cassie!" he called out ex-
citedly. "Did you hear her, Hallam ? She's 
driving them crazy." 

H e disregarded our party as if we 
didn't exist. H e was even thinner than 
I and much shorter and he had the face 
of a ferret. Like Dr. Jarret t , he was 
unshaven. 

"Stop worrying, Joseph," Dr. Jarre t t 
told him. "She'll come back when she's 
hungry. Meanwhile we have guests. Tell 
Elsie to put on hot coffee for them." 

Joseph looked at us for the first time. 
Slowly his eyes swept over each of the 
women, seemingly appraising them as if 
they were so much merchandise, and he 
ran a white tongue over his lips. Then 
he thrust his revolver into his belt and 
went into the house. 

By this time the women were in a pretty 
bad state of mind. Carla hung on to me 
as if she would never let go, and one of 
the twins. Rose or Marie, I couldn't tell 
which, clung to my other arm. 

"What ' s all the mystery about, Doc-=; 

t o r?" I demanded. " W h o is this Cassie 
and whom is she driving crazy and why? 
W h a t are you afraid of? W h y are you 
and the other man carrying guns ?" 

Dr . Jarre t t expelled a vast sigh. "Cas-
sie is one of our patients. She ran into 
the woods and won't return. You see, we 
run a sanitarium"—he hesitated—"for in-
curables." 
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Tha t explanation was reasonable—or so 
it seemed to us at the time. W e followed 
Dr. Jarre t t into the house. 

A F I R E crackled merrily in the field-
stone fireplace of the cozily furnished 

living room. The fire drew us the way 
flies are drawn to honey. W e took turns 
warming and drying ourselves until a 
woman came in with sandwiches and 
steaming coffee. 

Elsie, Dr. Jar re t t called the woman. She 
was built like a wrestler and had a face 
like a granite block. 

W e ate ravenously while Dr. Jarre t t 
sat deep in an armchair with his stubbled 
chin resting on vast, redhaired fists. The 
food and the fire served to put us more at 
our ease. 

When we had finished eating, Dr. Ja r -
rett said: " I regret that there are no 
clothes for the ladies to change into. I 
suggest that they remove their clothes and 
dry them in front of the fire." 

" H e r e ? " Miss Zelda inquired with 
raised eyebrows. 

"Oh, no. There is a private room. El-
sie, show the ladies to the study." 

Dutifully the women trooped a f t e r El-
sie. The desire to get their clothes off and 
dry them was greater than any uneasiness 
which they -still felt. 

I followed, telling them: "I ' ll go back 
to the launch and see if I can fix the mo-
tor. Chances are that we can still get back 
to Seabeach by nightfall." 

W e went along the hallway. Elsie 
opened a door into a room tastily fu r -
nished in red leather. Against one wall 
was a fireplace. T h e women made for it 
and I discreetly withdrew. 

Dr. Jar re t t was no longer in the living 
room when I went through it. As I walked 
across the clearing to the footpath, I heard 
a groan behind me. I turned. It had come 
from the narrow structure which jutted 
out from the house. There was nothing 
strange about a groan in a sanitarium, but 

again I was assailed by the feeling that 
something was terribly wrong. 

I realized now that Dr. Jarret t ' s brief 
explanation had left a great deal untold. 
W h y the pistols? Why the iron bars on 
what was evidently the hospital section? 
And why were there no nurses in the 
sanitarium? Aside from the inmates and 
whomever had gone for supplies, Dr. Ja r -
rett and Joseph and Elsie appeared to be 
the only permanent residents on the island. 

As I hurried along the footpath, the 
conviction grew that I had to get the wom-
en away from the island as soon as pos-
sible. But when I reached the launch and 
looked at the motor, my heart died within 
me. Somebody had used a sledge ham-
mer or a large rock on the motor. It 
would never again be any good. 

W h o had done this? W h o wanted to 
make sure that we would stay here over-
night ? 

As I was climbing out of the launch, 
I heard a woman's terrified scream. It 
lasted only a second or two, then choked 
off abruptly. 

I stood frozen, listening—then I was 
running. I visualized those seven attrac-
tive women grouped nude about the fire. 
Had it been one of them who had 
screamed ? Perhaps Carla ? God ! 

I was stumbling through the footpath 
when I heard the second cry. Not a scream 
of terror this time, but a cry of tr iumph 
and exultation, as of a beast over its kill. 

Good God, what was happening at the 
house ? 

I t seemed that I had been running for 
ages, although it couldn't have been more 
than a couple of minutes. Suddenly a 
woman materialized on the path in front 
of me. I had to pull myself up short to 
keep from crashing into her. 

H o w can I describe her ? I can say that 
she was beautiful and it wouldn't mean 
anything. I t was the kind of beauty that 
dazzled you like the most brilliant display 
of fireworks bursting suddenly in the night 
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sky. It enveloped you and left you dazed 
and unbelieving. Does that sound ab-
surd ? Well, remember that I had heard 
somebody scream in mortal terror and 
that I was worried sick for the safety of 
the girl I loved and was rushing to her— 
yet at the sight of this woman I forgot all 
that. I made no attempt to go past her 
and continue to the house. I simply stood 
there drinking in her beauty. 

T T E R figure was statuesque and perfect-
Iv proportioned. Her eyes were as 

green as the surrounding shrubbery, eyes 
which caught the waning sunlight and re-
flected it like a cat's. H e r teeth were white 
and small and even and curiously pointed. 
And her dress was utterly ridiculous on 
that island. 

Not because it did not become her, but 
because it was as out of place on that wild 
island as an aborigine in loincloth would 
have been on F i f t h Avenue, New York. 
She wore, you see, a green and silver 
evening gown and silver opera pumps. 
And she wore nothing else. That was easy 
to see, because her gown was made of 
gossamer stuff through which the sheen of 
her flesh could be glimpsed. The bodice 
was cut so low that only the lower curves 
of her magnificent breasts were covered. 

He r voice was husky, vibrant. She 
asked with the guilelessness of a child: 
"You love Cassie?" And she stepped 
toward me. 

Cassie! The patient who Dr. Jarre t t 
had said had run away. 

She came so close to me that her breasts 
pressed against my chest. I 'm a shade over 
six-two, but she wasn't more than a cou-
ple of inches shorter. Carla had been 
wiped from my mind. My lips moved 
toward hers. 

H e r hands came up to hold me to her— 
And I saw her fingers. Wi th a cry I 
hurled myself backward. Her fingers were 
wet up to the knuckles—red with glisten-
ing blood which was still wet. 

A cloud passed over her perfect fea-
tures. "You do not love Cassie?" 

I kept staring at her fingers as if hypno-
tized by them, and suddenly it struck 
me that she was the one I had heard cry 
out twice in that spine-chilling manner 
of a tr iumphant beast! She was the one 
Dr. Jarre t t had said was not an animal 
and not human! And this creature had 
almost caused me to forget Carla! 

She saw the rage which suddenly con-
torted my face. Her pointed teeth bared 
in an animal snarl—and all at once she 
was gone. I saw only the green of her 
gown merge into the green of the under-
growth, and then I was alone on the path. 
I did not stop to wonder how she could 
possibly have made her way through that 
solid mass of vegetation. I was running 
again, my mind shrieking Carla's name. 

The moment I burst into the clearing 
I saw- the body in front of the porch. 
And on the porch itself, I saw Carla 
struggling in the arms of Dr. Jarret t . 

I flew up to the porch, swung Dr. J a r -
rett around by a shoulder, and drove a 
hard right to his jaw. H e went back on his 
heels, righted himself, yelled: "Don' t be 
a fool! I was trying to keep her f rom 
running into danger." 

H e could have pulled his gun and shot 
me had he wanted to. H e didn't, so I 
thought perhaps he was on the level. 
Carla cried, "Jay, darl ing!" and threw 
herself into my arms. 

"There ' s death out there," Dr. Jar re t t 
was saying. "This girl went crazy with 
fear, like some of the others. I had to 
hold her back. That woman there on the 
ground let panic get her, and now look 
at her." 

I looked. I went down the porch steps 
and stood over the body. My stomach 
twisted. 

I t was—or rather had been—Miss 
Zelda. She lay on her back, arms outflung, 
eyes staring with horror. She hadn't 
any throat. I t had been ripped out as 
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if by steel fingers. By the fingers of an 
incredibly beautiful woman which were 
red up to the knuckles with Miss Zelda's 
blood. 

CHAPTER THREE 

The Block of Cells 

JO S E P H came out of the house. I could 
see the pallor of his face through his 

unshaven beard. 
"My God, Cassie's let them all out!" he 

said to Dr. Jarrett. "They're running wild 
on the island." 

Dr. Jarrett nodded. "She stole the key 
from my desk. Look for her, Joseph. If 
you can bring her back, the others will 
come." 

Joseph looked like a man who had 
been asked to volunteer for a task which 
meant inevitable death. He said: "Why 
pick on me? You're responsible for this 
hellish place. It's your lookout to get them 
back." 

Dr. Jarrett dropped his hand languidly 
on his pistol and took a step or two toward 
Joseph. From where I stood his bulk 
completely blotted out Joseph. I don't 
know if anything was said by either and 
I couldn't see their faces. But after about 
half a minute of silence, Joseph growled, 
"Oh, all right," and he moved toward the 
woods. His narrow shoulders were 
hunched and he walked like a man going 
to his doom. 

Carla was sobbing softly against my 
chest. We were still standing near Miss 
Zelda's corpse, but we made sure not to 
let our eyes stray toward it. 

"Look here, Dr. Jarrett," I demanded. 
"What the devil is going on here? One 
of our party has been brutally murdered 
and the rest of us are in danger. We 
have a right to know what it's all about." 

Dr. Jarrett turned his massive, ugly 
face toward us. All the sorrow in the 
world seemed to lie in his small, blood-
shot eyes. 

"Yes, you have a right to know," he 
agreed. "But first I should like to ask 
the young lady what caused the panic 
among the women." 

Carla said: "We had taken our clothes 
off and spread them in front of the fire-
place to dry. As we were standing about, 
we heard strange sounds come from the 
wing of the house. It seemed like human 
voices uttering sounds which might have 
been words, although I can't be sure. And 
some seemed to be animal growls. Aunt 
Desma tried to reassure us, but her words 
didn't do much good. Two or three of us 
started to put on our damp clothes. Then 
the door opened and I, at least, screamed. 
We thought it was you, Dr. Jarrett, or 
your man Joseph. It was a man, all right, 
but such a man as we had never seen. 
It was a human monster." 

She stopped talking and clung closer 
to me. 

"Yes ?" Dr. Jarrett prompted. 
Carla lifted her head from my chest. 

"He was the most horrible creature I 
had ever seen. He seemed to be all shoul-
ders, wider even than yours, Dr. Jarrett, 
and hardly anything else. His head 
seemed hardly bigger than my fist and his 
legs were the size of a child's, dragging 
uselessly behind him. He moved by push-
ing himself along on powerful arms. His 
eyes were pinpoints, and saliva drooled 
from the slit that must have been his 
mouth. 

"Do you wonder that we went crazy 
with panic ? One of the Foster twins, Rose, 
I think, shrieked wildly and, stark naked 
as she was, plunged past the monster and 
out through the door. Most of us were 
simply frozen with sheer horror and 
couldn't move or utter a word. Aunt 
Zelda, who had already dressed, was the 
only one of us who maintained self-con-
trol. She ran after Rose to stop her. 
Strangely enough, the monster made no 
attempt to go near any of us. He crouched 
there on the floor looking at us as we 
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huddled against the wall. W e didn't dare 
move. 

4 6 T T M U S T have been less than a min-
ute, but it seemed like a century, 

when we heard Aunt Zelda scream. Then 
we heard that other cry. that terrible cry 
we'd heard at the launch and the monster 's 
pinhead jerked up, listening. Suddenly he 
scurried out through the door. Then hys-
teria overwhelmed us. I paused to put on 
my clothes. So did some of the other girls, 
while at least one, Wanda Rimstad, simply 
ran. Wha t happened to the others I don't 
know. In our panic we went in all dif-
ferent directions. I found myself in front 
of the house, and there was Aunt Zelda's 
body. I think I went mad with fear. I 
started running. Tha t was when you 
caught me, Dr. Jarre t t . I 'm sorry I 
fought you. I realize now that }'ou were 
only trying to keep me from running 
into the woods." 

"She fought like a wildcat," Dr. Jarre t t 
told me. " I had the time of my life 
dragging her as far as the porch. Then 
you came. I t would have been fatal for 
her to go into the vvods. One girl, I 'm 
afraid, is there now." 

My eyes moved toward the brooding 
trees and vegetation. Twilight was 
descending on the island and a cool 
breeze knifed through my wet clothes. 
I found that my teeth were chattering, 
but it wasn't f rom coldness. 

I said: " W h e r e are the other women ? 
You said only one went into the woods." 

"They ' re safe in the house," Dr. J a r -
rett stated. "Joseph and Elsie managed 
to round them up and—ah—calm them. 
They're safe. But that unfor tunate girl 
in the woods!" 

Moving toward the doctor with Carla 
still in my arms, I grasped his shoulder. 
"We' l l have to go af ter Rose Foster, you 
and I together, and you'll have to give 
me a gun. But before that you'll have 
to tell me what it's all about," 

"Yes," Dr. Jarre t t said. "Come with 
me into the house. W e must make sure 
that the other girls are all r ight." 

W e followed him. I 'd have to leave 
Carla with the others. I hated to let her 
out of my sight, but it was more impor-
tant that Rose Foster be rescued from 
whatever horror faced her on the island, 

He led us into a windowless corridor 
which was only dimly lit. It was in the 
narrow wing. I stopped abruptly and 
removed my arm from about Carla's 
waist, ready to hurl myself at Dr. Jarret t . 

For the corridor was lined on one 
side with prison cells! 

" W h a t does this mean. Dr. J a r r e t t ? " 
The big man turned slowly. H e had 

his gun in his hand. 
"Don' t misunderstand," he pleaded with 

me. " I 'm doing this only because I know 
you'll be safe nowhere else." 

A sharp cry tore from Carla's throat. 
Not because of Dr. Jarre t t ' s gun. She 
wasn't even looking at him. Her eyes 
were fixed on the barred door of the first 
cell. 

Wanda Rimstad was in there. She 
hadn't a stitch of clothing on her and 
she was futilelv trying to cover her nu-
dity with her hands. 

" J a y ! " she moaned, coming to the door. 
"Wha t ' s going to happen to u s ? " 

I whirled toward Dr. Jarret t , H e 
snapped: "By God, I'll shoot if I have 
to, Don' t you realize that I 'm doing this 
for your sake. It 's the only place you 
and the women will be safe until we 
manage to round up the—ah—escaped in-
mates. And I 'm warning you, as I 
warned the others, not to make an out-
cry, because if the creatures know you're 
in here, they'll come out of the woods and 
pull you out of the cells, and then— 
well, it won't be pleasant." 

W h a t could I do? If I went for Dr . 
Jar re t t he would shoot me down, and 
that wouldn't help Carla or any of the 
other girls. So we continued down the 
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corridor. This time Dr. Jar re t t walked 
behind us with levelled gun. 

T ^ A C H cell we passed contained a mem-
• L i ber of our party. Miss Desma stood 
at the barred door and told us in a 
choked voice not to lose heart. Little 
Marie Foster was sprawled on a cot sob-
bing hysterically over the unknown fate 
of her twin sister. Melantha, clad only in 
shorts, strode up and down her cell like 
a caged animal. 

The next cell was empty. Dr. Jarre t t 
pointed his gun at me. " I t will be only 
for a couple of hours," he assured me. 
"Perhaps less. Believe me. this is the 
best way." 

I hesitated. Carla was whimpering 
deep in her throat and holding on to me 
as if she would never let go. 

" W h y can't we be in one cell?" I asked. 
Dr. Jarre t t shook his head. " I t will be 

the way I say. You have five seconds 
to go into the cell." 

Gently I unwound Carta's arms from 
about me, kissed her on the lips, then 
stepped into the cell. The door clanged 
shut. 

" J a y ! " Carla wailed. There were the 
sounds of a slight scuffle, then the door 
of the cell next to mine opened and 
closed. 

Dr . Jarret t , standing somewhere in the 
corridor, raised his voice so that all of 
us could hear. "Remember, no outcry. 
I 'm giving you this warning for your 
own sakes. If your presence here is found 
out by—by the former inmates, I am not 
responsible for the consequences." 

There was the sound of heavy footsteps 
receding down the corridor, and after 
that silence. 

Silence broken by the toneless weep-
ing of Marie Foster, by Melantha's bare 
feet padding endlessly on the stone floor 
of the cell on my left, by Carla moaning 
with subdued hysteria on my right. 

I inspected my cell. It was about twelve 

feet by twelve and furnished with a cot, 
a chair, a dresser and washstand. More 
comfortable than the average furnished 
room—yet there was the barred door and 
the barred window. 

These cells were the living quarters of 
the inmates. 

But why barred cells for them? Well, 
I had already had an inkling of the an-
swer, the full horror of which I could 
not, at that time, even guess at. Cells 
for the monster which Carla had de-
scribed, for the beautiful woman I had 
met on the path who was a bestial killer 
—for others! 

I strode to the window. Twilight was 
deepening. A great orange moon rode 
above the line of trees. The window 
looked directly out into the clearing which 
was deserted. There was an ominous still-
ness out there, a brooding hush as if the 
whole world were holding its breath 
before the coming of doom. 

Then a scream keened out f rom beyond 
the trees. It was such an expression of 
unbearable terror that every drop of blood 
felt as if it were drained out of my body. 
The voice, of course, was unrecognizable, 
but I had no doubt it was Rose Foster. 
She was the only one of our party, be-
sides Miss Zelda, who was dead, who was 
not in one of the cells. 

The screams came nearer. Bushes part-
ed and Rose plunged into the clearing. 

She was stark naked. Numberless 
streaks of blood covering her delicate 
white body testified that she must have 
been crashing wildly through the under-
brush. 

At the sight of the house her screams 
ceased. Hope flitted over her face and 
she started sprinting wildly toward the 
porch. 

She never reached it. 
T h e woods on three sides of the house 

suddenly became alive with creatures who 
could have come only out of a night-
mare. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

The Nightmare Creatures 

Ti/TY H A N D S gripped the iron bars of 
the window with such intensity that 

tny knuckles turned white. The creatures 
which were closing in on Rose Foster 
could not be human, and yet the most 
monstrous of them had some of the phys-
ical characteristics of normal men and 
women, And that was the most horrible 
of all. If each of them had been all 
monster the sight would have been less 
terrifying than their hideous perversions 
of mankind. 

There were about a dozen of them, some 
male, some female, some both or neither. 
There was the creature Carla had de-
scribed, with the tremendous shoulders 
and withered torso who dragged himself 
over the ground with powerful arms. 
There was something like a snake, wrig-
gling along the ground, yet with the face 
of a handsome boy. There was a huge 
hairy male shuffling like a great ape with 
a single eye and apparently no nose. 
There was— 

But why go on? Even now the vision 
of that hellish crew makes me retch with 
nausea. 

They converged on Rose Foster, cut-
ting her off f rom the house. She was 
screaming again, not loud; the screams 
were thin as the edge of a razor and 
utterly hopeless. Then I could no longer 
hear her, although her mouth remained 
open to the last. Other sounds drowned 
out her te r ror : the hungry, lustful animal 
growls of the monsters, and the shrieks 
of the women in the cells on either side 
of me. 

W e had forgotten Dr. Jarre t t ' s warn-
ing to keep still lest the monsters learn 
of our presence in the cell block. Each 
of us was at our window and each of us 
had gone temporarily mad, and we could 
express our madness only through our 

throats. Fortunately the monsters were 
too intent upon their immediate victim to 
pay any attention to us. 

I think that I shall never forget that 
picture of Rose Foster standing within 
that closing circle of horror, her fragile 
lovely body trembling like a fawn at bay, 
her delicate features contorted with in-
sane terror. Then they were on her. The 
one-eyed creature swept her up and tossed 
her into the air. Another monster caught 
her and . . . 

Well, have you ever seen malicious 
children playing with a sawdust doll which 
they were bent on destroying? They 
would toss it about to each other, by an 
arm, by a leg, by the head, until the 
sawdust ran out and there was nothing 
left but a limp rag still bearing some of 
the features of the doll? That was what 
happened to little Rose Foster. 

I shook and pounded at the bars until 
my hands were sore and bleeding. At 
last I turned away. The animal howls 
went on and on and the women in the 
cells kept shrieking. 

And then, above all that din, I heard a 
woman laugh. 

I forced myself to look again through 
the barred window. The creature named 
Cassie was standing just inside the clear-
ing. tall and magnificent in her transparent 
evening gown, and her gorgeous face was 
twisted with maniacal laughter. 

The monsters were still playing with 
Rose Foster, but now she resembled less 
a human being than they themselves. An 
inert bundle covered with broken red skin. 
Dead at last, I thought numbly, and I 
was glad. She. at least, was out of it. 
For us the horror had only begun. 

A gun bellowed. A slug-like monster 
leaped a foot in the air. The gun spoke 
again and the thing went down. 

Cassie stopped laughing. Her head 
jerked toward the house. The gun con-
tinued to roar, four more times, and a 
creature that looked like a giant crab died. 
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H P H E R E was a sudden silence. W e id 
the cells had popped screaming. The 

growls of the monsters had died away. 
They stamped and writhed about uneasily, 
stared dully at the bodies of the two who 
had been killed, and then with one accord 
looked toward Cassie. 

"Come," she ordered and disappeared 
among the trees. 

The monsters followed. The shots 
started again, and one more creature died 
before they all succeeded in leaving the 
clearing. 

For a long time I simply stood holding 
myself up by clutching the bars and star-
ing out into the clearing. Four bodies 
lay there, three of the monsters and what 
was left of Rose Foster. 

An hysterical voice called : "Jay! Oh, 
God, Jay, I'll go mad! They'll come for 
us nex t ! " 

It was Carla. I went to the cell door. 
The other women in the cells started 
raving, their voices shrill with hysteria. 

I said, loud enough for all of them 
to hear : " I t ' s all right now, we're safe. 
It was Dr. Jarre t t and his man who shot. 
Guns can hold the monsters off all night. 
Tomorrow the launch will come with sup-
plies and we'll get off this cursed place 
safely." 

My words calmed them to some ex-
tent. But I was considerably less optimis-
tic than I pretended. I didn't t rust Dr. 
J a r r e t t ; I wasn't satisfied with his expla-
nation for having locked us in the cells. 
There was nothing for us to do but hope. 

I kept up a chatter of optimism to the 
others. Suddenly I stopped talking as 
a door nearby opened and closed. The 
sound came from my right, away from 
the house. There must be a back door 
leading directly into the cell block from 
outside. 

Feet moved along the corridor. And 
then Carla emitted a low cry and a woman 
laughed. 

That laugh! I had heard it a short time 

ago in the clearing. I don't think that I 
will ever forget it. But, even as I heard 
it, I knew what I must do. 

I whispered : "Cassie! You are look-
ing for me. Here I am." 

She appeared in front of my cell. Even 
in that uncertain light her beauty was 
startling. Its only effect on me now was 
one of murderous rage which I had diffi-
culty suppressing. But I forced a smile 
on my l ips; I forced ardor into my voice. 
I spoke to her slowly, patiently, as to a 
child. 

"Cassie, you are so beautiful. I love 
you, Cassie." 

She smiled as gratefully as a child who 
has been given a new toy. She arched her 
body, ran her hands sensuously over her 
almost bared breasts. 

"You love Cassie?" she muttered hap-
pily. 

No sound f rom the other women in the 
cells. I knew that all of them must be 
listening intently, and I was certain that 
they were aware of what my scheme was. 

"Cassie, I want to hold you in my 
arms," I went on. " I want to kiss you, 
love you." 

"Yes," she said. "Tha t would be nice." 
In her hand was a large key. I said: 

"Come in here, Cassie, so that I can love 
you." 

She frowned. "No. I don't like it in 
there." 

"All right, Cassie, I'll come out to 
you. We'll go in the woods together and 
I'll love you." 

She nodded. "Yes. Cassie will like 
that ." 

"But I can't get out. They locked me 
in." 

"Cassie will get you out." She inserted 
the key in the lock. 

T P L I S H E D the door open. She came 
•*• into my arms, her eager smile baring 
her sharp teeth. My right fist swept up 
almost f rom the floor to her chin. It was 
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a perfect knockout. He r statuesque body 
crumpled against the corridor wall. 

The ke)', as I had surmised, fitted all 
the cells. In less than a minute I had all 
the doors open. Marie Foster lay uncon-
scious in the floor of her cell. Small 
wonder, for she had seen the horrible way 
in which her twin sister had died. I lifted 
her in my arms and with the others 
crowding at my heels we went to the 
main section of the house. Night was 
complete, but bright moonlight flooded in-
to the house. 

I led the girls to the room where they 
had been drying their clothes when the 
first of the monsters had appeared. Wanda 
Rimstad and Melantha Mann, who had 
fled without their clothes, hurriedly 
dressed. 

Miss Desma said: " W h a t can we do 
now? W e can't possibly leave the island 
and I doubt if the house will afford much 
protection." 

"The important thing is not to let 
panic get you again," I replied. "Tha t 
would be fatal. You girls stay here. Don' t 
put a light on and under no circum-
stances make a sound. Is there a key 
in this door? . . . Good. Lock the door 
after me and don't open it for anybody 
but me. I 'm going through the house to 
see if I can find a weapon. A f t e r that I'll 
have a talk with Dr . Jar re t t . " 

T h e first floor of the house was de-
serted. I found matches on a table, noise-
lessly went through the rooms, opening 
every drawer. No weapon of any kind. 
I made my way up to the second floor. 
The first door I came to opened into a 
bedroom. And seated on a chair at a win-
dow was the woman Elsie. She hadn' t put 
a light on, but the full moon filled the 
room with its mellow glow. 

She turned her head slightly. "Come 
in," she said. 

On the window sill lay a revolver. 
Near it was a box of .38 cartridges, 

"So you were the one who killed the 

monsters, who drove them away," I said. 
H e r hard, expressionless face belied the 

intense emotion in her voice. " I was too 
late to save the poor girl. I had to search 
for a gun, and by the time I found it she 
was dead." 

The window afforded a complete view 
of the clearing. 

Five dark bodies lay in the moonlight— 
Miss Zelda and Rose Foster and the three 
monsters. 

"Where did the monsters come f rom?" 
I asked. " W h y are they on this island?" 

"Several years ago Dr. Jarre t t lost his 
doctor's license. I don't know why. H e 
established what he calls this sanitarium 
—really a prison for human monsters. 
They are the freakish offsprings of 
wealth)' people who can pay large sums 
to have the creatures hidden f rom the 
world. The ordinary institutions wouldn't 
suffice. There is always the danger of a 
leak, of an epidemic or a fire or a nosey 
reporter exposing to the world the 
parentage of the monsters. So they pay 
Dr. Jar re t t well for hiding them on this 
island." 

" I assumed it was something like that ," 
I said. "And this evening they escaped." 

"Yes. Somehow I, or Joseph, failed to 
lock Cassie's cell properly. She escaped, 
got back to the house, stole a key and 
released the other monsters. She can do 
anything she wants with them. They re-
gard her as a kind of goddess," 

" W h y is she here?" I asked. "She be-
longs in a madhouse." 

T F P O S S I B L E , Elsie's eyes grew even 
harder than they had been. "She ' s not 

like the others—physically. You've heard 
people say that a woman is as beautiful 
as sin. Cassie is evil incarnate. She's not 
mad ; it's something far worse. She has 
no soul. And she is more dangerous than 
any of the others because she has some 
intelligence." She paused; then added in 
a low tone : " H e r affection for you is the 
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first time she showed any emotion aside 
from sheer bestiality." 

"You know about tha t?" 
"Yes," Elsie said. " F r o m this window 

I could hear everything that was said at 
the cells. I thought of releasing all of 
you, but you would be no better off else-
where on the island. I heard you trick-
ing Cassie into opening the door of your 
cell. I heard you enter the room directly 
below this where the girls now are." 

No sound came f rom the room below. 
They were obeying my admonition to 
maintain absolute silence. " W h y are you 
here?" I asked. 

" I am Joseph's wife," she replied 

simply. 
There was nothing I could say. For 

a moment I stood silent. 
I asked: " W h e r e are Dr. Jar re t t and 

Joseph ? Wha t are they up to ?" 
" I don't know," Elsie replied. "They 

went into the woods to try to bring Cassie 
back. The other monsters would be more 
easily controlled if she were caught. Per-
haps they are dead." 

They were alive and unharmed as we 
saw at that moment. Dr. Jarre t t and 
Joseph stepped into the clearing. They 
walked like men who were afraid of their 
shadows and their pistols were gripped 
in their hands. They stopped walking 
and stared at the bodies in the clearing. 
Then, whispering to each other, they came 
toward the house. They paused beneath 
our window, not ten feet away f rom the 
window of the room in which the girls 
huddled in the darkness. Elsie and I were 
hardly breathing as we listened. 

" I tell you, Doc, that 's the only way," 
Joseph was saying. "Otherwise we 
haven't got a chance. W h e n they saw 
me in the woods they were going to tear 
me apart . My gun wouldn't have been 
any good against all of them. Lucky for 
me, this naked girl came running along 
chased by one of 'em. They forgot about 
me and they all went after her." 

Dr. Jarre t t nodded his massive head. 
"And they caught her here." H e pointed 

toward the bloody remains of Rose Fos-
ter. "That ' s what they did to her. The 
shots must have come from Elsie. She 
killed three of them and the rest were 
scared off." 

"But they won't stay scared off," Joseph 
whispered in a voice husky with fear. 
"They know the girls are here. Maybe 
we can kill them all when they charge 
the house, but chances are enough will 
stay alive to get us." 

Dr. Jarre t t looked a long time toward 
fhe narrow wing. "You ' re right," he said 
at last. "If we were to kill them, it would 
mean the end of this lucrative—ah—busi-
ness. W e would certainly not be paid 
for keeping monsters who are dead. Yes, 
we have no choice but to keep them 
satisfied by giving the women to them. 
W e can lure them back to the cells by 
using some of the women as bait—it's the 
same technique as a hunter uses a live 
kid to lure flesh-eating animals into a 
trap." 

I t took a while for the meaning of Dr. 
Jar re t t ' s words to penetrate my brain. His 
scheme was too diabolical and heartless 
to have been proposed by a human being. 
Near me Elsie was breathing heavily. I 
could not tell how the idea affected her. 

The whispering below went on. My 
horror-numbed brain hardly heard Joseph 
explain that later they could bury our 
bodies and that our friends and relatives 
would believe that we had been lost in 
the storm. 

A moan seemed to rise f rom the floor. 
I t was followed by a shrill scream in the 
room below. 

Poor girls! They had been forccd to 
listen to Dr. Jarre t t and Joseph discussing 
the horrible fate that was in store for 
them, and finally they had. been able to 
maintain the agonizing silence no longer. 
In the room below there was a bedlam of 
hysteria. 
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C H A P T E R F I V E 

Raid of the Monsters 

T S N A T C H E D the revolver out of 
-*• Elsie's hand and poked my head and 
right arm through the open window. Dr. 
Jar re t t and Joseph had started running 
around to the porch steps as soon as they 
had realized that the girls were in that 
room. I had a chance for two shots before 
they disappeared into the house. I was 
trembling with mingled horror and rage. 
The shots went wild. 

I made for the door of the bedroom. 
"I ' l l kill them!" I sobbed. "They ' re worse 
than the monsters!" 

" W a i t ! " Elsie' yelled. "That ' s not the 
way. We ' re all doomed if we start fighting 
among ourselves." 

I paid no attention to her. At the head 
of the stairs I stopped, staring down into 
the broad electric-lit foyer below. Every 
room on the first floor, including the 
wing, opened into the foyer. Dr. Jarre t t 
and Joseph were charging in f rom the 
large front room. One of the girls had 
unlocked the door of the room in which 
I had left them and in their frenzy they 
were pouring out into the foyer. 

A t the sight of Dr. Jar re t t and Joseph 
the girls stopped dead, paralyzed with 
terror. They simply crouched before the 
open door, whimpering, moaning. 

Miss Desma was shrilling crazily: "You 
can't turn us over to the monsters! You ' re 
men, not fiends ! Oh, God, please don ' t ! " 

Dr. Jarre t t ' s ugly face was set into a 
twisted mask from which he had excluded 
all pity. Joseph said between his tee th : 
"Get back into the room, all of you, or 
I'll start shooting." 

I was halfway down the stairs when I 
shot at Joseph. H e spun in a half turn, 
cursed harshly and swung his revolver 
toward me. The bellowing of both our 
guns filled the house. I kept thumbing 
the hammer back and pulling the trigger 
several times a f te r the gun was empty. 

" J a y ! Oh, God, J a y ! " I heard Carla 's 
voice. Behind me Elsie was crying: "Stop 
it, you fools! W e all share the same 
danger !" 

I was rather surprised to find that I 
hadn't been bit. Joseph lay motionless in 
the foyer. And I saw Dr . Jar re t t bringing 
up his gun slowly. His tiny blood-shot 
eyes bulged ; his upper lip was drawn back 
over his teeth. 

My legs wobbled under me. My own 
revolver was empty. Dr . Jar re t t would kill 
me and then he would hand the women 
over to the monsters. 

H e didn't shoot. I saw his gun swing 
away from me, saw the terror that leaped 
into his eyes before I realized what the 
hellish cries meant which had suddenly 
become an overtone to the screams of the 
women. The animal howls grew louder, 
were all around the house. Feet pounded 
on the porch and in the corridor of the 
wing. The monsters were coming from 
both sides! 

" J a y ! " 
Carla's anguished voice separated itself 

from the din, became a thing apart . I 
flew down the stairs moaning her name. 
If I had had another bullet in my gun, I 
would have put it into her heart. I t would 
be an easier, a cleaner way to die. 

T W A S at the bottom step when the first 
of the monsters plunged into the foyer. 

Dr. Jar re t t snapped a quick shot at the 
creature and it stopped abruptly. It had 
come in on all four limbs. I ts browless 
eyes, the size of saucers, glazed and it 
swayed. A second monster charged in, 
knocking the dying creature flat on its 
face. As I sprang toward Carla, I saw 
a third one scurrying in f rom the corridor 
door. Dr . Jarret t ' s gun kept barking. 

I could think of nothing but to get 
to Carla. "Jav!" I heard again and her 
clear face leaped up before me. One hand 
touched her arm, the other started to 
slide around her shoulder—then some-
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thing like a battering ram knocked me 
away. 

I twisted, lashing out wildly, desperate-
ly. My fist sank into flabby flesh. "Car-
la !" I sobbed and kept fighting. I didn't 
know what I was fighting, a mist clouded 
my eyes; but I kept swinging with the 
frenzy of one who knows that he is 
doomed. The mingled screams and howls 
were terrific. Monstrous bodies pressed 
around me. Every drive of my fists struck 
flesh. But it was hopeless. There was 
no end to the on-passing bodies. My arms 
turned to lead. I felt myself slammed 
against the wall and my legs gave way. 

Tremendous arms picked me up, hurled 
me down. I had a sensation of falling for 
a long time—falling, falling. . . . 

My first thought when I recovered con-
sciousness was that I was on a boat which 
was rocking violently. I grinned. I had 
fallen asleep on the motor launch, I told 
myself, and now it was storming. The 
island and Dr. Jar re t t and the monsters 
had all been a bad dream. I would open 
my eyes and Carla would be nearby. 

I opened my eyes. A vacuum formed 
inside of me. I was in the big living room 
of Dr. Jarre t t ' s house. And I was look-
ing up into the beautiful face of the she-
monster, Cassie. 

She was carrying me. She placed me 
gently down on a couch and then she slid 
her six-foot length up on the couch beside 
me. She writhed against me, purr ing 
like a contented cat. 

I lay motionless. The house was quiet, 
but far off I heard a rumble of sound, 
the distant collective voice of the mon-
sters and of those of the girls who were 
still left alive. 

Cassie had no doubt saved my life. 
Af ter she had recovered consciousness in 
the corridor she must have slipped into 
the woods and rounded up the other mon-
sters and led them in the raid on the 
house. Forgett ing the blow I had struck 
her or holding no enmity against me, she 

must have saved me f rom death and had 
remained here with me while the other 
monsters had taken the girls into the 
woods. 

I felt no grati tude toward her. Carla 
was dead by now or would soon be. I 
would have preferred not to have recov-
ered. In spite of her superb beauty, the 
touch of her scantily clad body against 
mine made my skin crawl. She was the 
creature who had ripped Miss Zelda's 
throat out. She was a soulless, merciless 
beast. And the fact that she evidently 
loved me filled me only with horror. 

I brought my hands up under her. She 
smiled and moaned with pleasure as my 
hands inadvertently brushed over her 
breasts. My fingers caressed her smooth 
throat—then tightened. . . . 

T T E R green eyes opened wide with 
surprise. For moments she did not 

understand, and then she was fighting for 
her life. I heaved upward and we rolled 
off the couch, myself on top. She was 
remarkably strong. She writhed under 
me, kicking up with her legs, clawing my 
face to ribbons with sharp fingernails. 

Relentlessly I hung on. W a r m blood 
rushed down my torn face, but I felt no 
pain. Little by little her resistance weak-
ened. Presently she lay still. For a 
minute or two more my fingers ctung 
about her throat. Then groggily I stood 
up and looked down at her motionless 
form. 

A pang of regret gripped my heart. 
She looked all woman as she lay there 
dead, the acme of feminine beauty. And 
in her insane, monster fashion she had 
loved me. . . . Then I recalled the thing 
that she had been and I could not be 
sorry that I had rid the world of her. 

Dr . Jarre t t ' s big body lay in the open 
doorway to the foyer. His massive head 
lay at a queer angle f rom his shoulders. 
His neck had been broken. Nearby lay 
two monsters whom he had shot before 
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the others had reached him. Between them 
was the body of Joseph whom I had 
killed. And at the bottom of the stairway 
was a mutilated pulp—all that was left of 
Elsie. 

I stood surveying this charnel scene 
without emotion. I think that by that time 
I was incapable of emotion. In a kind 
of detached way, as if I were following out 
orders, I set about looking for the revolver 
I had dropped during the fight with the 
monsters. When I found it, I went up 
the stairs to the bedroom where I had 
spoken to Elsie. The box of cartridges 
was still on the windowsill. I loaded the 
revolver and poured the rest of the car-
tridges into my pants pocket. 

Through the open window I saw the 
full moon, now turned white, sailing high 
in the sky. And then, directly overhead, 
a motor roared, and f rom behind the 
house an airplane swooped. 

Breathlessly I watched it disappear. 
I waited there at the window. It did not 
return. T h e drone of the motor had 
drowned out my shouts, had drowned out 
the other cries. I knew that the hydro-
plane was looking for us. When the launch 
had not returned after the storm, a wide 
hunt, which must be going on this minute, 
had been instituted. 

I recalled having seen a five gallon can 
of kerosene in the kitchen pantry while 
searching for a weapon. I found the can, 
snatched up a handful of matches, and 
methodically I set to work. In a few 
minutes I had started fires in half a 
dozen parts of the house. I opened every 
window wide. A strong wind was blow-
ing. In spite of the storm that afternoon, 
a month of dry weather had made the 
vegetation into excellent tinder. The fire 
would sweep the island. 

It might serve as a signal for the 
searching parties, but it was too late for 
that now. Primarily, the fire woud be a 
deadly instrument of vengeance, for noth-
ing would escape its withering blast. 

CHAPTER SIX 

The Purging Fire 

"W7"HEN I reached the edge of the clear-
^ ing, I glanced back at the house. 

The interior seemed ablaze with lights, 
and as I watched, a tongue of flame shot 
out of a window and licked the siding. 

I didn't bother looking for a path. 
Plunging into the underbrush, I kept 
going in the direction f rom which the 
cries were coming. Thorns ripped my 
clothes, slashed my skin. 

A girl 's insane voice keened out in front 
of me. Carla's voice ? Impossible to tell, 
but it might be, and hope gushed back. 

Suddenly the vegetation ended and I 
found myself on the shore. A girl was 
running into the sea, the water already 
up to her hips—and two monsters were 
pursuing her. F rom the squat scaly 
body of one something like a tentacle 
snaked out. T h e girl threw herself face 
forward in the water and vanished. Then 
the monster also went under the water. 

I was about to snap a shot at the second 
monster when the first came up with the 
girl 's struggling body in its tentacles. I 
couldn't shoot now for fear of hitting 
the girl. I was running and was now knee-
deep in water. T h e second monster saw 
me, shrieked thinly, and flew at me. I ts 
movement took it out of line with the 
girl and I squeezed the trigger of the 
gun. The creature's voice was cut off 
abruptly and the rod-like body fell for-
ward with a splash. 

T h e other monster wasn't more than 
five feet away now. The girl 's nearly 
nude, squirming body was held in f ront 
of its hideous form. Cursing, I tried to 
step around for a shot. The monster 
lifted the girl high over its head and 
hurled her at me. I hadn' t time to step 
aside. The girl 's torso struck me square-
ly in the chest and I stumbled backward 
for a couple of steps and went down. 
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A face contorted with unbearable hor-
ror was inches f rom my own. It was 
Melantha Mann, Carla's cousin. 

"Jay !" she moaned. "Thank heaven you 
came." 

Save for wisps of torn shorts which 
hung on her only by a miracle, her clothes 
had been ripped off her. 

" W h e r e are the others?" I asked. 
"Car la?" 

" I don't know," she wailed. " P r a y God 
that they are already dead. I tried to 
drown myself, but they wouldn't let me. 
They wanted to . . . " She started to shud-
der violently. 

T h e monster had fled. I inspected my 
revolver. Fortunately I had fallen on dry 
land and the gun was unharmed. I was no 
longer thinking of vengeance. Melantha 
was still alive, so perhaps it was not yet 
too late to save Carla and the others. I 
could still hear what sounded like 
screaming. 

I said: "Walk along the shore until 
you come to the launch. Get in it and 
wait ." 

Melantha jumped to her feet and 
clutched at my arm. "Don' t leave me 
alone! Please!" 

" I 'm going after the rest of the mon-
sters. They might get you again." 

"I ' l l go with you," she insisted wildly. 
"You have a gun. If worst comes to 
worst, you can kill me." 

Without a word I started along the 
shore. She scampered after me, a crazy 
whimper trickling from her lips. The wind 
was reaching gale proportions. Grimly I 
told myself that nature which had brought 
us to this hell, was now on the side of 
vengeance. Above the trees we could 
see the leaping flames of the burning 
house. In almost no time the entire 
island would be ablaze. 

r F , H E screams were bursting against our 
eardrums now. I felt the slowness 

of our progress would drive me mad. And 

then, when finally we burst upon the 
nightmare scene, I was certain that I had 
indeed gone mad. For in spite of the 
horrors I had experienced on that island, 
I could not convince myself that what my 
eyes saw could conceivably be real. 

W e stood on the edge of an enormous 
flat rock. On the rock itself were the 
monsters and the girls. Not two hundred 
feet away the woods were on fire, and the 
roaring of the oncoming flames and the 
yellow flickering fire made the scene look 
truly like a part of hell. 

I have described how the monsters had 
tossed Rose Foster about the way mali-
cious children toss a sawdust doll. 

Well, it was something like that now, 
only worse. 

Miss Desma, her clothes ripped from 
her, one of her legs broken, was trying 
frantically to crawl away f rom two mon-
sters who pranced and giggled on either 
side of her and kept jabbing pointed 
branches into her delicate flesh. A thing 
like a giant slug which used all four limbs 
like hands was tearing Marie Foster apart 
as I have seen boys do to a fly. She was 
dead, I saw, and her blood spattered the 
thing's body. W a n d a Rimstad was in 
the center of a circle of monsters who 
were pelting her with stones. She 
crouched, her head buried in her arms, her 
bruised body quivering, a hollow, endless 
scream quivering f rom her throat, yet 
making no attempt to avoid the missiles. 
And Carla— 

She was at the fur ther end of the rock 
—in the arms of the huge ape-like creature 
with a single eye. H e was the most nearly 
human, the most definitely male of them 
all, and so her fate would be even more 
horrible than that of the others. H e had 
ripped her clothes f rom her, and as I 
watched he crushed her quivering lovely 
body against his hairy chest. 

I t wasn't, I think, more than a few 
seconds before I started moving forward 
with my revolver belching death. I was 
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remarkably calm, as if I had lost the 
ability to feel violent emotion. 

The monsters came at me. Some never 
reached me. Then my gun was empty 
and I was fighting, squirming, retreating 
back into the woods. I sank under a 
bush, reloaded, then emerged again on 
the rock, shooting. T h e monsters had 
enough intelligence to fear my deadly 
weapon. They fled. 

The creature who had Carla was the 
last to flee, but when he saw me going 
for him, he turned with a bellow of fear 
and plunged in the direction of the fire. I 
could have shot him in the back, but I was 
afraid that the slug might go through his 
body and strike Carla. As I raced after 
him, I could hear Carla shrieking my 
name. 

The fire turned him back toward me. 
H e tried to cut off at an angle, but the fire 
was closing in on three sides. Through 
the undergrowth I saw him hesitate at the 
very edge of the blaze and glance back 
at me. The heat was terrific. Wi th a bel-
low of rage he dropped Carla and charged 
at me. I waited until he was almost on 
me before I shot. I had to put three slugs 
into him before he was dead. 

W h e n I reached Carla, we clung to each 
other as if we wanted to fuse our bodies. 
I lifted her in my arms and carried her 
back to the rock. The women were hud-
dled together. Marie was dead. Miss 
Desma had a broken leg and bled f rom a 

score of wounds. W a n d a Rimstad had 
hardly the strength to get to her feet. I 
placed Carla on her feet, swung Miss 
Desma over one shoulder, and with Carla 
and Melantha supporting Wanda on either 
side we started to make our way toward 
the water. 

Tha t tr ip was like a bad dream. W e 
sensed rather than saw the monsters who 
still remained alive lurking all around us, 
following us. Now and then we heard the 
grunts and mewlings above the roar of 
the fire or of a heavy body moving 
through the underbrush. If they all 
charged us at once, they would overwhelm 
me. When we reached the water, we 
breathed more easily. W e went along the 
narrow beach until at long last we came 
to the launch. Carla and Melantha 
helped me push it off the shore and then 
I paddled it a couple of hundred feet out. 
Af ter that we just sat, watching the fire. 

Af ter an hour or so the fire reached 
the shore and I had to paddle out fur ther 
to avoid the heat. Once we heard a 
howl of agony rise in the heart of the fire 
which made us turn pale. Another time 
we saw something, which at that distance 
looked very much like a man, leap into 
the water and swim. For a long time 
it kept on swimming and finally disap-
peared. 

By morning nothing would be left alive 
on the island. That was for the best. 
Fire, the great purifier. . . , 

THE END 
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DEATH LIVES IN MY LIPS! 
By M RAY CUMMINGS 

Like any normal woman, I wanted 
to love and be loved; to feel the 
sharp ecstasy of a man's hungry 
lips pressed against mine. But I was 
forced to live apart from the joys 
of the world; for the curse of the 
Prahars was in my blood — and 
death for the man who dared to 
love me lay in the touch of my lips! 

I W I L L tell my story as it happened, 
and try to tell it calmly, though even 
now as I set it down I am shuddering 

with its hideous memory. My name is 
Manya Corot. My father, who died when 
I was three, was of French descent. My 
mother was an Austrian-American. I re-
alize now that we had never been like 
other families ; some intangible foreboding 
seemed always to be hanging over us. 
Though we lived quietly in the small su-
burban village, we had plenty of money. 
My father had died rich, I understood; 
5 4 

and mother's fortune was in charge of a 
Mr. Freeman, at a bank in nearby New 
York City. 

My mother died when I was twelve, 
but my memory of her is more vivid than 
of many who have been close to me since. 
She was tall and dark and slim, with a 
certain strange exotic beauty which al-
ways seemed to me to have a strange, un-
human fascination. At twelve I felt that 
every man who looked at mother must 
madly love her. I think perhaps I was not 
too wrong in that. Many men friends 
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were often at our house—Robert Free-
man, the banker ; our family physician, 
Dr. F rank MacArthur , and many others. 
Those others now were dead. 

At twelve I had developed amazingly 
to be a youthful replica of mother. I re-
call her staring at me during her last 
tragic illness. And she had murmured, 
"Oh, Manya—you will be so beautiful— 
like I was. . ." 

There was tragedy in her eyes. I think 
it was then that horror first stabbed at me, 
for she added, "You, too, are cursed. Your 
kisses—they'll mean death to the man 
you kiss. The curse is on us. T h e curse 
of the Prahars—and I dared to laugh 
when he said it would hound me and mine. 
But it has . . . and now I must answer 
for what I 've done." 

My mother died that next day. What 
she had done, I never knew. But I heard 
vague whispers of infidelity, disloyalty, in-
numerable lovers. . . . H e r last words 
burned always in my youthful mind. Sub-
consciously, I grew afraid to let anyone 
kiss me. I became nervous; neurotic. I 
was living with a governess and two maids 
in the same suburban house. I hated peo-
ple. I spent my time in the hollow behind 
the grounds, down by a sullen stream with 
evil-smelling dead leaves and soggy, 
marshy banks. And I brooded continual-

l y -

Robert Freeman, the banker who had 
charge of my money, often came to see 
me. Dr. Frank MacAr thur—a big blond 
handsome man of about fort)' now—was 
still my physician. Outwardly, things 
hadn' t changed for me. 

Dr. MacArthur was really worried 
over my health, that year when I was 
sixteen. "Child, you must tell me what 
you're brooding about," he urged me once. 
H e gently held my hand, with his keen 
physician's eyes searching me. 

"Nothing at all," I murmured sullenly. 
"There ' s nothing the matter with me, Dr . 
MacAr thur . " 

T T O W could I tell him of that stalking, 
ever-present fear? T h e fear of be-

coming a murderess! I might have told 
him of my mother 's words—that a kiss 
from me was death; told him that always 
there was the urge of normal sex within 
me, so that it seemed I was a battleground. 
But I couldn't tell him. 

Dr. MacArthur yielded at last ; but he 
came with weekly visits to check 011 my 
health. And always his handsome face was 
g rave ; his gentle eyes searching me. I 
thought on these visits that as he gazed at 
me, he saw again the haunting, haunted 
beauty of my dear mother. 

I was seventeen when I met T o m 
Thorp . He was eighteen—an unusually 
handsome, brown-haired fellow. I knew 
nothing of his family; he was visiting a 
friend in the village. Against my brood-
ing fear, built up throughout these years, 
I felt a sickening weakening of my re-
solves—all that was normal in my highly 
passionate nature impelling me to light 
the fires of passion in him—fires which 
were ready for the kindling, as I saw, 
beneath the surface. By every artifice, 
that late afternoon as we walked through 
the snowy woods beside a half-frozen 
stream, I used my darkly slumbrous, ex-
otic beauty—beauty of face and body—to 
arouse him. And when, in a sudden sweep 
he had me in his arms, and his kisses 
burned and throbbed against my eager 
lips, every instinct within me rose half-
fearfully yet eagerly to meet his flaming 
passion. 

W e said nothing of love. H e tried, but 
I repulsed him. The fever of the moment 
was spent, chilled with the deepening, 
darkening silhouettes about us. And a 
terrible, terrorizing question was mount-
ing within me. It was dim and dis tant ; 
but I heard its voice and a mortal fear 
was stunning me at what it portended. 
I t was possible, it might be positive, that 
at this instant, with this man's kisses still 
upon my lips, that I was his murderess! 
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Dear God, my mother had warned me! 
Wha t justification, if it were true, could 
I find? 

There were shadows crowding us as we 
went up the narrow path. They seemed to 
leer at me. Trees were swaying, mocking; 
the wind whistling softly through the trees 
was whispering to me that soon this man 
would die. 

And then, the next day, there was a 
note f rom his friend saying that Tom was 
in the hospital with pneumonia. I went 
down to the stream, torn with anguish and 
reproach. Yet my common sense asserted 
itself. There was nothing of a curse in 
this. Pneumonia was a most prosaic dis-
ease ; it had nothing to do with this strange 
mystic horror which engulfed me. T o m 
was no par t of i t ; my mother had been 
unfaithful, broken faith with a man named 
Prahar , and he had cursed her. W h a t had 
that to do with me? 

I went at last to the hospital. T o m was 
dying; they had him in an oxygen tent. 
I reached the door, but I could not bring 
myself to go in. I was afraid he might 
read in my eyes the thoughts I was think-
ing. 

H o w I knew when he died, I do not 
know. Yet before the nurse came out 
with the grey-haired doctor, I knew. For 
an instant the door to his room was a jar . 
Although I was at an angle and could not 
see her, I heard a woman weeping. It was 
his mother. I could hear her babbling over 
him. Then I stiffened, my heart pounding 
and my head reeling, for her words were 
shrill and distinct: 

"Damn her ! Damn that Manya Corot. 
She killed you—my poor boy. She killed 
you just as surely as her mother killed 
Prahar . H e cursed her as he stood before 
her and drove the knife through his heart 
—cursed her for her infidelity. Cursed her 
and all her spawn. They're rotten, the 
Corot women; cursed, and their love leads 
only to death—death! Oh my poor boy— 
she's killed you. . . . " 

" D L U R R E D and numbed, shuddering 
with horror , I fled f rom the hospital. 

And all that night, in bed at home I lay 
trembling, dank with cold sweat. W a s I a 
murderess? Cursed by some dead nec-
romancer ? I vowed, that night, that never 
again would I let a man kiss me. There 
would be no dreams of love and passion— 
all that my pulsing nature craved must be 
subdued forever. 

Again I made myself a brooding hermit. 
I felt that even the servants were watch-
ing me—whispering about the curse that 
was on me ; whispering that I was a mur -
deress. I got a new maid—a middle-aged 
woman named Mary Peters. I grew to 
like her, and I discharged the others, liv-
ing alone with Peters. 

But I couldn't keep up the isolation. 
There were times when I told myself that 
surely the tragedy which followed my 
passionate outburst was a mere coinci-
dence. H o w could death be transmitted 
by a kiss ? I was a girl of America of the 
Twentieth Century—how could I believe 
in a curse that belonged to the dark ages ? 

Then I met John Wallace and Alan 
Carter. Perhaps Robert Freeman, my 
guardian f rom the bank in New York, 
or Dr. MacArthur , arranged that I would 
meet the two young men. Dr. MacAr thur 
always was frankly working to overcome 
my neuroticism—always urging me not 
to remain alone. 

Once, impulsively, I had told Dr . Mac-
Ar thur of my obsession; and as I saw his 
eyes open with astonishment and heard his 
ejaculation of relief, it seemed all my ter-
ror was lifted and forever gone. 

" W h y Manya—arc you still thinking of 
what that Thorp woman said in the hos-
pital ? I heard of it, of course. But child 
—that 's idiotic. . ." 

I promised him then that I would never 
think of it again. 

"Jus t be like other girls, Manya," he 
told me. " N o reason why you shouldn't ." 

No reason. H o w happy I was, then. 
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Alan Carter was a handsome young fel-
low in his early twenties; slim, graceful, 
with a mop of longish wavy black hair. 
His father was an art photographer in 
New York. Alan himself was somewhat 
of a camera fiend. I grew to like him very 
much. 

But it was big rugged John Wallace— 
just a hardware salesman, tall and lean 
and rugged like Lincoln—whom sudden-
ly I realized I loved. I t didn't frighten 
me—that sudden realization. T h e past, 
after these months seemed to have re-
ceeded like memory of an unhappy dream, 
so that, almost for the first time in my 
life, I was realty happy. 

Being swept along—into what ? I never 
thought of it. I could think only of my 
dreams of John Wallace; his big strong 
arms around me, his lips murmur ing that 
he loved me. H e would tell me it soon— 
I had seen it in his eyes; seen his growing 
love for me. 

Alan Carter 's father died that au tumn; 
and Alan took over his father 's studio. 
And one evening he invited me to his 
home—which wasn't far from mine—ask-
ing if he couldn't take some informal flash-
lights of me. I accepted. God knows I had 
no premonition of what was going to hap-
pen. Our friendship, to me, had seemed 
wholly platonic. 

I posed for him in the drapes which he 
had brought from his studio in New 
York. The posing thrilled me. I was 
beautiful—my body voluptuous, fully ma-
tured now; and my face had that strange 
beauty inherited f rom my mother. Dis-
playing my beauty gave me pleasure, 
though I was thinking, not of Alan Carter, 
but of John Wallace whom I loved. 

Alan was quiet, with a solemn tense-
ness as he posed me and made his pic-
tures, impersonally in the fashion his 
father would have used with a professional 
model. Then suddenly he seized me, drew 
me to the couch. 

"Manya ," he said, "there 's something 

strange about you." H i s breath seemed 
choking him. "You ' re just a—woman of 
ice. And I think if I kissed you. . ." 

I had no chance to avoid h im; his lips 
smothered my protests. 

"Manya dar l ing—" 
"Alan—stop!" I gasped. 
But he would not listen. "Manya—you 

glorious woman. . ." 
I tried to force myself to halt his 

advances, yet a wild answering passion 
which I was unable to stem seemed to 
be gripping me. W h e r e was my love for 
J o h n ? This was not love, but it was a 
disloyalty to the man I loved. 

A disloyalty. A curse. Yet it was a 
surging passion which would not be de-
nied. Then the monster suddenly took 
shape again—the monster of my terror , 
leering at me. W a s it Tom Thorp ' s dead 
face, like a hovering shadow over in the 
corner, reminding me of his body—his 
body which lay rotting in its grave because 
we had kissed? 

"Alan," I heard myself protesting, "you 
must listen—" 

W a s it too late ? W h a t difference now, 
if it were? T h e ecstasy of the moment, 
those pent-up emotions struggling to re-
lease themselves, were out of hand. But 
I loved John—and suddenly I called his 
name: 

"John—help m e ! For God's sake, 
J o h n - " 

\ N D as though it were a miracle, sud-
denly I saw John standing in the 

doorway! Or could it be John, with that 
teeming hate pouring f rom his eyes as 
he took a menacing step toward Alan? 
Dear God—not murder . I might be a 
murderess—twice a murderess ; but the 
man I loved must not be a murderer! 

How I gathered my wits and flung 
my torn drapes around me so quickly, 
I do not know. But in an instant I was 
at John 's side, springing between him and 
Alan. 
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"Take me home, John. Please take me 
home," I cried hysterically. 

My need seemed to bring him out of 
his wrath. " M y poor little girl," he said. 
H e saw my coat on a chair ; my shoes, 
stockings and skirt on the hassock. "Here , 
I'll help you—" H e seemed to have for-
gotten Alan for the instant. And Alan 
remained on the couch, numbed, his eyes 
upon me, defiant and bewildered. John 
hurled him one last look as he edged me 
toward the doorr-

Alan just sat watching us. As the door 
closed behind us, I thought I heard a 
heart-breaking sob burst f r om him. 

I do not remember the taxi ride home, 
save that John 's dear a rm was about me 
and he murmured words of consolation 
and love. H e had been to my home; my 
maid had told him where I was, so he 
had gone to Alan's. I hardly heard his 
explanation. Alan was paramount in my 
mind. H e had dared to love me! H e had 
dared to caress and kiss me! W h a t price 
would he pay? 

With in my cozy den, the evening's 
episode seemed almost a nightmare. John 
was so real, so solicitous. All the tender-
ness in my nature suddenly asserted itself 
as he knelt down, put a match to the wood 
and kindling that was laid in the fireplace. 
Then he rang for Peters, at my request. 
I ordered her to bring us coffee and sand-
wiches. John sat beside me, warming my 
hands between his. Would he tell me to-
night that he loved me? I was trembling 
inside, afraid of those lurking shadows, 
yet longing to belong to him. Then sud-
denly it came. Without preface; forceful 
and direct. Tha t was John 's way. 

"Manya ," he said abruptly. " I guess 
you know I love you." His hand went 
gently to my arm, with his eyes searching 
my face. 

"John. . . " I had no thought of coquetry 
as I swayed against him—no thought of 
anything save to tell him that I loved him, 
and to feel his arms around me. 

"You do love me," he murmured. 
" Y e s ! " It burst f rom me. And then he 

was holding me, with his dear a rms 
around me, his lips coming toward m i n e . . . 

My telephone rang. John 's arms loos-
ened. 

"I ' l l answer it," I said. I got up and 
went to the little taboret across the room, 
lifted the receiver. 

"Manya—this is Mr . Wallace—Alan's 
uncle. . ." 

My heart leaped. Alan's uncle? His 
voice was urgent with emotion. H e had 
just returned from New York. Numbly 
I listened, with the room blurring around 
me. Alan was dead ! H i s uncle had come 
in and found him. Dead—of poison, the 
doctor said. A suicide! 

"Manya, what is i t?" John asked. 
The room swayed and blurred around 

me. I think I was hysterically, wildly 
laughing. . . , Alan was dead! H e had 
committed suicide. Another who had 
kissed me and died! 

And here was the man I loved coming 
toward me. H e too would kiss me. . . . 

"Get out of here!" I heard myself 
gasping. " I — I never want to see you 
again! I hate you!" 

" W h y , Manya, dear—why, good 
L o r d — " 

l i e tried to seize me, but I shoved him 
away, 

" I lied to you ! I don't love you! I t 
was Alan Carter I loved, and now he's 
dead—" 

Peters stood in the doorway. "You 'd 
better go," she said to John. 

"Yes, go !" I screamed. " I hate you— 
get out of here! I never want to see you 
again!" 

Poor dear John. Like a big, baffled 
animal he stood confused, gazing help-
lessly from Peters to me as he winced 
under my lashing tongue. 

" M a n y a — " 
"You fool! Don' t you know when 

you're being put out? I don't love you. 
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I love Alan Carter and he—he's dead!" 
Peters shoved at him as I sank into a 

chair, sobbing. Then he was gone. 
Peters and I packed all that night, and 

soon after dawn we fled from the village. 

fTVHE house that Dr . MacArthur found 
for Peters and me was a little fur-

nished bungalow, set with its back to the 
brink of a gully, a path of woods around 
it, and a little side-road winding past. I t 
was a mile from an up-state village. 

I t was secluded enough ; but how could 
I run away from a thing like this when 
the horror of it burned into my brain, and 
all my tortured thoughts, my dreams at 
night, held nothing but the pathetic, tragic 
memory of Alan Carter 's face, and my 
conjured vision of how he must have 
looked, dying in convulsions ? 

And how shall I describe my despair-
ing conviction that never again would I 
see John Wallace. I loved him now more 
than anything in the world. But stronger 
than that love was the terror of surren-
der to him. Love and marriage, I would 
never have them because I was cursed. 

The first two days I lived in a night-
mare, fearing that I might weaken and 
send for J o h n ; by night I lay drenched in 
sweat, filled with the ghastly horror that 
I might cast aside all restraint and claim 
the love I knew he felt for me. . . . Then 
the shadows were closing in on me again 
—grim shadows with leering, lurking 
menace; accusing shadows of Alan and 
Tom Thor-p who were dead—whose blood 
I had congealed f rom the white heat of 
passion into the festering of the grave. 

That third night I stood at my window. 
There was only blackness outside. Black-
ness and strange sounds of the lonely 
night. A premonition of ghastly horror 
was upon me. Once I thought I would 
rush to the phone and call John to come 
and save me. Save me f rom what ? I did 
not know. There was a chill dankness in 
the air, but my fevered face welcomed it. 

My brain was on fire. My body was on 
fire; throbbing—longing for John. And 
that fierce grisly terror persisted, rising 
up like a great monster, ready to spring 
and devour me. 

Peters came into the room almost 
soundlessly. She spoke to me, but I hard-
ly heard the words. That voice of Peters 
—there had always been something vague-
ly, queerly reminiscent about it. As though 
in some former incarnation I might have 
known her—as a friend, or an enemy? 
And the timbre of her voice stirred me 
tonight—stirred me so that I trembled. 

"Wha t—wha t 4s it, Peters ?" 
"Your supper, Miss Manya." She 

placed a tray with food and my usual 
sedative beside my bed. I ignored the 
food, but took the sedative because I knew 
that I must sleep or I would die of this 
torture. Then when she was gone I 
switched out my light, stripped off my 
clothes almost in a frenzy and went back 
to the window, feeling the air strike my 
nude body with a cold, chilling hand. 

I do not know how long I stood there. 
Finally, in exhaustion, I went to bed 
and lay uncovered, with my throbbing 
body nude. Then, at last, I must have 
drifted to sleep, and I thought I was 
dreaming. I felt arms about me, protect-
ing and loving. I struggled to get away. 

Gradually my senses were re turn ing; I 
was regaining consciousness. Vaguely I 
felt the arms tightening about me ; and 
now a voice was murmur ing to me. 

It was John 's voice! 

A T E R R I B L E lethargy was upon me. 
I wanted to cry out—to tell him not 

to kiss me, not to caress me, because 
if he did it would mean death to him. But 
I could not arouse myself. And then I 
heard his words : 

"Manya—litt le Manya—" 
T h e moonlight—I could see now its 

silver sheen as it struck in through my 
bedroom window and upon his face. I t 
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made him look ghostlike, sitting there. . . . 
"Manya, why did .you run away? Dr. 

MacArthur was so good—he told me 
where to find you." 

" John—you—you—" My hand held 
him off. I must get him out of here. 
Then dimly I remembered— 

"John ," I gasped, "You didn' t—didn' t 
kiss me just now, did you ?" 

"Kiss you?" H e leaned toward me, 
"Why, there's nothing wrong in that, is 
there ?" 

His face came down, but I wildly 
shoved at him. 

"John—my God—" 
At my wild look, my face, pallid in the 

moonlight with God knows what look of 
terror on it, he drew back. And suddenly 
his hand went up to his face. 

"Good L o r d — " he muttered. H e 
seemed for the second dazed. 

" J o h n — " Hor ro r choked me. Sentinels 
of death were crowding us. 

" I guess—I guess I don't feel very 
well, Manya," he murmured. H e tried to 
laugh. " H o w idiotic. What—what were 
you saying, darl ing?" H e sat on the bed, 
swaying. " I 'm afraid there's something 
the matter with me, Manya—" 

Dear God—the end . . . . 
I leaped up, with my disheveled hair 

streaming down on my shoulders and 
breasts. John had staggered from the 
bed; he was standing confused. 

"I 'm—sick," he muttered. Then he 
seemed to realize he was terr i fying me. 
"Oh, I 'm all r ight—just feel—queer. My 
head—and I 'm trembling." 

H i s outstretched hand was shaking as 
though palsied. Dear God, he was so 
pallid, his eyes wide with startled won-
derment and a growing terror. Forgetful 
of my nudity, I leaped f rom the bed, 
clung to him. 

"John—you don't realize—" I could 
only laugh wildly—laugh and sob and 
cling to him. "You ' re going to die, John. 
Oh my God, you're going to die and I 've 

killed you ! Murderess—that 's Manya 
Corot—murderess—" 

H e was gripping me now—staring at 
me—trying to collect his scattering 
thoughts. And his face so pale with the 
sweat pouring out on it. 

"Die, Manya?" 
H e staggered as he tried to clutch me. 

. . . T h e end. Oh, why would I stand 
here like this, with the man I loved 
dying before me? A doctor—we must 
phone a doctor. Or phone to a hospital 
—there was a hospital over at White Cap 
Mountain, ten miles away. 

I must have been babbling it. "Yes—a 
doctor—a hospital," he gasped. " I guess 
you're right, Manya." 

My telephone was out in the living 
room. Together, clinging to each other, 
we started for it. Then a low moan ab-
ruptly sounded in the dim and silent bun-
galow ! W e rounded a corner of the little 
hallway, stood frozen. Pe ters ! My maid 
lay here on the floor! Peters, in her black 
dress and the stab wound in her breast 
a crimson hor ror ! 

"Pe te r s ! " I gasped. "Oh, Pe te r s—" 
H e r agonized eyes focussed on me. 

"You—damn you," she faintly murmured . 
"Murderess! You killed my boy, Tommy 
—damn you—" 

Tom Thorp ' s mother! T h e woman of 
the hospital who had stridently cursed me 
for the death of her son! If only I had 
caught a glimpse of her that day in the 
hospital! 

" T " \ A M N you, Manya Corot," she was 
faintly gasping. " I had my venge-

ance, didn't I ? Drugging you—" She 
seemed to see the staggering John as he 
swayed, numbed, dazed, with me support-
ing him. "The man you love—" The dying 
woman tried to laugh, but it was only 
a ghastly gurgle of blood in her throat. 
"He ' l l die! You can't save him—he'll die 
f rom the accursed kiss you've given 
h im—" 
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She was dying. W h o had killed her? 
Had she committed suicide ? T h e ghastly 
sight of her blurred before me, as for that 
instant I clung to John. My head was 
whirling beyond rational thought. . . . A 
hospital—a doctor—John was dying—we 
must get help. . . . 

I realized that I was stumbling forward 
—nude, half maniac woman no doubt— 
holding the dazed, stricken man I loved 
—trying to get to the telephone to sum-
mon help— 

"Manya—where are we? I can't see 
much." 

God, how he was twitching now! Like 
Alan Car te r ! . . . H e collapsed into a 
chair. "You know the name—of a doc-
tor—near here?" he mumbled. " O r you 
better call the police. Tell them to send 
a doctor—or an ambulance—" 

I found the telephone. My teeth were 
chattering; my whole body bathed in 
sweat as I lifted the receiber. 

" P u t that back!" At the sound of the 
grim voice, I dropped the receiver back 
on its hook, stared numbly at a shapeless 
figure that rose up from the shadows be-
side me. "I'll be the one to call the police, 
Manya—the police, and a doctor and an 
ambulance which will be too late." 

Dr. F rank MacArthur ! The handsome 
physician stood here leering at me ; his 
hand at his side clutched a kni fe still 
dripping crimson! A changed Dr. Mac-
Ar thur f rom the man I had known so 
many years—his hair disheveled—his face 
contorted with the lust for killing mingled 
with his tr iumph. A madman? Hi s glit-
tering, leering eyes burned at me. But 
there was a shrewdness in them—a glit-
tering, calculated tr iumph—the tr iumph of 
a rational scheming villain with his pur-
pose at last accomplished. 

"That ' s better, Manya. I'll be the one 
to do the telephoning. Mary Peters is 
dead—or she will be in a minute." H e 
chuckled. "She did her work well; but I 
couldn't take a chance that she would 

always say the right thing when ques-
t ioned—" 

Like a panting maniac I must have 
been staring, with the room whirling 
around me—blurred, numbed so that I 
hardly heard the damnable villain's gloat-
ing, leering words. Then I saw him 
sweep a contemptuous glance at John— 
who was collapsed in his chair, twitching 
horribly now, staring with distended eyes 
that seemed to see nothing of the grisly 
scene around him. 

" H e ' s dying, Manya ." Again that fiend-
ish chuckle. Then his leering tr iumphant 
gaze swung back to me, roved my nude, 
shaking body. "God, you are beautiful, 
aren't you?" he muttered. " I never quite 
realized how beautiful. A mad, beauti-
ful murderess. W h a t you'll t ry to say 
won't make any difference, my dear. A 
madwoman. Mad with lust—murderess of 
Carter. And this fellow Wallace. A poi-
soner—a Borgia. They'll say you stabbed 
your poor maid." 

With his dripping, crimson knife at his 
side, he stood appraising my sweat-bathed 
body so pale in the moonlight. I may have 
screamed, but I can't remember. I was 
barely conscious of what I was doing— 
numbly staring at him, trying to scream 
with my choking throat so that it only 
made him laugh. 

"Get away from the telephone, Manya. 
I'll call them. You're going to a sana-
torium, my dear. My sanatorium, where 
I'll have to keep you locked up because 
you're a murderous maniac. Oh, it will 
be highly profitable for me—" 

T ^ R I P P I N G poison f rom her lips. . . . 
In all the chaos of my roaring brain, 

the words suddenly were etched as though 
with lines of fire. 

I was aware that at his leering gesture 
I had staggered to my feet, away from 
the telephone. Vaguely I saw that John 
was trying to climb from the chair— 

And suddenly raging, as though in truth 
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my mind were unhinged, I staggered for-
ward and flung myself upon MacArthur . 
The impact of my body caught him off 
balance. H e stumbled backward, with his 
arms around me as I fell upon him. 

" W h y — " he gasped. " W h y , Manya—" 
"Love m e ! " I panted. "Hold me close 

—you've made me a creature of desire— 
hold me close because I love you—" 

In that startled second, with my body 
close to him, my face against his, the 
instinct of his passion seized him. 

"Why—Manya . " In that second he was 
off his guard. 

And then my mouth found his—found 
his and clung, madly kissing him. . . . 
Lips that dripped poison—lusting with a 
mad kiss of death. 

Then I was aware that he was strug-
gling with terror. His face jerked away 
and his man's strength heaved me off so 
that I staggered to my feet. 

" I 've killed him, J o h n ! Look at him 
—I 've killed him with my kiss!" 

T h e dim moonlit room was a swaying 
phantasmagoria with John on his feet 
here beside me, clutching at me. And on 
the floor, the stricken MacArthur lay 
in a paroxysm. H e had tried to climb 
to his feet, but had fallen again. 

My raging, lustful kiss had been so 
very different f rom the gentle caress John 
had given me. John was still on his 
feet—but MacArthur was dying in a con-
vulsion. For a moment or two he strug-
gled. Then like an animal gasping its 
quivering last breath, his twitching mus-
cles stiffened. And then he was gone. . . . 

Vaguely I remember John swaying diz-
zily as he sat at the telephone. Then 
everything went black as my legs buckled 
and I fell in a little white heap in the 
moonlight at his feet. , . 

JO H N was only in the hospital a day or 
two. But I was there for months. 

And so was Pe te rs—Mary Thorp , her 
right name. She made a full confession 

before she died, f rom which most of the 
details of MacArthur ' s fiendish plot can 
be pieced together. T h e man was irra-
tional, of course. But he was a coldly 
scheming villain too. 

As a young physician he had attended 
my widowed mother when still I was a 
child. It is obvious that even then he was 
scheming to get her fortune. My mother 
was a tragic weak figure. A strong neu-
rotic strain had come from her Austrian 
forbears. She feared it—feared perhaps 
insanity for herself—or for me. As a 
child I was neurotic, nervous; and that 
terrified her. Always she had had great 
confidence in Dr . MacArthur . Dying, she 
had left her will with provisions that 
Freeman and his Board of Trustees were 
to tell me nothing that weuld frighten 
me ; that at twenty-one, or when for a 
year I had been happily married to a 
t rustworthy man, the money was to be 
turned over to me. And meanwhile, for 
Dr . MacArthur there was a fifteen thou-
sand a year fee as my physician—to guard 
my physical and mental health. H e of 
course prompted that will—his lavish 
yearly fee so that if I never married—if 
I should be declared mentally incompe-
tent, Dr. MacArthur would care for me, 
trustee of my fortune . . . 

It was a stake indeed worth playing 
for. And so the scheming villain deter-
mined that I should never marry—that 
in the end I should be committed, men-
tally incompetent, into his care for life. 
Tom Thorp ' s mother was a nurse ; Ma t -
Ar thur was a doctor. They m e t ; she 
became his mistress and, hating me, was 
easily persuaded to become his willing 
tool in the diabolic plot against me. 

W e think, too, that he had a reason 
for wanting Alan Carter dead. He had 
contrived that young Carter meet me— 
for my own good, I had thought! But 
now it transpires that MacArthur was 
connected with the photographic business 
of Alan's father. H e had embezzled some 



DEATH LIVES IN MY LIPS! 63 

of its funds. Alan, after his father 's death, 
with the alertness of youth, was investi-
gating. MacArthur quite evidently real-
ized the danger—and so poor Alan, 
through me, met his death. . . . John 
Wallace had found me in my seclusion. 
That was not a coincidence. MacArthur 
had contrived to let him know where per-
haps I might be found—and MacArthur 
had followed him up to me for the climax 
of his weird and gruesome villainy. 

During my months at the hospital, there 
were many nurses and doctors—and once 
or twice, the police—who tried to explain 
to me the medical details of what had 
been done to me. Shuddering details of 
strange alkaloidal compounds with weird 
lethal names . . . Cyanides in compound; 
cuarite—other deadly drugs. . . . 

To me, just grisly words. I only knew 
that for months my poor body was 
wracked with the tortures of the damned 
as the harrassed physicians experimented 
upon me to find the nature of the drug 
with which my system was loaded—to 
give it to me in lessening doses until at 
last I was free of it. 

The reverse of what MacArthur and my 
maid had done to me all those ghastly 
months and years. Mary Tho rp had also 
given me aphrodisiacs, the reason for that 
ghastly torturing desire which ahvays had 
been upon me. And she had fed me, in 
tiny but increasing doses, upon the deadly 
drug so that at last what would instantly 
kill a dozen men, my system absorbed. 

Typhoid Annie. . . . One of the grim 
young doctors at the hospital mentioned 
her. . . There were, he said, many known 
precedents of my condition. Dispenser of 
death. . . The very moisture of my lips 
—my salivary glands. . . . 

I can only shudder as I set it down; I 
have no heart to detail it. . . . Grim and 
ghastly horror, so rational. . . There 
was even a police precedent—a "poison 
kiss" murder famous a few years ago— 
the transference of death in a kiss! 

John and I are happily married now. 
W e try not to think of the horrible past. 
But often—though not for all the world 
would I mention it—that curse of the 
necromancer, Prahar , recurs to me. And 
I wonder if MacArthur himself might 
have been merely the worldly tool of the 
malevolent dead mystic—just the instru-
ment to help with the fulfillment of the 
curse. Wi th MacArthur dead, will the 
leering venomous spirit of P rahar find 
some other way? 

I am free of all taint of the drug, of 
course. But sometimes, in the darkness 
of our bedroom as I lie beside John, it 
seems that over me there is a leering hor-
rible presence. And when John kisses 
me—when my own wifely love and pas-
sion thrill me into response—often I am 
shuddering with horror. I wonder if some 
time when I have fallen asleep, surfeited 
by the passion of our kisses, I will awaken 
to find John dying in a ghastly convulsion 
beside me! 



H o t i s e o f t h e M u m m y M e n 

Dr. Timothy Howard was not a cruel man. It pained him to have to 
inflict such agony on these lovely young girls—and all just because the 
world refused to recognize his genius. But his great plan was nearly 
complete: it only remained for Marjorie Welles to submit to being 

transformed into a hitman treasure chest! . . , 

C H A P T E R O N E 

Model of the Damned 

IT W A S a time of great happenings 
in the current world, but Dr. Timothy 
Howard, curator of the Municipal 

Museum of New York City, explorer and 
anthropologist, was only remotely inter-
ested in his own time and generation. At 
seven o'clock on a brisk Tuesday morn-
6 4 

ing, having breakfasted early, he worked 
intently on the last touches of his Cro-
Magnon life group. The artificially-lit 
basement laboratory of Dr. Howard 's 
house in Rockland County was already 
almost filled by similar life-like groups 
of ancient and prehistoric peoples. 

A west wind rose and died in the hills 
beyond Dr. Howard's house, and in the 
house itself, there was a sound of anguish 
more desolate than the wind. 
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"Hush . Please hush," Dr. Timothy 
Howard murmured to the dim female 
form suspended before him. She was 
strapped to a sort of iron cross, and twe 
bands of pulleys on either side of her, 
kept belts moving slowly in endless prog-
ress ; kept a constant, agonizing friction on 
her exposed skin. Machinery hummed in-
visibly and a slight, constant wailing 
came from the woman's whitish lips. 

Dr . Howard remembered a time, far 
back, when he had been able to address 
people without using that t imorous mur -
mur—but he could not remember any de-
tails about that time, or when it had 
ended. H e only knew that he had 
changed since then, and that everything 
else had changed. 

"Don ' t you understand ?" he continued, 
in a low, almost whining voice. "Only a 
matter of hours—most important ." H e 
had explained before to his specimens 
that they must co-operate, that they were 
essential to his well-being and success. 

A despairing sigh came from the white 
lips, as though the woman in the mummy-
like wrapping had given up all hope of 
mercy. The body jerked momentarily 
against its bonds—and then the endless 
belts, freed of all living restraint, began 
to move faster and faster. Wi th nervous 
but skillful fingers, Dr. Howard released 
the tension on the belts—and the body 
sagged heavily on the white-washed floor. 

Life had gone from the specimen, not 
in the insidious lingering fashion it should 
have gone, but in the old-fashioned way, 
forever, so that within five days, the wom-
an would be a decaying corpse. 

"Damn!" said Dr. Howard. Only a 
month now, to finish that West Wing 
exhibit in the museum—and the great-
est crisis of his career about to come up. 
H e could not foretell the exact time of 
the supreme test, but he knew it would 
be soon. For months, he had been work-
ing at fever-pace, preparing himself and 
now there was a snag at the eleventh hour. 

Almost, he felt, the genius which had 
guided him since his great inner change, 
was growing fallible. H e was not sane, 
and he knew it—for no man who lives 
wholly by inspiration can claim a reason 
of his own. H e knew he had been sane 
when he first discovered the process 
whereby the constant action of chemically 
treated belts could make human skin as 
tough and thick as tanned leather, so 
that it imprisoned the muscular life with-
in like a strait-jacket, and appeared as 
lifeless as a relic that had lain under-
ground through the ages. 

But he had not been sane since. , . . 
H e 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. I t 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. 

That genius had promised to lead him 
to fortune and independence, if he should 
obey its prompt ing; and he had done so. 
The means of Dr. Howard ' s liberation 
already awaited him in the Municipal 
Museum, once he had devised a means of 
using it. 

But if there were to be more snags like 
this one. . . 

Dr. Howard was trembling fussily when 
he slid under the wheel of his conserva-
tively-colored sedan, and nosed it out 
along the beautiful new highway, toward 
New York City. The air was like pure 
wine, but on that Tuesday morning, he 
was too upset to appreciate it. H e felt 
almost spiteful toward the world, so that 
he wished he had been a manual laborer, 
instead of one of the greatest contributors 
to civilized knowledge to be without honor 
in his own time and place. 
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A P A R T Y of school-children, under the 
guidance of a teacher, was inspecting 

the wonders of the Municipal Museum. 
Curt Whelan, assistant director, listened 
to their chatter. H e was smiling, but he 
did not know it. Half his mind was 
busy with the Van Houten diamond. It 
was a dangerous piece for a museum, he 
thought, as the children pressed their 
noses against the triple-glass case in 
which it was protected. Too bad of old 
Howard to insist on having it here—and 
yet, there was no logical place for it except 
a museum. 

"Tha t stone," he heard the teacher an-
nounce crisply, "is worth six million 
dollars." 

Thir teen of the fourteen youngsters 
oohed and aahed. The fourteenth, an 
undersized wiry boy of ten, commented 
acidly, "Ah, who'd pay six millions dol-
lars for a big piece o' junk like tha t ! " 

Curt Whelan grinned more broadly. 
The kid had something there—it was the 
same objection old Van Houten had 
bucked when he tried to sell the largest 
diamond in the world without cutting it 
up. F rom British South Africa, Van Hou-
ten had carried his stone, stopping always 
in cities where wealth was concentrated, 
putting his stone on exhibition and hop-
ing for a buyer—but New Yorkers, like 
Londoners and Parisians, seemed to con-
sider that immortal goods come too high 
for mere mortal man. And so the stone, 
uncut and unpolished, lay with a sort of 
dull malignant lustre in its thief-proof 
case, an eleven hundred sixty-three carat 
white elephant. 

Within an hour, when the crowd grew 
thicker, Van Houten 's special guards 
would come to stand watch. There would 
be the usual parade of idle women, noisy 
young hooligans and assorted rubber-
necks, staring with greedy stupidity at the 
diamond. Suddenly Curt felt a strong 
distaste for the whole business. H e was 
not a shy young man, but during his four 

years with the museum, he had grown 
to love it for its cathedral-like feeling of 
quiet. H e had enjoyed explaining to 
interested onlookers how Dr. Howard un-
earthed the Lake Como fossils, but there 
was nothing sensational in that. Nothing 
half so sensational as the story of the 
old Dutch farmer who had stumbled on 
the largest diamond in the world when a 
heavy rain washed the topsoil off his 
turnip patch. 

r P H E undersized, wiry ten-year-old was 
wandering away from his group. H e 

had already tired of the Van Houten 
diamond, and was seeking new worlds to 
conquer. Curt followed him idly. H e had 
a passion for sating the honest curiosity 
of children. In f ront of the Afriti life 
group, the child paused and stared at 
the poison arrows. 

"That ' s more like it, isn't it, young-
ster?" Curt asked. 

The boy looked up and grinned. H e 
said, "Yeah. Say, do you own that dia-
mond?" 

Curt said, "No, thank heaven," and was 
about to expound certain angles of the 
Afriti culture which he had found de-
lighted small boys, w7hen a clear feminine 
voice called his name from the next 
alcove. 

Curt forgot the small boy and the 
Afritis. H e was willing to forget most 
things when Mar jor ie Welles called him. 

" H o w ' s my Midge?" he asked as he 
walked up to her. 

"Your Midge is fine." Her smile was 
quiet, delicate, like everything else about 
her. " I came to get another look at your 
wonderful diamond before the crowd 
pushes me away." 

Curt led her back to the triple-glass 
showcase. "Van Houten says he'll break 
it up if he can't get a buyer in New 
York, and I wish he'd make up his mind 
one way or another. It 's scheduled to re-
main here almost indefinitely. I can't 
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imagine what made Dr. Howard want to 
turn the museum into a sort of side-
show!" 

Marjor ie ' s eyes focussed on the un-
polished stone. " I hate to see it cut up," 
she mused. T h e lazy, unpolished lustre 
of the stone seemed to exert a powerful 
fascination over her, as it did over most 
onlookers. " I t ' s—it ' s got a soul, Curt. 
Sometimes I feel as though it were tell-
ing me things—all the things it 's worth 
a f t e r having lain dormant for centuries. 
It has a power now, a greater power than 
anything that size ought to have—and I 
like i t ! " 

She looked up momentarily, and asked, 
almost as an afterthought, "So Dr . How-
ard wanted to have it here ?" 

Curt was startled into a vague unease, 
three-quarters jealousy, he realized. Mar -
jorie's tone as she mentioned the gem had 
been—well, a great deal like the tone she 
often used with him, and the characteris-
tic had not quite gone f rom her voice 
when she mentioned the name of Dr. 
Timothy Howard . It was almost as 
though she felt that the brilliant scientist 
had something in common with her, some-
thing deep and eternal in their mutual 
appreciation of the monstrous jewel whose 
pale yellow dimness mockingly hid its 
preciousness. 

Roughly he said, "Cut it out, Mar jor ie 
— D r . Howard ' s an effeminate old fool." 
H e paused suddenly, struck by the 
thought that had never occurred to him 
before, that there was something cat-like 
and purring about his superior. Then he 
noticed Marjor ie ' s eyebrows rising at his 
outburst, and added with hasty contrition, 
" I ' m sorry, I — " 

A shriek cut him short. A scream that 
shattered the museum's vaulted quiet. The 
cry of a small child being tortured to 
death. . . . 

Curt felt the blood going sick in him, 
as he bolted back toward the Afrit i al-
cove, whence the shriek came. 

T * H F . small boy lay on his side in f ront 
of the life group, trying to rip some-

thing from his swelling belly, something 
that protruded fourteen inches, quivering 
as though f rom a recent impact. 

Curt would remember the scene when 
he was an old man. Burned into his brain 
were the wooden Afr i t i s ; the bowman with 
his empty bow; the small, tormented fig-
ure swelling rapidly into a bloated, dis-
colored caricature of a child; the crowd 
that collected, as crowds always do. 

H e was aware of a woman kneeling be-
side him, with the writhing hideous shape 
between them, a woman who moaned over 
and over, "Oh, God, what am I going 
to tell his mother!" H e knew he was 
talking to the small boy, pleading with 
him to be brave, and he knew there was 
no bravery in himself. There was only a 
sick prescience of dreadful consequence 
and a desire to smash the Afri t i image 
that had caused this accident. 

And then an ambulance doctor came, 
and pushed them all away. The doctor 
looked at the small boy briefly, and white-
coated stretcher bearers carried off the 
small form. 

The verdict seemed to ring like thunder 
—yet Curt knew it was ordinary speech. 
" H e ' s dead." 

Dead, thought Curt, of a poisoned ar-
row that is five hundred years old, fired 
f rom a wooden bow held by a wooden 
bowman. 

" W h o brought him here?" demanded 
the doctor. " W h a t ' s his name? Is there 
anyone here connected with the museum ?" 

While guards kept the crowds back, 
Curt walked to his office with the doctor 
and the boy's teacher. His legs worked 
automatically, his mind kept playing the 
crazy words over and over, like a needle 
on a cracked record. A wooden bow held 
by a wooden bowman. The bowman had 
not moved. 

T h e dead child's teacher sobbed out a 
name, an address, an age. Then she faint-
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ed. A plainclothes inspector, flanked by 
a few silent police, said to Curt , "Now, 
sir, what happened?" 

Curt told him. 
"You expect me to believe tha t?" 
Curt said honestly, " N o — I can't quite 

believe it myself." 
"Nonsense. . . . Someone took the 

arrow and stabbed him with it. Did you 
happen to notice who was in the alcove 
with the child?" 

"There was no one," said Curt. H e felt 
that the policeman was right—had to be 
right. Yet, somehow, he knew that it was 
not that. I t was something mysterious, 
inexplicable. H e answered more ques-
tions, and the inspector shook his head, 
and asked when Dr. Howard would ar-
rive. Then the office was empty. T h e 
hysterical teacher had been taken away, 
and the police were outside, taking meas-
urements and finger-prints which might 
in time prove something rational. Curt 
buried his head in his arms. 

"Darl ing." I t was a soft, tender voice, 
clear and bell-like. Mar jor ie stood in the 
doorway, infinite shock on her cool, fair 
face. H e reached out his arms to her, 
a muscular, competent young man who 
had become suddenly bewildered as a 
child. She came to him, and stroked 
his dark hair. " I t ' s a bad thing," she 
went on, when she seemed to sense that 
she had calmed him a little. "Do you 
suppose the investigation will lead to 
anything ?" 

" I hope so," Curt declared. It was go-
ing through his head again. A small boy, 
bright with promise of long good life, 
dead by a poisoned arrow five hundred 
years old. A wooden arrow held by a 
wooden bowman. " I hope it makes them 
take out that damned diamond. It 's not 
right. This isn't the place for i t ! I don't 
know what the tie-up is, but I know six 
million dollars of concentrated stone is so 
much dynamite—and it's just exploded." 

"Don' t , Curt ," she pleaded. "If you 

knew what your face looks like. T r y to 
hold on to yourself." 

H e tried. But it was hard, with those 
words running through his brain. " H o w 
about lunch? I 'd like to get away from 
this." 

Mar jor ie shook her head slowly. "Can' t 
make it. I saw Dr. Howard this morning. 
H e came to look at the stone right after 
you—when you went into the alcove after 
the boy. He ' s talking to the police now, 
but when he's through, I promised to have 
lunch with him." 

Indignation sparkled in Curt 's brain. 
Howard had been there, in the midst of 
the melee, and had left him, Curt Whelan, 
to resolve the problem as best he could, 
while Howard himself had used the op-
portunity to date Midge for lunch! I t 
was rotten of Howard—it was rotten of 
Midge. And how could they have been 
so cool, with a boy dying in the next 
room! . . . 

CHAPTER T W O 

None But the Fair—Shall Die! 

"TkR. T I M O T H Y H O W A R D stopped 
on the Manhattan side of the Holland 

Tunnel, to fill his gas tank. Ninety-eight 
—dollar-fourteen. . . . It was amazing, the 
variety of ways in which money could 
filter f rom his pockets. He considered 
that his whole attitude toward 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 
Federal Government notice an appreciable 
difference if it ceased to collect taxes f rom 
Dr . Timothy Howard. Peevishly, Dr . 
Howard realized that human beings were 
too blind to give an inch and gain a mile. 

F o r they would have been much better 
off, all of them, if they had not forced him 
to concentrate on irrelevant details. H e 
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didn't like money for 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 forget 
money forever. 

The sedan, re-fueled, threaded again 
through traffic. Dr. Howard was a good 
driver, enjoying an occasional game of 
skill for right of way with a cabbie. I t 
relaxed his mind. H e began to see his 
immediate problems with a certain sooth-
ing perspective. The death of the girl this 
morning left him without a subject for a 
Nile-dweller for the fiftieth century B. C. 
. . . But even though circumstances kept 
him in New York, New York would be 
cosmopolitan enough to yield him another 
Namitic type. There was no specific quar-
ter in which to look for her. As any an-
thropologist knows, the modern Egyptian 
race differs radically f rom the ancient. 
Namite, Semite, Aryan—the classic sub-
divisions of the white race. Of the three, 
the Namite was almost extinct, save for 
an infrequent, startling throw-back which 
might occur in any strain at all. Wide 
lips, clear eyes, high cheek-bones. . . . 
T h e coloring didn't have to matter , that 
could be, and must be, changed anyway. 

Luck and genius were his allies. H e 
was looking for a woman with wide lips 
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, cold atmosphere. T h e motor 
seemed to sing ahead 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 Van Houten diamond. Yester-
day she would not have seemed beautiful, 
for yesterday he would not have needed 
her. But today—he was so pleased with 
her, he could have kissed her. H e caught 
her arm, and tipped his hat. 

"Good morning, Miss Welles." 
T h e green-eyed girl turned with a start. 

When she saw Dr. Howard , her expres-
sion changed from anxiety to query. "Dr . 
Howard , something's happened. I don' t 
know wha t—" 

H e knew something had happened. H e 
had heard the sound of disturbance, had 
seen young Whelan dash from the girl 's 
side. " W h a t seems to be the trouble, 
child ? Young Whelan too busy to see 
you ?" 

"Something like that. I wonder. . ." 
Dr. Howard gave her no chance to 

wonder audibly, She was not looking at 
him. she was looking into the alcove where 
young Whelan had gone. "Now, now," 
he interrupted her, his tone gentle and 
fatherly, " that 's not right. Let ' s you and 
I teach him a lesson. I 'm lunching with 
Mr. Van Houten today, the owner of this 
diamond. Join us, and I'll see that young 
Whelan gets a raise. Tha t ought to solve 
a lot of things." 

Mar jor ie looked at him then, and he 
could read the thoughts in her greenish 
eyes. She thought him an old fool—she 
was being tolerant, however. 

"Very well, Dr . Howard . If you'll ex-
cuse me now, I think I'll see what 's hap-
pened to Cur t . " 

Dr. Howard glanced backward at her 
as he went to his office. H e could not re-
member having been more delighted 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 Mar jor ie Welles 
to the Municipal Museum. Good boy, 
Whelan—the best! H e 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 par t will be out of 
the question. Absolutely out of the ques-
tion. 
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T ^ O R two hours, Mar jor ie Welles 
watched the birds and the children in 

the park outside the museum. Sometimes 
they blurred before her eyes; every time 
she thought of Curt. Curt ' s temper was a 
swift, onerous thing, like an electric storm 
in midsummer. It flashed always when he 
thought she was letting him down—and 
then, like a midsummer storm, it would 
end in almost violently brilliant sunniness. 
If he had only listened while she ex-
plained—but then, he never did, not until 
he had ceased being angry, and explana-
tions became unnecessary. 

In a way, she was sorry she had prom-
ised to lunch with Howard. She was not 
fond of the man. She thought him a dod-
dering incompetent in everything but 
science. But if it would help Curt get 
a raise—they needed that raise! She was 
making so little herself, with that af ter-
noon job, and it cost so much to live. . . . 
I t was a shame, she thought, that she had 
to play this hackneyed old game with such 
a poor actor—a pretty young woman flat-
tering her fiance's boss into giving a young 
man a raise. 

Dr . Howard was visibly distraught 
when Mar jo r ie entered his office, as she 
had expected he would be. H e must have 
heard about the boy, and the Afri t i bow-
man. 

" I 'm not going to discuss frivolities," he 
informed her gravely. " I only hope, dur-
ing this luncheon, that I can talk Van 
Houten into taking away his diamond. 
And I want you to help me, Miss Welles." 

" M e ? " She stared at the middle-aged 
anthropologist, thinking that there was 
probably some foundation to all the ru-
mors of eccentricity about him. Wha t 
earthly good could she be? 

"Yes, you. I 'm not a salesman, Miss 
Welles—I'm a scientist. And I want to 
put an idea across ; but I can't do it my-
self. If you could interpret this for me— 
that there's something evil about that 
diamond. I t ' s nothing I could express con-

vincingly to a layman. It 's a purely scien-
tific hunch, something a man feels when 
he's dealt as much as I have with old, 
old things. . . ." 

W h a t was it ? Curt , another anthropolo-
gist, had said the same thing. A dead 
child, and a priceless diamond—to them 
there was an invisible hyphen between the 
two. She didn't like to think of Curt 's 
mind being like Howard 's . I t was said of 
Howard that he wasn't like other men, 
that he knew more about the secrets of 
the ages than a human being ought to 
know. Of course, that meant nothing. 
Any professional man's idiosyncrasies are 
exaggerated by the lay public into sensa-
tional proportions. 

It occurred to her, however, that Curt 
had also said something else about How-
ard and the diamond. She looked sharply 
at the curator. 

" I thought you always wanted the stone 
here," she charged him. 

H e wrung his hands, in a feeble attempt 
at self-expression. " I did. I 'm not such 
a poor businessman as scientists are gen-
erally supposed to be. W e have two days 
a week when we charge admittance. That 
stone's brought a lot of money to the 
Museum, and I knew it would. But now, 
I 'm afraid we're going to have to pay too 
high a price, in other ways. . . . If you 
could only help me explain, Miss Welles! 
I can't, somehow, do my own explaining!" 

That was true enough. Curt had often 
been amused by the old boy's need for 
him at trustees' meetings. Curt could ad-
dress an audience without forgetting what 
he had started to say. Dr. Howard was 
notoriously unable to grow graciously 
friendly with people—as he put it, to ex-
plain himself. Partly, that explained the 
queer stories about him, for people im-
agine the worst of those they do not un-
derstand. 

She could not understand Dr . Howard 
herself—though at the luncheon, later, 
she did her valiant best. 
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T I T T L E by little, as the three, Van 
Houten, Dr. Howard and Marjor ie , 

sat on the terrace of the Park Tavern 
after luncheon, a sense of foreboding be-
gan to creep over Mar jor ie . The Dutch-
man paid no attention to her—and How-
ard seemed bent on making it up to her. 
H e leered at her in his gauche way, well-
meaning enough, but disturbing. H e 
talked endlessly, after the topic of the 
diamond failed to elicit response f rom 
Van Houten, of his life groups, of the 
travels and studies he had made to perfect 
them. 

Professional talk by a professional man? 
Yes, on the face of it—and all the while, 
Mar jor ie felt as though he were making 
love to her in a perverted and mad way, as 
though all this talk of the Swiss Lake 
Dwellers and the Maori Aborigines had 
something distortedly sexual in it. F o r 
he talked of his work as Don Juan might 
have talked of his conquests—and far less 
wholesomely. 

H e couldn't love a woman, she thought 
alarmedly, as the winter sunlight made a 
lacy pattern on his bony skull, the way a 
man ought to. H e could love a dead im-
age, though, in some sinful, incredible 
fashion—and that was the way he loved 
he r ! It was unmistakable. Mar jor ie was 
woman enough to se i se his love, human 
enough to sense the shy vileness of it. 

She fixed her eyes on the unresponsive 
Van Houten, pleadingly. H e was coarse 
and unchivalrous, he had poor table man-
ners, but he was normal. Frantically, her 
brain worked on one thing over and over 
—Cur t will have to quit that job! There ' s 
something really wrong with H o w a r d ; 
he's worse than poisonous, worse than 
leprous. It didn't matter how Curt raved 
and ranted this time, if he should choose 
to rave and rant. She felt as though their 
lives would be irrevocably tainted unless 
they cut off all points of contact with the 
curator of the Municipal Museum. Some-
thing about him, less tangible, than an 

odor, and infinitely more repulsive. 
She was relieved when the talk was 

over at last, and Dr. Howard offered to 
take her to the book-store where she 
worked. She would rather have walked, 
but she didn't want to make any gesture 
that would call for explanation. She want-
ed to be rid of the man as smoothly and 
swiftly as possible. 

She perched beside him in the sedan's 
f ront seat, breathing heavily—and then 
she turned to him with sudden sharp 
alarm. " W h y , you're going the wrong 
way! This isn't the—" A n unexpected 
stinging sensation in her left wrist in-
terrupted her. She gave a little cry, and 
lifted her hand. It jerked to a stop against 
her will in mid-air. She tried to put her 
right hand over it, but that, too, had 
ceased to obey her will. The panicky 
scream that rocked in her throat was 
paralyzed, unable to become audible. She 
turned her eyes toward Dr. Howard . 

H e was staring straight ahead, at traf-
fic, but he turned, and smiled pleasantly 
at her. The man was insane! H e smiled 
again, with tenderness in his face, and 
realization broke like a bomb in her out-
raged brain. She could see the passing 
streets of New York, hear the hum of 
multiple life, but she could not move. Her 
mind was rigid as her body in the catalep-
tic endurance of two emotions—rage and 
panic. 

C H A P T E R T H R E E 

The Diamond of Death 

p U R T W H E L A N realized with a 
^ shock that he was thinking of the 
wooden bowman as a murderer—and yet, 
as he studied every angle and lineament 
of the black face, he knew that no single 
part had changed. I t was the total im-
pression which was utterly different, just 
as though the Afri t i had a soul. . . . Was 
it the play of light and shade on the coun-
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ters of the face? O r was it actual altera-
tion, by the merest of millimeters, so that 
the facial expression was affected? 

Curt had a sense of being closed in on, 
of the sky's roof falling inexorably, suf-
focatingly, upon him. . . . H e realized that 
the building was growing uncomfortably 
w a r m ; the brisk day outside had probably 
grown milder, making unnecessary the 
steam-heat in the building. Curt wiped 
his forehead and walked on. As he passed 
through the Hall of Mammals and the 
Hall of Man, he felt an urge to smash 
every exhibit in the museum. H e at-
tributed it to his nerves, and his notori-
ously ungovernable temper . . . and some-
thing else. For the exhibits seemed all 
like the Af r i t i image, all subtly changed 
and vivified, though when he touched them 
they trembled only insofar as hard, inani-
mate things tremble under contact. 

This was the work into which he had 
put his life, this was the great educational 
effort he had admired and abetted. Sud-
denly, like a man thirsty for light in the 
midst of a nightmare, he wanted Marjor ie . 
Mar jo r ie was calm and clear-thinking and 
forgiving. Mar jor ie was the only one 
who had the power to quiet his over-
wrought nerves. She would tell him he 
was imagining the unimaginable and im-
possible when he sensed a sinister aura 
about him. 

People wandered about the museum, 
gaping at all things, and at the diamond 
in particular, as though nothing had 
changed. As though Curt Whelan had 
not seen a child killed by a manufactured 
image, and had not quarrelled with Mar -
jorie Welles. Surely, something should 
have been different. 

A crowd had collected in the Marsupial 
Hall. Women ' s voices cooed questions. A 
child was crying. Curt shouldered his way 
through the crowd, his raw nerves mak-
ing him rough and angry. 

A little girl put her hands to her eyes 
and howled, " I lost my fraulein—and I 

want to go home ! I want to go home. . . ." 
A stout mother commented loudly, 

"Dreadful careless, them nursemaids." 
" W h e r e did you lose he r?" Curt asked 

the child. 
"By the ladies' room. I turned around 

to look at something and when I looked 
back, she wasn't there." 

Curt took the small hot hand in his. 
"We' l l find her ," he said. 

The washrooms were in a part of the 
building where, due to pending altera-
tions, only a few exhibits were kept. Save 
for those few exhibits, and for some scaf-
folding on the bare plaster, the corridors 
were empty. Reason told Curt that a girl 
couldn't get lost there, that if he went 
down to the entrance desk, he would no 
doubt find the fraulein as tearful about a 
lost child as the child was about a lost 
fraulein. But a frightened memory pre-
cluded his turning the child over to an-
other of the attendants, made him head 
for the almost-empty wing. . . . 

Large plaster panes lay at various 
angles in the corridor, and the faintest of 
sounds, barely a flutter, seemed to come 
f rom behind one of them. Curt stepped 
behind the panel—and turned rapidly to 
put his hand across the child's face as she 
followed him. It was nothing for a child 
to see. . . , 

Nothing for a man, ei ther! T h e girl 
lay there, her blood zig-zagging lazily over 
the fair white skin, matting the yellow 
halo of hair into a gory wig. There was 
a dark bruise on her throat where the neck 
had been broken, apparently by her fall. 
The blue eyes were staring terror-stricken 
into eternity. He r clothes were in disarray 
—and through them, into her bloody en-
trails, was thrust the hairy arm of Dr . 
Timothy Howard ' s brilliant conception of 
the First Human—the Missing Link! 

Curt stared straight ahead for the space 
of seconds—at the stiff, unmoving hairy 
figure, which now lay prone over the dead 
girl, its attitude threateningly hunched . . . 
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much the same as it had been when stand-
ing upright on its pedestal! But the thing 
must have moved, before it toppled. . . . 

Something went mad in Curt 's brain— 
it seemed to him as though the brute jaw 
glowered, as though the little eyes of the 
Firs t Man were red with lust, and he 
knew he hadn't been dreaming about the 
look of hatred on the face of the Afrit i 
bowman, Curt had red circles of rage 
before his eyes as he let go of the child 
and flew into the hairy figure. 

It rolled over with a dull thud against 
the plaster panel, like the stuffed image it 
was. 

T T E W A S conscious of one damning 
thought as he raced through the silent 

vault-like halls, with an hysterically bab-
bling child clinging to his hand—these 
two events were no accident. T h e fossils 
were taking their revenge for the ravish-
ment of their secret graves in time's 
womb. . . . 

"Get out of here!" he shouted at the 
women and boys who clustered about the 
Van Houten diamond. "Get out before it 
kills you. . ." 

I t was the police who snapped him out 
of i t ; who made him stop forcing the 
people to leave the museum. T h e police 
who insisted that all possible witnesses be 
kept for questioning. But there were no 
rational answers to any questions, and, in 
the end, Curt was left alone to wait for 
Dr . Howard and tell the eminent man 
that his museum had become a stamping-
ground for devils. 

i H e did not wait in Dr. Howard ' s office. 
H e had urgent business elsewhere in the 
structure. Mar jor ie Welles—he wished 
now he had cut out his tongue before he 
talked the way he had to her. . . . 

I t was the madness of his despair that 
made him knock down priceless relics to 
see if it would make them show pain. H e 
thrust pins into the tough unwincing skins 
of the fossils and their reproductions, look-

ing for some sign of life in them. Life 
which had manifested itself so violently 
and horribly during the day. 

By sheer chance he happened into hear-
ing range of the phone in his own office. 
It might have been ringing for a long 
time—the voice of Dr. Timothy Howard 
told him that it had been. 

"Isn ' t there anyone around to answer 
bells ?" asked the curator of the Municipal 
Museum. 

" N o , " said Curt. " I ' m alone here." H e 
stated briefly what had happened. 

There was a long pause, and then a 
shocked voice exclaimed, "Dear me, how 
ghastly! I wish you'd leave, C u r t ; the 
place should be investigated thoroughly 
before it's open, and it 's no safer for you 
than for anyone else." 

"No , " said Curt again. Then, "You 
wouldn't have seen Mar jor ie Welles any-
where, would you ?" 

No, Dr. Howard had not seen Midge 
since luncheon, but since she had evinced 
no intention of coming back to the mu-
seum, Curt should not worry. Besides, 
Curt was overwrought, Dr . Howard said. 
Imagining things. . . . " I ' m at a trustees ' 
meeting, downtown. This ought to be 
brought up—I want them to take that 
diamond away! And you know how badly 
I talk to trustees, especially when I have 
to retract myself. It was I who first want-
ed the stone there. Please come down and 
help me, Curt—please!" 

"Maybe," Curt promised dazedly. H e 
was going to call Midge—mention of the 
Van Houten diamond reminded him all 
the more sharply of her absence and the 
quarrel which had precipitated it. If he 
knew where she was ; that she was safe 
and sound and ready to forgive him, there 
was just an odd chance that he might go 
to a trustees' meeting instead of straight 
to her. A very slender chance. . . . 

H e felt certain that he was jeopardizing 
his position by thus temperamentally 
making himself clear to his superior—but 
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all the response he got f rom the other end 
of the line was a somewhat petulant, but 
wordlessly sympathetic sigh, 

6 4 0 0 Y O U see, gentlemen," concluded 
Dr. Howard , mopping his bony fore-

head, "we must remove the diamond. 
We 've had nothing but trouble since it 
first came to the museum. I know that it 
doesn't quite make sense—but it is too 
big a prize with which to tempt the ages 
. . . contemporary or ancient. . ." 

The Board of Trustees of the Municipal 
Museum was silent. Each elderly gentle-
man looked at his colleagues for an an-
swer, and it was old Dinhaus, president of 
the board, who asked finally, "When are 
we going to do it ? Somehow, I don't like 
the idea of handling. . . ." 

"Of course not," agreed Dr. Howard . 
"S ix million dollars worth of dynamite— 
and then the trouble with Mr. Van Hou-
ten. But if you'll permit me to advance a 
suggestion. . . ." 

Carefully, Dr. Howard outlined the 
plan which had been in his brain for 
months, ever since he had prevailed upon 
the trustees to build that obviously im-
pregnable showcase and extend old Van 
Houten an invitation to exhibit the dia-
mond. H e was relieved to find his col-
leagues accepting the need of removing 
the diamond without Curt Whelan's testi-
mony. As an afterthought, he said, just 
before the meeting broke up, " I have a 
young assistant; been with me four years. 
An excellent chap—I move we vote him 
an increase in salary to four thousand a 
year." 

Af te r some discussion, the vote passed. 
Dr. Howard felt a quiet glow of satisfac-
tion. Af ter all, he owed Cur t something 
—and it wasn't coming out of his own 
pocket, but the city's. There seemed ap-
probation in the blue-and-lavendar eve-
ning sky, as he drove away f rom the meet-
ing toward the hotel room he sometimes 
engaged when business kept him in New 

York overnight. All the nervousness of 
the morning had vanished—evening had 
brought accomplishment and peace. 
Everything had worked out for the best, 
more swiftly than he could have hoped. 
Tonight 's denouement would be almost 
automatic. 

H e relished the image of a green-eyed 
blonde girl who was waiting for him in his 
hotel room as a child relishes the anticipa-
tion of ice cream. So lovely, and so use-
ful—surely, luck and genius had followed 
him all the days of his life! 

T ^ H E silence of timelessness had de-
scended again for a short space upon 

jewels and relics, fossils and fetishes, all 
the curious paraphernalia of mankind's 
thousand centuries. Still, Curt Whelan 
lingered in the museum, though he had 
combed every corner of it. H e had the 
feeling that if Mar jor ie were not here, she 
was somehow safe. H e hadn' t been able 
to locate her, but if she should return to 
find him—no, he couldn't leave, not till 
morning. He stood in the darkness, look-
ing at the fat yellow diamond, hating it. 

Ambrose Halleran, the night watchman, 
had already dozed off to sleep at his sta-
tion at the front entrance. There was no 
sign of further disturbance among the life 
groups, nothing to indicate the presence 
among them of a dormant and vicious 
spirit. Curt guessed the accidents, if they 
were accidents, would hit Timothy How-
ard hard. T h e curator might even lose his 
job because of them. Low and worried 
beneath the professional confidence, Curt 
thought his chief had sounded, when he 
had called after the trustees' conference. 

"You ' re still there, Cur t ? Well, you'll 
have company soon. Don' t tell anyone, 
but Van Houten is coming tonight with 
his workmen to take the diamond away. 
I t ' s being done very quietly, of course, 
and I don't think there'll be trouble. Van 
Houten himself may be nasty, but once 
he gets out safely with his stone, I expect 
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all our lives will be much quieter. And 
Curt, they've raised your salary—it'll be 
four thousand this year." 

Not a sound in the dark night—or was 
there? Someone or something seemed to 
be moving on the second floor. Curt 
groped through shadowed halls to his own 
office. Nothing had been disturbed. The 
other offices? Howard ' s was just adjoin-
ing. . . . 

The edge of a towel peeped over the top 
drawer of Dr. Howard ' s desk, glimmered 
whitely and unevenly. Howard , the neat-
est of men, had never left his desk that 
way. Curt jerked the drawer open, and 
cried out at what he saw there. His cry 
echoed dully through the lofty halls—the 
thing was impossible! 

Fa t and yellow and opalescent, un-
guarded at last, lay the eleven-hundred-
sixty-three carat Van Houten diamond. 
W h o had put it there? W h o had been 
able, in the short space of time since Curt 
had last visited its case, to spirit it out of 
triple glass ? 

With the distaste he would have felt in 
handling a grenade, Curt picked up the 
heavy jewel and weighed it in his palm. 
There it lay, like any ordinary stone a 
man might find in any quarry in the 
world—but it was worth six million dol-
lars ! 

Six million dollars worth of uncut, un-
polished stone in the curator 's desk. But 
Howard was nowhere on the premises, 
and the guards had not been Howard ' s at 
all, they had been Van Houten ' s ! The 
natural suspicions which rose in Curt 's 
mind, at finding the stone where he had 
found it, were untenable, in view of 
Howard ' s remoteness f rom the scene, cer-
tainly in view of the man's temperament. 
But then, what had anyone to gain— 

As he approached the upper floor where 
the diamond should have been, he heard 
the faint screech of steel grinding on 
glass. Men with lanterns, in overalls and 
eye-protectors, were cutting away the case, 

under the direction of the grizzled Dutch 
owner himself. 

There was no surprise in Van Houten 's 
old face, no hysterical dismay, as there 
should have been, with the diamond in 
Curt 's pocket. H e looked merely gruff 
and put out, and the frown-wrinkles in 
his forehead seemed graven by lantern-
light. 

And then the silence of centuries was 
shattered. In the space of a breath, a 
shadow moved almost imperceptibly for-
ward, and Curt Whelan screamed a sud-
den warning. T h e shadow fell swiftly. . . . 
Van Houten 's shriek ended in a gargle as 
ancient claws met in relentless clasp about 
his throat. 

T h e heat Curt had noticed earlier had 
grown stifling, more oppressive. I t seemed 
part of the bizarre happening in tlie mu-
seum. It was as though, Cur t was think-
ing, the ages which had spawned the dia-
mond were guarding it jealously even 
against a contemporary owner—as though 
not Van Houten, not any mortal man, 
might claim it. 

Cumbersome no more, their big gro-
tesque bodies limbered in the moist heat, 
the fossils were attacking. The workmen 
went berserk, and their shrieks were the 
shrieks of the doomed. Armed only with 
his fists and his hatred, Curt joined them. 
He was blind with f renzy; was barely 
conscious of the fetid breathing of the 
enemy, of the claws that sought revenge 
on his person for the indignities of his 
wardenship over them. . . . 

Then he realized that Timothy Howard 
was pulling him away. T h e workmen, 
those who had survived, had fled. Van 
Houten ceased to writhe, and the fossils 
had subsided to a mere twitching. H o w -
ard asked in a strident, harsh voice that 
sounded unfamiliar to Curt, "Where ' s that 
damned stone?" 

"Here . " Curt took the big mass f rom 
his pocket. 

"Give it to me." Howard seized the 
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Van Houten diamond from his subordi-
nate's yielding fingers. "I've called the 
authorities—I suppose they're the people 
to give it to." 

Then the police came, and after Howard 
turned the stone over to them, he broke 
down into such hysterical stammering that 
Curt had to do the telling for him. Later, 
he followed his chief out into the autumn 
night. There were still a few questions 
Howard had not answered to Curt's satis-
faction, no matter how they satisfied the 
police. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Curator of Horror 

"TJR. H O W A R D felt he owed thanks to 
someone, but he did not know to 

whom. For a moment, when the imita-
tion diamond could not be found in his 
desk, he had felt that the things were out 
of his hands for good—but he could not 
have managed better himself! His bony 
brow glistened with cold sweat that had 
not yet dried off, but there was a faint 
smile on his face as he led Curt to the 
parked sedan. 

For Curt Whelan had actually handed 
over the bogus stone on request—and 
then, he had not intimated to the police by 
one breath that such a stone existed. And 
now the Van Houten diamond itself was 
in good hands. The police would be some 
time in discovering the substitution. 

He didn't know what had prompted 
young Whelan to act as he had. Bewilder-
ment, perhaps some remote hope of gain 
. . . but Dr. Howard had no time to find 
out. He allowed the young man to seat 
himself before sliding under the wheel 
himself. Tight in his fist, he clutched a 
bludgeon valued at six million dollars. 
As Curt turned toward him, he lurched 
forward, smashed the stone with his open 
palm hard against the side of Curt's 
head. . . . 

Everything was taken care of. Whelan 

slumped, groaned. He was out. Dr. How-
ard did not stop to take the cord from the 
tonneau until he was on the Hudson's 
far shore, on a little-traveled road. Then, 
with a feeling of justifiable triumph, he 
headed homeward, his captive coming 
slowly back to consciousness beside him. 

They were no more than two miles 
from the house when Curt said, "You 
damned crazy fool—let me out of here!" 

An odd way, the curator reflected, for 
young Whelan to talk. He asked, curious-
ly, "What was your idea, Curt? Did you 
think you could outwit me by not telling 
the police about the imitation in my office ? 
And, by the way, why didn't you ?" 

There was anger in the young voice, 
anger and pain and futility. "You were 
the last person to see Marjorie Welles, 
and I wanted to know what happened to 
her. I think you're stark, staring crazy. 
. . . I was afraid you might hurt her, 
might have her somewhere where you 
could be pretty nasty." 

"You shouldn't think that way of me," 
said Dr. Howard reprovingly. "Why, 
you're accusing me of spite!" 

"Spite!" The young man laughed, bit-
terly. He threshed against the bonds, 
lurching dangerously, near the gear shift. 
"You're not spiteful—you're insane. Be-
sides, it doesn't matter whether I told the 
police or not. They're going to trace 
everything to you. You can't just walk 
off with a six million dollar diamond, and 
have no questions asked. The fossils that 
caused the disturbance were your work. 
It's going to be traced to you." 

"Now, Curt. . ." Dr. Howard felt the 
young man deserved an explanation. Be-
sides, the sound of his own voice, dwelling 
as it did on his own security, was reassur-
ing to him. He explained that he had 
needed Marjorie, that Marjorie was love-
ly and useful. "And it's because of her 
that you're going to remain alive, Curt. 
It would have been too remarkable if both 
you and she had disappeared completely. 
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Tha t was so foolish of you, staying in the 
museum after I told you not t o ! Now I 
don't know what 's to become of you 
eventually." 

"You'll burn ," the young man insisted. 
H e was being unpleasant, the curator 
thought, but it was such ineffectual un-
pleasantness. 

H e explained how the fossils could 
never be traced to him. "Because I placed 
them in the museum years ago—I'm not 
responsible for any tampering that 's taken 
place since. When they examine the speci-
mens that came alive, they'll find human 
beings—dead human beings. I attended to 
that. If the police are clever enough to 
penetrate the disguise, they will find most 
of them anonymous—the others are all 
known criminals. And fur ther search will 
reveal my original fossils and reproduc-
tions cached away in an east side hide-
out . . . known to be a gang headquarters. 
The gang's going to be credited with 
everything that 's happened—especially as 
even the chemicals that were used for the 
disguise were bought by members of the 
gang who perished tonight." 

Curt Whelan snorted. "You mean they 
committed suicide so you could get the 
diamond? That ' s ridiculous!" 

64TVTOT quite," demurred the curator. 
"You see, they believed they would 

be only temporarily disguised. I t seemed 
a good idea to my friends in the less 
respectable parts of the community to 
take a one-night stand in the museum, 
disguised as fossils. That was going to 
be their opportunity to seize the diamond. 
I imagine they began to suspect, as they 
grew utterly helpless under my treatment, 
that they had taken more than they had 
bargained for—hence the immense efforts 
on their parts which led to those attacks 
on the child and the young girl. They 
were angry, but I rather expected that 
would happen, too. That fitted in well 
with my plans, as everything else did. I t 

led to a series of events which made the 
removal of the diamond seem a natural 
step." 

T h e young man seemed to have a one-
track mind. Instead of commenting on 
Dr. Howard ' s brilliant scheme, he asked, 
with agony in his voice, "But now you've 
got the diamond—what good is Mar jo r ie 
to you ? Wha t good would she have been?" 

"You'll see," said Dr. Howard . The 
questions were making him a little im-
patient. "Your Mar jo r ie is a veritable 
t reasure—or should I say, a travelling-
case for t reasure." 

Ahead loomed a neat, little, white house. 
"Welcome!" said Dr. Howard expan-

sively to his young assistant. H e dragged 
him into the house, and down the stairs 
to the white-washed cellar laboratory. 

Curt Whelan began to shout at the stiff 
half-human unfinished specimens, plead-
ing with them to rise against their satanic 
creator. . . "Don ' t be absurd, Cur t , " said 
the curator. "They couldn't do a thing 
even if they wanted to—and I shouldn't 
be surprised if even they knew that they 
won' t be any loss to the world. I 've only 
been working on them, so that they'd be 
ready to substitute if my other subjects 
died prematurely. Fortunately, the need 
for them will never arise. I t ' s just as 
well—I might as well admit the business 
was getting too touch-and-go for me." 

H e mopped his forehead—he was be-
ginning to get a touch of that migraine 
that sometimes came to him after crucial 
moments. " I 'm not even faced with the 
necessity of destroying them," he con-
tinued. "The calcium compound I 've 
worked into their tissue, and the other 
chemicals I planted subcutaneously will 
take care of that automatically. I 'd hate 
to lose Miss Welles, and if you'll excuse 
me, I think I'll see how she's getting along. 
I don't even like to keep her in the same 
room with these people." 

The young man sagged against the 
white floor, but the curator had no time 
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to tend to him at present. Later , he sus-
pected, Curt might appreciate some cool 
water—but Dr. Howard ' s headache made 
him impatient with other people's ail-
ments. H e still had to take care of Mar-
jorie before he took care of himself. 

"IVTUMBLY, as through a local anaesthet-
ic, Mar jor ie could feel the burning 

friction of endless belts passing roughly 
about her tender skin. So much had been 
done to her—but she had felt nothing. 

Somewhere in the world she had lost, 
dawn was coming. She knew it when 
Timothy Howard stepped into the small 
room, and a crack of light came through 
the doorway. She wanted to tell him 
something—to utter some curse powerful 
enough to damn him into eternity. She 
was unaware of any motion in her throat, 
but a meaningless sound came out. 

"You'll be all right, child," said the 
anthropologist, rubbing his hands togeth-
er delightedly. "Do you know where I 'm 
going to take you? To Rot terdam—I've 
already engaged the services of a diamond-
cutter there. Best diamond-cutters in the 
world, those Hollanders . . . and you'll be 
of just as much service as he will. W e 
don't want any marks on your pretty body. 
Wha t would they think of a scientist who 
brought a mummy aboard with scars on 
it ? So while you're in a condition to do it, 
we'll have you swallow this. . . ." 

F rom his hip pocket, the man produced 
an object the size of a man's fist. Crude 
and yellow and opalescent. . . . Mar jor ie 
stared at it as a condemned witch might 
stretching an inner passage, choking tier, 
lying at last within her like an embryo of 
the death to come. She was helpless and 
bound, but another faint wordless protest 
came f rom her lips. 

"Steady now," Howard cautioned. 
Wi th small surgical prongs he jacked her 
mouth open. Numbly, the prong's end 
pressed into her palate and tongue . . . 

She saw the stone magnify as it ap-

proached her face—and then it disap-
peared. Howard was shoving it back, 
down the entrance to the aesophogus. She 
felt no pain, only a terrible breathlessness. 
The intent face was blurring before her 
eyes. She guessed she would not have the 
good fortune of instant death. Death 
would come later, after she had endured 
more, much more of this. . . . She thought 
of Curt, and of what life might have been 
theirs. Even this place, she thought, would 
cease to be hell, if she could see his face. 

Suddenly, Dr. Howard was not paying 
any attention whatever to her. H e turned, 
his nostrils dilating like a frightened 
beast's . . . and then the walls seemed to 
come alive with a crackling sound. The 
air in the small room grew thick and hot. 

F i r e ! Mar jor ie tried to pull against 
her bonds, but her muscles were impotent. 
She looked at Howard , and to her amaze-
ment. he was bolting the door. Fear made 
him drool, turned his eyes reddish. H e 
was afraid of something else, something 
worse than death by burning! It grew 
hotter. Mar jor ie ' s vision began to blur. 
Louder and louder grew the crackling 
sounds in the walls, and then there was 
another sound, even more thunderous— 
the sound of stamping feet. Faint at first, 
then nearer and more savage, rose a 
chorus of yells, as though the doctor's sins 
were rising against him. 

They were at the door. Mar jo r ie heard 
the pounding of their fists, the blood-lust 
in their voices . . . and then a small red 
tongue of flame licked the door-hinges, 
and the mob was upon him. 

The shapes that poured into the room 
were nothing that should have moved, 
they seemed half-finished pieces out of a 
museum, come to a sudden, savage life. 
Relentless, hideous, impervious to fire and 
heat, they tore into the curator fang and 
claw. Some of the hairy bodies were al-
ready smoldering in flame—but even that 
did not seem to trouble them. 

Curt had come in—a strange Curt with 
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singed eyebrows and charred hands. She 
could not be dreaming—she felt him stop-
ping the progress of endless belts about 
her body, heard him pleading with her not 
to die. She tried to answer, and blood 
frothed on her lips—then she closed her 
eyes. She knew Curt was taking the stone 
from her th roa t ; the dull sensation 
through her enervated flesh must be the 
tearing of membrane. Curt was swearing, 
begging, weeping like a girl. She remem-
bered at the end that he carried her 
through the pack of bodies, through the 
fiery house, into early morning sunlight. 
She would remember forever the feeling 
of cool, dewy grass under her, and Curt 's 
hot hand on her forehead. 

T I T T L E by little, the paralysis seemed 
to be going f rom her body. She could 

not talk, and she could only move her 
hands a little bit, but she was beginning 
to feel pain. It was sickening, stabbing 
pain, but it was better than to feel nothing. 
And there was Curt 's face, leaning over 
her . . . she tried to touch it, and could not. 
H e caught her fingers in his, held them. 

"You ' re going to be all r ight?" he 
asked. There was hysteria in his voice. 
"We' l l get doctors for you—we'll fix you 
up," he went on. "Oh, Midge, darling. . ." 

F a r down the road, a bell clamored. 
Someone was coming to put out the fire, 
but Mar jor ie guessed that there would be 
nothing left of Dr. Howard ' s hell-house 
when the flames had done their work. It 
was just as well, she thought. . . . Curt 
was gasping for breath, and he flung him-
self face down on the grass beside her. H e 
must have been hurt , himself. She looked 
at him anxiously, a query in her eyes. 

" I 'm all right," he assured her briefly. 
" I t ' s you . . . I saw what he did to the 
others, Midge. H e was crazy, perverted. 
H e shouldn't have been allowed to live. 
H e told me how he worked it. H e got in 
with a bunch of crooks, and actually per-

suaded them that he could disguise them 
so that they'd pass for museum speci-
mens. Then, as curator, he could smuggle 
them in so they'd be on hand at the exact 
moment when old Van Houten had his 
diamond in transition f rom case to case. 
Howard double-crossed them in one way 
—he didn't tell them the disguise would 
be fatal. 

" H e brought me here, because I 'd seen 
too much—and I couldn't do a thing until 
the fire started. One of the poor mummies 
back there—he kept a few replicas on 
hand, helpless, in case something should 
happen to one of those already in the mu-
seum—had managed to knock a bunsen 
burner out of the laboratory window, so 
that it dangled against the wall of the 
house. This fellow had discovered that 
the stuff Howard had kneaded into their 
skins relaxed a little in warmth, and that 's 
why he'd tried to get close to the burner. 

"Anyway, that fire started just in time, 
and its heat set them all loose. One of 
them, in passing, freed me. They were all 
out to get Howard ." 

Curt paused, as though he were too 
tired to go on. . . . Mar jor ie heard voices, 
normal voices, and knew that help would 
come soon. Curt had thrown one arm 
across her, and she could feel a hard lump 
pressing against her side—he had some-
thing in his shirt-pocket. 

The Van Houten diamond—she winced, 
and he whispered, "We'l l get rid of that, 
Midge! But it'll be almost worth our 
while—there ought to be enough reward 
for its recovery from Van Houten 's heirs 
to take care of us the rest of our lives." 

The rest of their lives—no, she wanted 
nothing of the diamond to hang over the 
rest of their lives! But there would be 
time later to tell Curt that—later, when 
some of the wounds that were raw tor-
ture now, should heal. It was enough now 
that he was beside her, when she had 
never expected such blessing again. 

T H E END 



MURDER PUPPET 

Who was the dominating personality — 
"Myron Collins, or Brutus, the horrible 
man-sized puppet he himself created? Which of the two left the girl 

Myron loved, a tragic corpse in a welter of gore? 

TH E accident snarled traffic into a 
tangle of automobiles and glaring 
headlights. A policeman came 

running. He pulled the mangled pedes-
trian to the curb. The crowd milled for-
ward, jabbering questions. 

" Is he dead? My God, look at him— 
all covered with blood—" 

"Get an ambulance! Somebody send 
for an ambulance—" 

"Too late—he's dead. The policeman 
says he's dead. Which car hit him?" 

81 
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"That young taxi-driver." 
The young chauffeur was pallid with 

terror. " M y God, officcr, I know you got 
to arrest me, but it wasn't my fault. I 
swear it wasn't . Listen, there must be 
witnesses—somebody must have seen I 
was innocent. The. guy just walked in 
front of me—like he was drunk—or in a 
daze." 

" I saw him," a man said. "Take my 
name, officer—I'll testify. Good Lord, he 
stepped off the curb twitching—stiff-
legged—like an automaton or something. 
Wasn ' t the driver 's fau l t—" 

" W h o is he?" somebody else asked. 
"Myron Collins," the officer said. 

"Name 's in his purse." 
"Myron Collins!" The crowd took it 

up. "Myron Collins, the famous ventrilo-
quist !" 

A tradesman in white apron came run-
ning from a corner store. "Myron Col-
lins—that's who he is! I know him. H e 
lives right here." 

H e gestured to the big brownstone 
boarding house. And suddenly, f rom a 
third floor window an old woman 
screamed: 

"Come up, officer! Look what his pup-
pet's done up here! Blood on its hands! 
M u r d e r ! M u r d e r ! " 

* * * 

Myron Collins, even as a little boy, 
seemed a born ventriloquist. H e was a 
strange, unnatural child, locking himself 
in his room for hours. Once his mother 
came and listened outside. She heard him 
practicing this ventriloquism, going over 
and over a scene so foreign in its 
character that it sent a chill of fear 
through her. 

She called to him to open the door. 
As the key and door handle turned, she 
said, "Myron Collins, I never heard such 
talk. Wha t in the world are you doing ?" 
But the words chilled on her lips as she 
met the weird look on her small son's 
face. 

" I was playing," he said softly. " Jus t 
playing." 

F o r Christmas, he was given a Punch 
and Judy show. H e practiced with the 
little puppets for weeks. Then, after a 
supper party given by his parents, he 
gave a performance for the guests. I t 
was a weird and exciting experience to 
h im: his audience stood gaping with 
amazement and horror at the cruelty he 
displayed in this act he had created. H e 
seemed to be striving to make the puppets 
more real, more appalling—perhaps as an 
outlet for a latent, dormant nature of 
his own. Whatever it was, the effect on 
his audience was one of repugnance and 
disgust. How could a child conceive a 
thing so vicious as this play? 

Not long afterward he was taken out 
of school. And he was glad. H e had a 
tutor who made a pretencc at giving him 
lessons, but somehow Myron didn't seem 
capable of mastering them. H e quietly, 
but determinedly, brushed them to one 
side. 

T T I S father had set up a carpenter 's 
workshop for him in the barn. It 

was several hundred feet behind the 
house, and every day Myron would make 
his way there, feverishly. Sometimes in 
his work, he would drop his head to his 
arm beside the pretentious puppet he was 
making, and he would sob at his inability 
to create it to his satisfaction. Finally he 
would go back to his work. Sometimes, 
on the manipulation of one finger alone, 
he would work for days, a grim, consum-
ing haste upon him, At nightfall, spent 
and weary, he would go back to the 
house, furtively escape Iris mother 's ques-
tioning gaze, and sink to a chair in his 
room. 

When he was seventeen, his mother 
died. H e always remembered, with a 
vague wonder, the strange shuddering 
glance she gave him as she passed away, 
still holding to her heart his almost fern-
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inine hand. She must have known things 
she never mentioned; seen, perhaps, a 
tragic vision of the future . 

H i s father died a year later. They had 
come to the workshop and told him his 
father was sinking. But he was working 
on the last detail of a life-size puppet, 
and he delayed. At last it was done, and 
in an exultant rush, he came to his 
fa ther ' s bedside, a tr iumphant gleam in 
his pale eye. 

"Fa ther , I 've finished him. He—he 
seems almost al ive—" 

His father gave him one brief, hur t 
look. Then he sighed heavily and was 
dead. 

Myron glanced from his dead father 
to the barn behind the house where the 
puppet lay—the puppet that almost lived 
—and he could not have told at that in-
stant, whether his achievement, or his 
father 's departure stirred him with more 
emotion. 

Three days later his father was buried 
and Myron sat in the workshop back in 
the old barn. The puppet was on a dis-
carded sofa, beside him. It was a man-
puppet, life-size; with evil carved into 
the lines of its wooden face. 

Myron said, "Now there's no one to 
stop us, and we must decide how to be-
gin. You ' re to be the most famous puppet 
in the world. Your name is Brutus and 
I must train you as carefully as a parent 
would train a child." 

H e was surprised to hear himself make 
the puppet say, "We' l l start with one 
unders tanding: I am the one who gives 
the orders f rom now on." 

The grim mouth opened and shut. The 
words, coming f rom Myron yet seeming 
to issue from Brutus, clicked out with 
an almost metallic ring to them. Myron 
was becoming so expert, that he worked 
the controls of the puppet with com-
parative ease. It would not be long now 
before it would be second nature to him 
and require no conscious thought. 

H e realized, and it made him shudder 
with a sudden thrill, that f rom the first 
he must have seen this malignant Brutus 
as an evil being. Those words of 
Brutus ' were the keynote of their re-
lationship as it would be henceforth. 
Brutus would play the part of the strong, 
cruel dominating character ; Myron would 
continue to be the quiet, self-effacing per-
son he had been always. 

Vaguely he wondered if those words 
were crystalizing a submerged craving 
within himself. 

T H H R E E years la ter—Brutus and 
Lamb, as they were now called—were 

a national success. A fad. People en-
gaged Myron to entertain their after-
dinner guests with his puppet, and the 
menace and satire hurled at them by 
Brutus fascinated even as it terrorized 
them with its uncanny, demoniacal 
realism. 

On such a night as this Myron met the 
girl he was doomed to love. After his 
performance, he was about to accept his 
hostess' invitation to have a glass of 
punch. 

" I should like to wash my hands first, 
if I may," he had said. 

In the half-light of a turn in the upper 
hallway he saw a young girl leaving one 
of the guest rooms. H e had not met this 
girl, though he had seen her earlier in 
the evening, and was disappointed not ' 
to see her when he glanced about during 
his performance. 

" W h e r e were you?" he said softly. 
" W e missed you." 

She, probably thinking he was another 
guest, answered his smile. 

"Oh, I came upstairs," she said. "Tha t 
man down there with that horrible dum-
my—it was so revolting—" 

Myron quickly took in the situation. 
"Yes, wasn't i t? And the m a n — " 

Already he was realizing this young 
girl 's beauty and charm were giving him 
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sensations he had never before exper-
ienced. H e r radiant face with its halo of 
golden, clinging curls, her body, lithe and 
rounded. . . . 

" I haven't seen him. But he must be 
despicable. No civilized person could 
create such a ghastly travesty. Don' t you 
think I 'm r ight?" 

H e r liquid, expressive eyes made his 
heart pound absurdly. "Of course you 
are. I 'm glad you had the sense to stay 
up. But now it's over, won't you meet 
me on the terrace, say in five minutes? 
You remember me," he found himself 
lying glibly, " I 'm Myron Wainwr ight—" 

" I forget names, but I should like to 
know you bet ter—" 

"Your name is—" 
"Wanda Carter. You ' re not good at 

remembering either." 
"There are so many new faces tonight," 

he said quietly. 
"Of course. In five minutes, then." 
"I ' l l be there." 
But how ? H e must be careful. W a n d a 

must not know who he was. That would 
be fatal. Myron knew beyond a doubt, 
that he had fallen in love. Strange that 
he should have gone for so many years, 
and had no interest in women. He made 
his way furtively to the terrace. She was 
standing there, pallid in the gleaming 
moonlight, with the marble of the terrace 
a weird setting for her vibrant youth. . . . 

T J E saw much of her in the months 
following, always keeping his t rue 

identity from her, yet always promising 
himself that he would disclose the decep-
tion and trust to her growing love for 
him, to understand. 

Meanwhile he worked untiringly on 
Brutus, changing the features, the 
mechanisms, as he found their defects. H e 
had made the lines of its mouth more 
cruel, the eyes more human: they sent a 
harrowing chill of exaltation through 
him, when they were done. There was a 

giant strength in the look of Brutus now, 
and in its speech a stark cruelness which 
inspired Myron with a shuddering awe. 

Moreover, Brutus had become so close-
ly hinged with his every thought and 
action, that at times Myron could almost 
believe that it was Brutus who was en-
gineering their words and actions, rather 
than he. This thought persisted and it 
gave Myron a nauseus wave of horror, 
when he realized its consequences if he 
did not curb it. 

Then came the day when Wanda wrote 
that she was coming to New York. 
Would he meet her at the train? Sud-
denly he was forced to face himself; and 
the picture he saw frightened him. H e 
had not realized where he was heading. 
H e had not realized that his grip was 
gone; that uncertainty of himself, of his 
other self, Brutus, made him a gruesome, 
dual personality unfit to be responsible 
for the girl he loved. But he fought away 
the thought. 

H e said softly, " W h e n I 'm married, 
all this will be over. She'll help me. I'll 
get rid of Bru tus : that 's the way out. I 've 
been with him too much. My head aches 
so I can't think. But when I 'm mar-
ried. . ." 

Brutus was beside him as usual, his 
sole companion in the apartment. There 
were words coming f rom Brutus now, 
metallic words clicking out sharply, un-
expectedly : 

"You fool! You can't marry. You ' re 
insane. I t isn't something new. Your 
mother knew it. You'd have been locked 
up long ago if you hadn' t been rich. You 
can't marry. She'd soon realize—and 
she'd have you put away. Remember— 
she doesn't know you. But I do. And I'll 
tell her the first chance I get." 

A wave of insufferable helplessness 
came over Myron. H e must have said 
the words for Brutus. H e knew he had. 
But they were words that had come f rom 
him without his conscious knowledge— 
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words that must have come against his 
will. H o w would such a grisly matter 
end? 

It was an intolerable situation, with 
Wanda coming. H o w could he explain 
such a condition to her? Would she un-
derstand ? 

He knew she would not. H e must do 
something: avoid the issue in some way. 
Perhaps if he were to hide Brutus—that 
was i t! Lock him here in this closet. 
W h e n he was out and away from Brutus, 
these things did not happen. Yet a nag-
ging fear still followed him as he left for 
the station, after locking the puppet away. 
A fear he could not answer. 

His moody brooding had made him 
late. W a n d a stood there, looking about. 
She seemed younger, more lovable than 
he had ever seen her before. It sent a 
strange pang through him. 

"Wanda , I 'm sorry to be late." 
"Oh , there you a re ! It doesn't matter ." 

She smiled. " I ' m so relieved you've 
come." 

"You look so lovely, W a n d a , " he said 
softly. H e picked up her small suitcase. 
"Come. I'll take you to my place first ," 
he said. 

H e saw a puzzled wonderment upon 
her lovely face, but she said nothing. W rhy 
did she look at him so strangely? And 
what a child she was, really, with those 
large questioning eyes. A sudden pre-
monition made Myron want to say, " W e 
won't go to my place, after all. I'll take 
you to a hotel—" But the words would 
not come. 

C O O N they were in a taxi, heading for 
the darkly oppressive rooms which 

were Myron 's home. An increasing un-
rest was upon him. Almost he wished 
that W a n d a had not come. Suppose she 
were to see Brutus? Immediately she 
would recognize it as the revolting dummy 
she had avoided that night. But she 
wouldn't see Bru tu s ; he had locked the 

closet door. H i s fear was nonsense; he 
told himself, with the reaction from the 
thrill of her soft young lips upon his, 
and the tiny trusting hand now resting 
within his own. 

They arrived at his address and walked 
up the three rickety flights of stairs. The 
halls were noisome with a conglomeration 
of smells. H e felt her hand clinging to 
his arm. Once she stopped, almost as 
though she, too, had become suddenly 
aware of some grim menace lurking 
here. 

H e glanced down at her. " W e ' r e al-
most there," he said softly, and they con-
tinued on up. 

H e unlocked his door and they went 
into the dim, shadowy interior. There 
was a strange ominous silence. It struck 
at them. Myron could feel a dank chill of 
apprehension go down his spine. H e 
stood for an instant, fighting the impulse 
to snatch Wanda ' s a rm and drag her 
f rom the frightening room. 

"Myron , " she murmured. " I — I seem 
to be afraid. I feel as though we weren't 
—weren ' t alone, as though we were being 
watched. Wha t is i t? W h y do I feel this 
way ?" 

From the closet, before he could form 
his words of reassurance, before he could 
control it, the metallic rasp of Brutus ' 
voice came to t hem: 

"You feel that way," it said, "because 
the man you love is crazy—insane. H e 
hasn't told you about himself. Let me 
out, and I will." 

Myron stood by, helpless at this thing 
he was doing. This was no usual ven-
triloquism and he knew it. There was a 
rasp of murderous hate—a hate so ve-
hement that it caught him unawares, un-
able to believe that he was the instrument 
of so fierce an outburst. I t was as 
though some nomadic spirit were brood-
ing within this room. W a s he being used 
as its tool? Those words had not eman-
ated from his conscious brain. H e had 
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been used, merely, to say them. Almost 
as if he, instead of Brutus, were the 
puppet! 

Wanda ' s agitated cry steadied him. 
"My God, what is that—who is that? 
Myron, don't stand there looking like 
tha t ! Do something, say something!" 

"Don' t be afraid," he said softly. " I t ' s 
nothing to be afraid of. Sit down and 
I'll show you. Then you'll understand, 
and I hope you'll forgive me—" They 
were quiet words, but his heart was 
racing. 

" P u t on the light, Myron. I 'm afraid. 
I tell you, I 'm terribly afraid." 

H e lighted the lamp. "Are you all 
right now?" 

"Yes," she said. "But don't go away. 
Don't leave me. Oh, I 'm so ashamed of 
myself, but I don't seem to be able to 
help it." 

A nervous t remor was upon him. W h y 
was he doing this thing? It pounded at 
him. Wha t mysterious agency was this, 
forcing him on—to what? Wha t was this 
terrifying crisis which lay ahead, like 
some great abyss yawning beyond its 
brink, with him stumbling toward it, un-
able to save himself? 

H e wanted to cry out, "Wanda—save 
us—save us—" But the futility of his 
desire, his inability to execute it, numbed 
and confused him. 

H e heard himself saying soft ly: "Jus t 
a moment Wanda. . ." H e was unlock-
ing and opening the closet door. "You'll 
recognize it—but don't be angry." 

T N quick staccato repetition, the ques-
tion hammered at him now: why was 

he doing this? Why, in Heaven 's name, 
was he doing this to W a n d a ! W a s it 
voluntary, or was he being impelled by 
a force stronger than himself? W a s he 
torturing this girl whom he loved, tor-
turing Iter and getting a sadistic tr iumph 
from his power to frighten her? W h a t 
horror was this, stalking them both! 

Wanda was sitting on the edge of the 
sofa, her soft blue eyes hazy with tears, 
her red lips trembling. As he opened 
the door, showing the malignant, evil-
looking Brutus, she let out a scream of 
frenzied revulsion. 

" I t ' s Brutus ," Myron said softly. " I 
made him. I 'm Myron Collins." 

H e seated the puppet in a large arm 
chair. Wanda glanced at it, shuddering. 
"My God, Myron—don' t bring it here. 
Wha t made you make it ? How could you 
—how could you! I thought it was alive 
for an instant. P u t it back!" She was 
sobbing now and cringing. 

"Don' t be afraid," he said softly. 
"You'll get used to it." H e put it on the 
couch between them. 

She put her hand to her lips to stifle 
the scream of terror. " I can't believe 
you're Myron Collins. I can't believe 
it. I must be dreaming. . . . Take it away! 
Don't let it touch me—it's touching me!" 

Its cloying, sodden hand was upon her 
arm in a rude caress. I t was not a hu-
man caress, yet its palm was resilient. 
Then its hand closed upon her arm. 
Myron was watching quietly, leaning 
forward on the sofa so that he could see 
Wanda. 

"You'll get used to Brutus ," he said 
softly. 

Yet there was a tumult within him, as 
though there were two of him, each at war 
with the other. There rose in him a 
fierce struggle to warn the girl he loved, 
warn her of this mad storm that was go-
ing on within him and over which he had 
lost all control. But the other, his evil 
self, seemed now to be the stronger force. 

"Take it way. Make it stop 1" She was 
tearing at Brutus ' arm, beating its chest 
in her panic. 

A strange light feeling was coming over 
Myron, as though he were floating, per-
haps. The tumult has eased. H e felt as 
though he had left his body—been dis-
possessed perhaps—thrown out of the 
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temple in which he had lived. H e was 
hanging in midair, gazing dazedly at this 
demoniacal debauchery. 

"Take it away! You ' re making it do 
th is! Stop i t—Oh, Myron!" 

I t was forcing her backwards now. Its 
monster face, with set animal greed show-
ing in the pallid lamp light, was bending 
over her. One hand began methodically 
clawing at her soft dress, her hair, in 
harsh rhythmic strokes. I t came closer; 
it seemed to open and shut its mouth 
with a click, yet the lips smacked to-
gether in a sound most horrible. 

~ V | Y R O N ' S hands shook as he gripped 
the puppet 's arm controls, urging it 

with its caresses. Within him, stronger 
than the pity he felt, the strange horrible 
thrill grew more demanding. 

She was fighting desperately now. But 
Brutus had her pinned back on the sofa. 
He r dress was rent down the front. Soft 
silk things were in ribbons and blood 
gushed from the claw-like marks on her 
firm, white breasts. There was blood 
streaming from her arm where the flesh 
was torn away, and her face—stark ter-
ror was written in her eyes. 

Yet now Myron had no impulse to 
make this grisly horror be done. Vaguely 
he wondered what had come over him. 

Wanda was struggling and twitching 
now in agony. The pallid light showed 
her in mortal pain. H e r arm had been 
broken and hung dangling. H e r neck 
was twisted, her eyes goggled and her 
lips moved spasmodically. 

Myron said, "She is dying." Or had 
he uttered it? H e could hear no sound. 

Then, incredible horror, he thought he 
saw Brutus getting to his feet. F rom this 
strange detached place from which he 
was watching, he saw the dummy stagger 
to the door. 

W h y couldn't he think? W h y didn't 
he do something. W h a t in God's name 
was this numbness upon h im! H a d he 

gone m a d ! Had he been mad always! 
Brutus couldn't open a door. Yet he 

was opening it now, his eyes seeming to 
gloat as he turned to face Myron, who 
was sitting stiffly, with eyes staring, mov-
ing with a rhythmic jerk to cover the ex-
posed bleeding breast of the pallid, dying 
Wanda. 

The door closed after Brutus. . . . 
Myron thought, " I ' m dreaming. This 

is a dream. I wasn't clever enough to 
make Brutus walk as well as that. And 
doors were always too difficult for h im—" 
But a dawning, sweeping terror came at 
him. There was a mirror across the 
room. In the pallid light, with the room 
now a gruesome silent tomb, in which 
W a n d a lay dead, Myron saw himself. 

Saw himself? Could that be he—so 
horrible? 

Then what was left of the conscious-
ness of Myron Collins, still housed there 
in that strange form, suddenly departed— 
stricken into a heap of wood and sawdust. 

* * * 

In the dim gaslit hall of the lodging 
house, by the bottom of the stairs, the 
terrified old landlady stood peering. W h a t 
was all that commotion upstairs? 

Then she saw Myron Collins come 
down—his big spare figure walking with 
strange steps that jerked mechanically as 
he fumbled at the front door and went 
out. 

The jerking figure crossed the pave-
ment, walking like an automaton. The 
body of Myron Collins—the suddenly 
dominant, unleashed thing that was 
Brutus, not knowing how to use this hu-
man mechanism, not knowing the mean-
ing of rushing automobiles that could 
kill. . . . 

Is that what it was? 
Brakes screamed. The jerking, weirdly 

stalking figure went down—mangled. 
Myron Collins, or Brutus the puppet? 

W h o shall ever know? 



Something more hellish than a "blow" 
drove those hard-hitting "sandhogs" 
from the Big Bore in frenzied terror. . . . 
Something Chief Engineer Jerry Carter, 
whose first love was that great tunnel 
project, couldn't crush — without the 
help of a fragile girl who braved the 
awful pressure under the river . . . and 
the whip in the hands of Satan's Sister! 

CHAPTER ONE 

Lilith, Lady of Death 

T H E gauge in the wall of the air-
lock showed the "50 lbs" that 
matched the pressure inside the 

tunnel. Dan Ryan, night super of the Big 
Bore, started for the inner gate. His hand 
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lifted to the wheel that would unlock it, 
but the wheel whirled before he could 
touch it. The door burst open, and Ryan 
was swept back by a rush of white-faced, 
gibbering sandhogs. 

A giant Negro, eyes rolling with a 
frenzy of terror, kneed a whimpering 
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Hell's Chief Engineer never designed a torture chamber to equal 
the pit of doom one man made of New York's newest tunnel— 

in this high-pitched terror novelette by Mr. Zagat! 

Hunky out of his way. An Irish pipe-
layer crashed a path for himself with mad 
fists. A Magyar riveter made a battering-
ram of his oilskin-clothed shoulder, and 
Ryan was banged up against the lock's 

opposite wall, his wind knocked out. 
The gate from the Tube was pulled 

shut by frantic hands. A hiss signalled 
that someone had started the slow half-
hour of decompression necessary before 

89 
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anyone could leave for the normal pres-
sure of the outer world without being 
tortured by the dreaded "bends." The 
great steel box was hideous with a clamor 
of wordless shouts, frightened whimper-
ings and shrill invocations to the Deity. 

"Pipe down," Ryan howled, getting his 
breath. "Pipe down you mugs," and re-
inforced the order with blistering oaths. 
" W h a t is i t? What ' s sent you yellow-
bellies skyhootin' in here like scutterin' 
ra ts?" 

They goggled at him as if he spoke an 
alien tongue. " I s it a break?" Ryan de-
manded, and knew at once that it could 
not be any sudden inrush of river silt that 
had sent into the lock this tidal wave of 
frightened men. He 'd worked with them 
too long, knew their breed too well, to 
really think that any of the usual forms 
which danger takes in the under-river 
workings could so grey their lips and 
dilate their pupils, and set the small mus-
cles twitching in their mud-masked faces. 

If the Tube's iron walls were buckling, 
if some "blow" in the Bore's metal armor 
had reduced pressure and let river mud 
and water come in upon them, they would 
be in there battling it with a fine coordina-
tion of brawn and muscle and brain. They 
were tunnel-men, hard-headed, hard-
bodied, hard-living and hard-dying. Never, 
as long as there was any hope of staving 
off disaster would they run. If all hope 
were gone, they would try to escape, but 
it was incredible that, even then, they 
should flee in this manner, their faces 
glistening with the cold sweat of fear. 

They gaped at Ryan, soundless gasps 
in their throats, and Ryan's own skin 
crawled with the contagion of the name-
less terror he read in their eyes. 

"You, Jon ," he growled, his horny 
fingers hooking into the collar of Jon 
Wencslaw's leather coat, wet and mud-
slimed. "Wha t ' s gone wrong? Speak up, 
damn you!" Ryan shook the burly Pole 
with a viciousness born of wrath at his 

own reasonless panic, shook some modi-
cum of sense back into the crew fore-
man 's pallid visage, shook a gurgle of 
speech out of him. 

"Ees in dere, da Devil's Virgin," came 
the amazing words. "She ees take Dinny 
Mara, an da rest of us run before she 
take us all." 

An icy pucker tightened the skin across 
the back of Dan Ryan 's shoulders. T h e 
tale of the Devil's Virgin is whispered 
wherever human moles burrow through 
towering mountains, or under city streets, 
or beneath the turgid flood of mighty 
rivers. More beautiful than a hundred 
poets can tell, she is, and more evil than 
Satan, her brother, by the same measure 
that a bad woman is worse than the worst 
of men. Seeing her face, no man can re-
sist her. Nor can any man live, having 
seen her, and the manner in which he 
dies is such as would make the Grand 
Inquisitor himself ill with pity. So dread-
ful a being is the Devil's Virgin that H e 
who permits Lucifer to roam the earth 
has forbidden her its surface, and that is 
why she is known only to the men who 
delve into the Plutonian realms. 

" R E C A L L I N G this legend, a shudder 
ran through Dan Ryan's great f rame, 

and his lips blenched. Then those same 
lips were snarling. "You ' re crazy, Jon 
Wencslaw. You ' re blithering mad." 

" H e ain't crazy, Mistah Ryan," Black 
Jeff interposed. "She is in dah." Jeff 
could tie a crowbar into a knot with his 
bare hands, and there was none born of 
woman whom Jeff Adams feared. "She 
sho is." But now his face was a sickly 
green, his eyes big as saucers, and his 
teeth chattered audibly. " W e seen her 
come right froo de Headin ' Shield, an' 
we run. But Dinny, he look back at her, 
an' he turned aroun' an' went to her. H e 
wuz de on'y one dat seen her ful l—" 

" W h a t you saw was the grey spray of 
a blow, you blithering idiots," Dan Ryan 



LILITH—DEEP LADY OF DEATH 91 

broke in. "And Dinny was the only one 
with guts enough to try to plug the leak 
before the whole river fills the tunnel. 
You left him to fight it alone—Lift that 
pressure, you white-livered rats. Lift it 
back to fifty so's we can get back in and 
help him." 

The gauge was already down to forty-
four, and it must go back up to fifty, or 
when the lock gate was opened, the conse-
quent lessening of the push of air against 
the weight of the river might be just 
enough to let the shield blow in, and the 
silt of the river bottom a f t e r it, and the 
river itself, and months of labor would be 
obliterated. Months of labor and the life 
of a black-haired, ox-shouldered Irish boy 
with a never fading grin and the fighting 
heart of Brian Boru. 

"Lif t the pressure," Dan Ryan bawled 
again. 

A beetle-browed Slovak reached for 
the switch handle to obey him, but the 
Slovak's hand was batted away. 

"No , " a voice f rom the back of the 
lock shouted. "We ' re not opening the 
gate. We ' r e not letting her get at us." 

"Lif t the pressure," Ryan bellowed, and 
then he was charging through the press 
of fear-crazed sandhogs, shoe and knee 
and iron fists crunching on bodies, batter-
ing them out of his way. 

H e reached the switch, sliced it over. 
H e jerked its handle-lever out of its socket 
and was laying about him with the flash-
ing, murderous hammer of brass. It 
cleared a space about him and held that 
space clear while the gauge-needle that 
had been dropping, quivered and started 
to climb again. To forty-six it climbed, 
and to forty-seven, while the great bulk of 
Dan Ryan guarded the switch, his mas-
sive head thrust forward on that bull's 
neck of his, his black eyes slitted and 
furious. T o forty-eight and forty-nine the 
needle climbed, and to fifty, and then 
Ryan was moving to the inner gate of the 
lock, flinging it open. 

Dan Ryan lurched out of the lock into 
the tunnel, roaring, "Come on you yellow 
scuts." He didn't wait to see if they fol-
lowed him, but heaved into a run. 

A clanging crash reverberated behind 
him. Ryan looked back over his shoulder 
and gave voice to an oath that would have 
seared his tongue were it not made of 
asbestos, for that clang had been the sound 
of the lock-gate closing, and he was alone 
in the great Tube. He flung the switch 
handle at the great metal plate with a 
snarling, "Here , you gutless pups!" and 
ran on toward the head of the Bore. 

The Big Tube through which he ran 
was weird as some minor hell, a huge, 
iron-walled pipe alive with grotesque 
shadows and with the throbbing pulse of 
the air-pumps that held the river out of it. 

The pressure of fifty pounds to the 
square inch squeezed the water out of the 
air, so that the Tunnel was filled with a 
thick, steamy fog, stifling the light of the 
naked electric bulbs hanging overhead. 
The water dripped f rom the wet-black, 
arced ceiling, and dribbled down the 
curved iron walls. The water lay in 
glistening pools between the rails on which 
stood trains of little dumpcars loaded with 
mud and silt from the Shield that was the 
cutting head of the Tube which nosed day 
and night, night and day, out under the 
river, four feet each twenty-four hours. 

Ryan 's great chest labored with the 
breathing of the thick air, and despite the 
damp chill, sweat bathed his brow and his 
back and chest as he ran. The thump of 
his running boots echoed hollow and re-
sonant in the tunnel, and the pulse of the 
pumps throbbed against his ears, and 
about him tiny leaks in the airlines hissed 
like a million snakes, yet a strange, weird 
hush seemed to possess the Tunnel. 

It was not only that the clangor of steel 
on steel was missing, and the deafening 
chatter of the riveting guns, the scrape 
of shovels and the rumbling of the dump 
car trains and all the other noises that had 
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resounded here, for so many months. 
There seemed to be another silence here, 
underlying the silence of sounds missing, 
a curious, taut hush as if the Tunnel it-
self bated breath with dread of something 
that had come into it, something alien and 
evil. 

Icy fingers closed on Dan Ryan's heart 
as he ran on, the shadows about him slug-
gish, his legs sluggish as though plough-
ing through some invisible, miasmic fluid. 
H e seemed to have run endless miles, but 
it seemed still endless miles to the Head 
of the Tube where Dinny Mara was fight-
ing alone to plug some blow in the Shield. 

T ^ H E N Dan Ryan went past a pile of 
cement bags and saw the Shield, the 

great circular steel wall divided into com-
partments where the men who cowered in 
the lock, far back, should be working. 
The Shield was netted by a maze of rub-
ber tubes and lead pipes, but it was whole, 
no sign of a break in it, or of a blow. 

In the muck and mire of the Tunnel 's 
floor beneath the Shield. Ryan saw the 
tools the men had dropped in their panic, 
and there he saw Dinny Mara. 

I t must be Dinny Mara, but there was 
nothing about the torn and awful thing 
that slopped in a pool of rusted, stinking 
water like a caught fish, that could prove 
it to have been Dinny. Faceless it was, 
its flesh shredded, its limbs crushed so 
that they seemed never to have been 
centred by bones. That which enabled it 
to lift and splash down and lift again, 
grotesquely, was not life at all, but some 
awful animation of a dead thing that even 
Death rejected. 

Ryan froze for a horrible moment, star-
ing at it, and most horrible of all that 
moment was a word that croaked f rom 
the gory, featureless mask. A name. 
"Lilith." 

There was neither agony in the sound 
of the name, nor a curse, but a strange, 
inexplicable yearning. And then that f rom 

which it came dropped down with a rusty 
splash, and was still. 

Dan Ryan went to his knee beside the 
horror that once had been Dinny Mara, 
and he saw that Dinny was dead. Ryan 's 
hand lifted to cross himself, his grey lips 
forming to the first word of a prayer for 
a soul that had passed. But Ryan 's hand 
never made the sign of the cross, nor did 
a syllable of prayer pass his numbed lips. 

His eyes, lifting to the Father , had 
found a green shimmer all about him, as 
if the Tunnel were filled, abruptly, with 
the green brine of the sea. Through it 
the cast-iron wall of the Bore and the steel 
loom of the Shield wavered blurrily. 

Ryan's breath caught in his throat, for 
fear that, if he inhaled, it would be water 
he would draw into his lungs, and almost 
he felt the cold caress of the water against 
his skin. 

And then there was a silvery glint in 
the green, and the languid undulation of a 
great fish's scaly tail. It trailed great 
streamers of seaweed black as night, and 
through the weaving black masses gleamed 
the whiteness of the fish's bel ly—No! 

Not of a fish's belly! That pallid gleam 
in the wavering, watery light had the 
shape of a human abdomen, and hal f -
hidden by a streaming mantle of black 
hair, Dan Ryan saw the pearly sheen of 
a woman's breasts, full-rounded and vir-
ginal. The swan-curve of a woman's neck 
formed out of the green light, and above 
it was a woman's face. 

Framed in a cascade of raven locks, a 
mouth damask-red and sensuous smiled at 
Dan Ryan, a smile secret and enticing. 
F rom under a high, white forehead 
lustrous, dark eyes promised him such de-
lights as words never have been devised 
to describe. 

Arms of whitest alabaster lifted, throw-
ing back the ebon curtain of hair and un-
veiling all the wonder of her. The arms 
stretched out to Dan Ryan, calling him 
to their embrace. 
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Dan Ryan rose, heart hammering his 
chest, blood in his veins hot with desire, 
all the world blotted from his mind, only 
passion alive within him. H e started to 
the woman, her voluptuous smile wel-
coming him. Something caught his ankle, 
tangling it. H e glanced down—saw that 
it was a boneless leg that had caught him, 
the crushed leg oj Dinny Mara! 

An oath ripped from Ryan's white lips. 
Then he leaped for the woman-fish, his 
hands clenched into fists, the fists flailing 
at her. 

A white flash of light met him, blind-
ing. Dan Ryan screamed, the sound of it 
high and shrill and agonized. . . . 

CHAPTER T W O 

The Virgin's Lash 

T H H E embrasure of the window was 
deep enough for Diane Forbes and 

Jer ry Carter to stand within it and be cut 
off by the curtains behind them from the 
chatter of the crowded room. Carter 's 
arm was around the slim, warm body of 
his sweetheart, and the fragrance of her 
tawny locks was in his nostrils and his 
heart beat strong with his love for her. 

" I t ' s good to be alone with you," Diane 
murmured, the tiny oval of her face a 
glimmer in the dimness. 

The smile on Carter 's big-boned face 
was a little bitter. " S o you say. But you 
insist on dragging me to a brawl like this, 
where we've got to sneak off to be alone, 
the first night in a week that I 've been 
able to get away from the Tunnel. You 
make me dress up like a monkey in a cir-
cus." His stalwart shoulders wriggled 
uneasily within the black stricture of his 
tuxedo. "And choke myself with a 
starched coHar, to show me off to a bunch 
of nincompoops who never did an honest 
day's work in their lives." 

"You ' re a big boob, Je r ry ." On her 
petal-like lips the epithet was an endear-
ment. "Darling, it 's these nincompoops 

who are responsible for the tunnels and 
bridges you design, and—" 

"The devil it is," Carter growled. 
"Maybe they finance them, but it 's the 
huskies who build them, the bohunks like 
Jon Wencslaw, and the two-fisted, devil-
be-damned micks like Dan Ryan and 
Dinny Mara. Look!" H e drew her closer 
to the window, so that she could look out 
into the night, out and down from this 
sixteenth story aerie to where the river 
was a wide, black ribbon moireed with 
gold, far below. "See, down there where 
that spangle of lights is clustered, that 's 
where the Tunnel is being built, not in 
this perfumed penthouse with its pow-
dered beldames and its paunched, pouch-
eyed captains of high finance. I wouldn't 
give the little finger of one of my sand-
hogs for the whole mess of tycoons and 
vapid, glass-eyed playboys you chase 
around with." 

Against his sturdy young bulk, Diane 
was a fairy sprite in silver and gauze, 
a nymph spun from the stuff of d reams; 
the downy bloom of a peach on her soft 
cheek and her hazel eyes aglow with pride 
in the brawn and brains of her man. "Oh, 
there's something to be said for them, 
Jerry. Most of them have fought hard 
for what they have—" 

" H o w have they fought? Wi th stocks 
and bonds and ticker tape, cheating and 
swindling one another, the best liar and 
biggest thief the winner. And when 
they've won, they go soft . There 's a man 
down there, where those red sparks show 
on a black bulk, over near the other 
shore just north of where the line of the 
Tunnel runs. Elkan Pond. H e invented 
a dozen of the devices out of which your 
tycoons made their fortunes. He ' s an old 
man now, past eighty, but is he prancing 
around in a white shirt, and black tails? 
No. He ' s down on the bed of the river 
every day, in a new sort of diving ma-
chine he's devised, doing the thing that 
every small boy dreams of, hunting for 
buried treasure. A bullion-carrying fr igate 
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was sunk somewhere out there, during the 
Revolution, and he's searching for it. H e 
won't find it, of course, but look at the 
fun he's having—" 

" F u n ! " Diane interrupted. " I think he's 
pitiful. I know about him. H e never 
married, never had a woman to love, a 
child to cherish. He ' s had nothing, all his 
life, except his inventions and his—" A 
discreet cough, just outside the curtains, 
cut her off. And then they were apart, 
turning to a grey-faced man in the livery 
of a butler. 

" I beg your pardon, Mr . Carter ," the 
latter said. "But there is a telephone ~ 
message for you. relayed from Miss 
Forbes ' home. I t seems that there is some 
trouble at the Tunnel, sir, and your 
presence is required." 

"The devil!" Carter exclaimed. " I 
wonder what—" H e wheeled back to the 
window, peered out. " I t ' s not a blow, I 
don't see any bubbles coming up. But 
Dan Ryan wouldn't call me if it wasn't 
serious. Sorry, chicken, I'll have to go." 

" I ' m going with you," Diane exclaimed, 
and then she was running to keep pace 
with Jer ry ' s long-legged strides, running 
through a swirl of tail-coated men and 
their jewel-bedizened, pillow-bosomed 
mates. 

\ T A X I roared into the flood-lighted 
- ^ y a r d at the Shafthead of the Tunnel, 
braked to a screeching stop. I ts door 
slammed open and Jer ry Carter leaped 
f rom it, his black tie askew, his blond 
hair ruffled. " W a i t here," he snapped at 
Diane, flung a bill at the hackman and 
pounded through a row of ambulances 
toward a cluster of blue-uniformed police-
men who stood somehow dazedly around 
the door to the building where the elevator 
platform of the airlock entrance to the 
Big Bore came to the surface. 

One of the cops grabbed him. " W h e r e 
d'you think you're goin', guy?" the of-
ficer grunted. 

" In there!" Carter growled. "I 've got 
to—" 

"The hell you are. There ' s trouble 
enough without any sightseers—" 

"Sightseer, hell," Carter barked. " I 'm 
the chief engineer, here. What ' s gone 
wrong, man?" 

" I dunno—" 
Carter broke the fellow's grip, lunged 

away f rom him and into the Shaf t House. 
There were more cops here, and a num-
ber of white-suited hospital internes. The 
latter were bending over a row of men 
who writhed on the floor, blood stream-
ing from their mouths and noses and eye-
sockets, their muscles jerking spasmodic-
ally. 

"The bends!" Jer ry exclaimed. " W h a t 
on ea r th—" H e saw a pump-tender, 
grabbed him. "Fogar ty , " he yelled. 
"Wha t ' s coming off here ?" 

Bill Fogarty stared at him with horror-
stricken eyes. "God knows, Chief. T h e 
whole damn night shift got caught in the 
lock when the pressure went off. Less 
than a minute's decompression they had, 
instead of a half-hour, and—" 

"The pressure went? How did that 
happen ?" 

"Main-line valve to the lock went out, 
and I can't see how. I — " 

"The Tunnel !" W a s the Bore filled 
with water? " H o w — " 

"Tunnel pressure is all r ight." Fogar ty 
jabbed a shaking finger at the largest of 
a bank of gauges on a near wall. "Steady 
at fifty." 

"Then what the devil were the boys do-
ing in the lock? They weren't due out 
til l—" 

Carter cut off as brutal fingers dug in-
to his shoulder. H e twisted to a gorilla-
jawed man with the gold-braided cap of 
a police captain. "You ' re Carter, in charge 
here, ain't you ?" the latter demanded. 

" I ' m the chief engineer in charge of 
construction. Yes." 

"Then you're under arrest. F o r crim-
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inal negligence. But it will be man-
slaughter if any of these lugs die. They—" 
Jerry jerked from his hold, dropped to 
a twitching, gore-masked giant at his feet. 

"Chief ," had croaked from the bloody 
mouth. "Chief." It would have taken 
more than a grip on his shoulder to hold 
Carter f rom him. 

"Yes, Jeff ," he murmured. " W h a t ? " 
"Dan Ryan's still in de Bore," the tor-

tured Negro moaned. "An '—an ' some-
thin' terrible's happened to him. W e — 
he hollered we was yaller, an' some on us 
fought 'twill we got de gate open to go 
after him. W e heard him scream an '— 
whoof—dey wasn't no mo' pressure an ' 
de gate slam' shut on us, an '—" A gush 
of blood f rom his writhing mouth drowned 
the rest. 

The captain dragged Carter to his feet 
by his arm. "You ' re under arrest ," he re-
peated. " F o r criminal—" 

"Negligence," Je r ry grunted. "You 
said that before." And then he was yelling 
to an interne. "Doc. You got to get 
these boys into the medical lock and send 
the pressure up to fifty again, force the 
nitrogen back into their blood. There 's 
one out in the ya rd—" 

"Yeah, buddy," the young medico in-
terrupted. " W e know. W e got a half-
dozen of them in there now, and that 's 
all it will hold." Over his shoulder Jer ry 
saw the elevator platform come up 
through the floor. Cops on it had a half-
dozen more sandhogs flung over their 
shoulders. 

"This is the last," one of the cops 
yelled. 

"And the rest of the boys will have to 
take their chance," the interne finished. 
"If their hearts are strong enough we may 
pull them through—" 

"May isn't good enough," Carter 
snarled, and twisted to the captain. 
"Listen," he grated. "We 've got to get 
the big lock working again so we can put 
the men back in. I 'm going down—" 

"The hell you are," the officer grunted. 
" O u r emergency crew will work on the 
lock, but you're going to a nice, quiet cell, 
mister." 

"All r ight," Carter responded, his tone 
ominously low and even. "All right. But 
there's something else to be attended to. 
There 's a man still in the tunnel. You've 
got to send some one in there to get him 
out." 

"We'l l do that when we get the lock 
fixed. I 'm not going to send any of my 
men in there to—" Carter 's fist crashed 
the rest of the sentence back between the 
officer's teeth. Then Jer ry had jerked 
free, was leaping past the elevator shaft-
head. A square, black hole gaped in the 
floor here. As Carter jumped for this, 
feet first, he heard a cop yell, "The man's 
a maniac—grab him ! He ' s crazy!" 

His legs, his hands, caught the side-
pieces of the vertical ladder that went 
down into the darkness, two hundred and 
fifty feet to the level of the Big Bore, an 
emergency exit against failure of the 
elevator. 

T T E H A D no intention of letting Dan 
^ ^ Ryan, who had scrcamed in agony, 
wait till fumbling police mechanics had 
found the flaw in the lock pump-line and 
adjusted it. 

Down the ladder Je r ry Carter slid, 
friction burning his hands, fraying the 
black broadcloth of his dress trousers. 
Down he went into a Stygian darkness, 
into damp, dripping chill, while above him 
shouts broke out and faded. And then he 
dropped into light again, the light of the 
space into which the lock opened. 

T h e impact jarred Carter away f rom 
the ladder, flung him down into trampled, 
noisome muck. The last trace of dapper-
ness was gone when he staggered to his 
feet again, his tuxedo, his once-white 
shirt-bosom dripping mud, his starched 
collar a muddy, limp rag about his neck. 

The outer gate of the airlock gaped 
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open. Carter leaped through it, slammed 
the portal shut. Wi th hasty but sure 
fingers he pulled down the iron dogs that 
would hold it shut against anything short 
of an oxy-acetylene torch. The meddling 
cops would play hell reaching the lock. 

H e wanted only enough time to get into 
the Tunnel and find Dan Ryan. The 
fault in the air line couldn't be located 
and repaired before he'd be back, and so 
he wasn't harming the sandhogs any. 
When he brought Dan out he'd let the 
cops take him away. Meantime they 
couldn't get at him. 

There was a way by which the cops 
could by-pass the big lock, a smaller, 
emergency lock, with a battery-operated 
pump of its own. Carter grinned humor-
lessly, thinking how little apt any tunnel-
man would be to tell them of this, and 
went across to the other gate. 

The switch-handle was gone. That 
didn't matter. It wouldn't be any use 
anyway. But Carter 's heart sank as he 
sighted the gauge beside it, the needle 
against the pin at zero. He 'd had no time 
to think of that, no time to realize that 
with the pumps inoperative he could not 
get out into the Tunnel. 

The air-pressure in here was normal, 
sixteen pounds to the square inch, and 
that in the Tunnel fifty. The difference, 
thirty-four pounds, lay against every 
square inch of the inner gate, holding it 
shut. The gate measured six feet by three. 
Its area was more than two and a half 
thousand square inches, and so to open it 
Carter must move a weight of over for ty 
tons! 

His hands threw out sidewise, in a 
gesture of despair. 

H e spun around to go back, to open 
the outer gate and take the chance that 
the police would listen to him, that they 
would let him go through the emergency 
lock and bring Dan Ryan out. A small 
chance it was, when they thought he was 
insane, but it was the only—-

He stumbled over something, went 
down to his knees. It was an electric 
drill, dropped here by some sandhog who'd 
clung to it till the out-gush of air had 
caught him. Carter snatched it up, 
jumped erect. He reached overhead to the 
single bulb that illuminated the interior of 
the lock. 

The glass burned his fingers, but he 
gritted his teeth and twisted it. Darkness, 
velvet and impenetrable, closed in. Carter 
finished unscrewing the bulb, replaced it 
with the plug attached to the long feed-
wire of the drill. Then he groped back 
to the inner gate, set the drill's bit against 
the steel, and thumbed the trigger-switch 
that set the drill whining. 

T ^ H E bit bored into the steel, and its 
whine bored into Jer ry Carter 's brain, 

and its breast plate vibrated against his 
chest, while the thick blackness thumbed 
his eyes. Then there was a sharp hiss 
above the whine of the drill, hiss of air 
forcing in past the bit, and he pulled the 
bit out of the hole he had made. 

The hiss rose to a scream as air under 
fifty pounds pressure squeezed into the 
lock through that small hole. The black-
ness became something tangible now, 
something weighty and alive. It squeezed 
Je r ry Carter 's chest. It bound his brow 
with an iron band and set his ears ring-
ing. H e gasped with the pressure that was 
heightening three and four times as fast 
as it should for his safety, and his heart 
hammered at his ribs as though it would 
crash through them. 

Gasping, shaken by the pounding of his 
heart, the iron band squeezing his skull, 
Carter planted his legs firmly on the floor 
of the lock and his shoulder against the 
gate, and exerted every last bit of his 
strength in a shove that would open the 
gate at the earliest split-second the equal-
izing pressure within and without would 
permit. H e was thankful that the amount 
of air taken f rom the Tunnel, required to 
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fill the lock to f if ty pounds, would not 
endanger the Shield. 

Af ter awhile the steel wall started to 
move, and then, as air gusted in through 
the slit between its edge and its jamb, it 
flew open, and Carter was plunging 
through it, running headlong toward the 
Shield at the edge of the Big Bore, while 
the door clanged shut again behind him. 

"Dan ," he yelled. "Dan R y a n ! " Only 
the echoes of his own shout answered him, 
" D a n ! " he yelled. . . . 

Something was moving there in the fog 
ahead of him. Something white—a swirl 
of the fog caught in the dim light of the 
infrequent overhead bulbs? No. Whi te r 
it was than the fog, and edged with black, 
and there was about it an aura of menace. 
Jer ry Carter slowed, came to a stop as it 
formed more completely out of the haze. 

It was a woman who stood there in the 
tunnel, awaiting him. A woman cloaked 
in lustrous black tresses that cascaded to 
her knees, but otherwise not clothed at 
all. H e r tiny feet were pink and perfect 
on the wet-black floor of the tunnel, the 
skin of her white legs were satin. The in-
curve of her hips was velvet to the eye, 
and a torch to set fire to the blood of a 
man. The curve of her breasts was a song 
of ultimate passion. He r face was 
shadowed by the shadow of her hair, but 
Je r ry Carter knew that there were moist, 
red lips in that shadow, lips half-parted 
and the tip of a pink tongue. . . . 

The white, slim fingers of the woman 
held the handle of a whip, and the lash 
of the whip hung sinuous along the pale 
whiteness of her thighs. H e r thighs 
blushed with the pulse of the blood be-
neath their transparent, blue-veined skin, 
and the blood of Jer ry Carter answered 
that pulse, and the fire that was in his 
blood burned all thought and all honor 
f rom his bra in; all thought of Dan Ryan, 
and of the sweet Diane who was his be-
trothed. 

The hand of the woman rose and beck-

oned Jer ry Carter, the lash of her whip 
hanging sinuous f rom it. Somewhere 
within him. deep within him, a warning 
whisper said to him, "Beware ! This is 
the Devil's Virgin, this is Lilith," but he 
did not hear the whisper. His legs water-
weak with desire, he went to her, and as 
he neared her the lash she held rose above 
her head. 

H e was near her now, near enough to 
reach for her, and his hand came up to 
grasp her. The whiplash whistled, slash-
ing down. It slashed Jerry Carter 's hand, 
grooving his fingers with red. 

The woman laughed; her laugh the sil-
very trill of running water in a dark 
cave; and the whistling lash slashed across 
Jerry 's face, cutting deep into his cheek. 
The woman laughed, and the Big Bore 
took up her laughs, echoing and reechoing 
them till it seemed that a thousand imps 
laughed in the dim fog of the iron-lined 
Tunnel under the river. H e r whip slashed 
across Je r ry Carter 's mouth and across his 
brow. His face was bathed with his blood 
and he saw her through a red haze, her 
white curves glinting through a cascade 
of raven hair. 

C H A P T E R T H R E E 

The Metal Monster 

I T ' R O M the taxi where Jer ry Carter had 
left her, Diane Forbes heard sudden 

shouts inside the timbered building into 
which her lover had vanished. And then 
a gruff roar came clear and distinct. "Stop 
h im! Stop that Carter if you've got to 
put a bullet into him. He 's a homicidal 
maniac bent on wrecking the tunnel!" 

" N o ! " the word choked in Diane's 
throat, and then she was out of the taxi, 
was running across the flood-lighted yard, 
was being swept into the Shaft House by 
a surge of the police who'd been standing 
around its door. Inside, a burly officer 
with bleeding lips was bellowing com-
mands into a boiling confusion, and blood-
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spattered men writhed on a muck-
scummed floor, and white-clad internes 
moved imperturbably through the tumult. 
But Jerry Carter was nowhere to be seen. 

Diane was thrown out of the rush of 
cops like a bit of flotsam thrust out of an 
eddy. She stood there, hand to breast, eyes 
wide. In that clamor no one seemed to 
notice the white-faced girl in her misty 
gown f rom whose chiffon and silver per-
fect shoulders rose, as though Venus once 
more was being born out of whispering, 
moon-touched sea-foam. 

The police were pouring down into a 
square, black hole in the floor, and others 
were crowding on to the platform of a 
cageless elevator that creaked and car-
ried them down out of sight. A man in 
a wet rubber coat and a wide-brimmed 
rubber hat was passing her and Diane rec-
ognized him as Bill Fogarty, to whom 
Jer ry once had proudly introduced her. 

She snatched at Fogarty 's sleeve. " W h y 
do they want to shoot Je r ry? W h y do 
they think he's a madman?" she gasped. 

" H e slugged a cop." The man grinned, 
turning to her. " A n ' faith, no Irishman 
coulda done it bet ter—But he's not crazy, 
except with the frenzy to save a man in 
the Tunnel. . . . And what brought you 
here, Miss Forbes?" 

"Where is J e r ry?" the girl demanded, 
ignoring the question. " W h e r e — " 

Fogar ty shrugged. " H e went down be-
low, like a streak, an' they're goin' down 
after him. They—" H e checked as a 
hollow, faraway shout came out of the 
elevator shaft. 

The shaft funneled words clear and dis-
tinct to the surface. " H e ' s not in the 
lock. He 's gone through into the tunnel, 
an he's fixed this damn door so's we 
can't go in after him." 

And then, just as distinct, the gruff 
voice of the police captain Jerry had 
slugged; "Send the Emergency Squad 
down to burn the door in." 

"You can't do that, cap," another voice 

protested. "If the door f rom the lock 
into the tunnel is open, it will vent the 
pressure and let in the river." 

"Then you guys wait right here, in 
case he tries a rush out, while we get the 
lock fixed. He 's a menace to humanity— 
so shoot to kill if he fights." 

Fogar ty ' s grin was tight-lipped and 
snarling. "They'll do just that ," he 
grunted. "Hardshell Gannon and his 
bunch of uniformed plug-uglies. The 
toughest bunch of cops on the force, they 
are. They got that way fighting the water-
front gorillas, and they don't know when 
a man's crazy with coke—or just tough. 
But the Chief 's safe enough as long as 
he stays in the Tunnel. Hardboiled as 
they are, they ain't hard enough to tackle 
the heavy air in the Bore." H e started 
across to the switch-pumps under the 
bank of gauges. "I ' l l just see that it stays 
at f if ty—" The sentence wheezed into a 
gasp, and the pump-man was gaping at 
the big central gauge, his lips graying. 

" W h a t is i t?" Diane exclaimed. 
His arm jerked up, pointed to the 

gauge. " I t ' s hit the Big Bore itself now. 
Look!" 

Diane looked and saw that the needle 
on that gauge was moving, already it 
was at forty-eight, was dropping to forty-
seven, slowly, inexorably. It touched the 
forty-seven mark— 

Fogar ty leaped to the switches for 
which he started, was checking them with 
shaking fingers, as if to assure himself 
by touch that they were really closed, was 
listening to the throb, throb of the great 
pumps. "Noth ing wrong here," he 
groaned. "But the air's goin' out of the 
Tunnel ." 

Carter had told Diane enough of the 
mechanics of high-pressure work for her 
to know what that meant. She reached the 
pump-man, twitched at his sleeve. " T h e 
river will break into the Tunnel and 
Jer ry will be killed. You've got to stop 
it ." 
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Fogar ty turned to her, his nostrils flar-
ing, his eyes dead. " I can't stop it. No-
body can stop it soon enough to save the 
Chief." 

"Then we've got to warn Jer ry ." 
" H o w ? The 'phone's are down there in 

the compartment where those cops are. 
They'll hear us calling him, an' they'll be 
ready—" 

"That ' s right. But look, Fogarty. Didn' t 
Jer ry once show me an emergency lock 
separate f rom die other ? If someone goes 
in through that, and tells Jerry about the 
police—" 

"Yeah. But I 've got to stay here an ' 
keep these pumps goin', best as I can, 
an' with the rest of the crew laid out, 
there's nobody else—" 

"Of course there is." Diane glanced up 
at the gauge. The needle was down to for-
ty-six. "There ' s me." 

" Y o u ! " the tunnel-man gasped. "You 
wouldn't dare go where them tough cops 
are afraid to risk their skins. Your life 
wouldn't be worth a wax-candle in hell—" 

" I t would be worth less than that to me 
if anything happens to Jerry . Quick. Tell 
me how to work the emergency lock." 

The pump-man's eyes were wide with 
admiration. "By gorry ," he exclaimed. " I 
believe you mean it." And then he was 
snatching a set of oilskins f rom a peg. 
" H e r e ! These belong to one of the water 
boys on the day shift. Get into them while 
I tell you. . ." 

And then in hurried, crisp syllables he 
was giving her directions. . . . 

' T W O hundred and fifty feet down in 
the bowels of the Ear th , brute-jawed 

cops watched the airlock gate with drawn 
guns while others scurried about with all 
manner of tools, lashed by the blistering 
tongue of Hardshell Gannon to hasten in 
locating the trouble with the air-line pipes. 
They were too busy, those cops, to pay 
any attention to the boyish form in oil-
skins too big for it that stole out of the 

shadows where the ladder f rom the sur-
face ended, and slid unobtrusively along 
a dripping wall, and merged with the 
shadows behind the great air pipes that 
writhed down from above, throbbing with 
the throb of the pumps Bill Fogar ty 
tended. 

Diane stared into the dimness behind 
the great, throbbing pipes, and she saw 
the rivet-studded small door in a con-
crete wall for which she searched. Her 
slender fingers came out of a flapping 
slicker sleeve and twisted the clamp that 
held that door shut. 

For an instant Diane stared into the 
lightless, grease-pungent hole thus re-
vealed, and a sob pulsed in her throat. 
Then she went into the hole, and pulled 
the door shut behind her, and groped for 
the dogs Fogar ty had said would be on 
its inner surface. The dogs slipped into 
their catches, locking her into the black-
ness that was narrow and silent as a 
grave. 

Diane's hand trailed along cold metal, 
came to a tumbler switch and threw it. 
There was the whir of a starting motor, 
and a throb, somewhere in the dark and a 
hiss of incoming air that pulsed in rhythm 
with the throbbing. 

She had only to wait, now, till a click 
ahead would tell her that the air in this 
gravelike box had reached the density of 
the air in the Tunnel and the way to 
Je r ry was open for her. Only to wait, 
doing nothing, but that waiting in the 
dark would be long and terrible. 

A T H O U S A N D fiends laughed at Je r ry 
Carter, and all about him was the hiss 

of the woman's lash. Through the haze 
of the blood that streamed f rom the cuts 
the lash made, he could see only her white, 
and voluptuous body, only her laughing 
lips, moist and red and desirous. 

Carter snatched at the whip, growling. 
If he could grasp it, if he could tear it 
f rom her, he could get his hands on her, 
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and drag her to him. The lash was a 
knife slicing his fingers, cutting his 
fingers, cutting his clothes into rags, pick-
ing the rags away. Already his coat was 
gone, and his shirt hung in ribbons, and 
the whip-tip was flicking his skin. 

Jerry stumbled into the whirr of the 
whip, trying to reach the white luscious-
ness of her who wielded it. H e was aware 
of no pain but only of the heat of the fire 
within him that her nearness kindled, and 
always the gap between them remained 
the same as she retreated, always almost 
within his reach, and always just beyond 
it. 

And always the woman laughed, and the 
long Tunnel took up her laugh and turned 
it into the laughing of a myriad tiny imps. 
Half naked now, Jer ry Carter heard that 
laughter, and it was like the gurgle of 
water, and the hiss of the whip was like 
air hissing into the Tunnel. 

Coldness, a spray of cold water, struck 
his face and washed the blood f rom his 
eyes. The spray jetted from a seam in 
the Tunnel's iron wall! A blow! 

Carter grabbed with both hands for the 
whirring lash, and it cut his hands, but 
he held it. He jerked it free and he 
sprang. But the woman shrieked and 
whirled awav, and was gone; into the fog 
of the Bore or into the nothingness from 
which she had come, he could not tell. 

He could not tell, and he did not care. 
H e whirled back to that white jet that 
hissed into the Tunnel, and he saw that 
in the split-second since his first glimpse 
of it, it had widened. The whole unim-
aginable weight of the river above was be-
hind that thin spout of water. The whole 
force of the river was plucking at the 
jointure of iron plates where the water 
came through, was tearing it asunder. 

I t must be stopped! Before the seam 
opened and a plate was ripped loose, and 
an unstoppable breach was made in the 
Tunnel 's defense against the river. 

Carter glanced around. H e saw one of 

the piles of sandbags that were placed all 
along the Bore for just this eventuality. 
He leaped to this and had one of the bags 
in his arms, and was staggering back to 
the blow. H e heaved the bag against the 
place where the water spurted in. There 
was a gurgle, and silence . . , and then 
the bag was moving back like a thing 
alive and the water whose force moved it, 
was spurting in again. 

But Carter had another bag in his arms 
by then. H e fell with it beside the first 
one. His feet caught and braced them-
selves against the edge of a rail, and his 
shoulder braced against the two bags. His 
lacerated body, the rags of its finery flut-
tering from it, arced with the taunting of 
all its muscles. Little by little the bags 
moved back to the Tunnel wall and closed 
the breach in it. 

Jerry Carter had made a bulwark 
against the invading river out of his body, 
out of its bones and its muscles. But the 
monstrous force of the river pressed 
against the bags his body held in place, 
and Carter knew that his muscles, that 
no human muscles, could for long hold 
those bags where they must be held if the 
Tunnel were to be saved. 

T T E M U S T build a buttress of sand-
bags. The sandbags were within his 

sight, but beyond his reach. H e couldn't 
get them f rom here, and he dared not 
leave here to get them, or by the time 
he got back with them they would be of 
no use at all. 

"Blow!" Je r ry shouted. "Blo-o-ow!" 
The long shout that has boomed from the 
mouth of many a tunnelman who has held 
bags against a break like this, and called 
to his fellows for help. "Bl-o-o-ow!" 
Je r ry Carter boomed. And then he re-
called that he was alone in the Bore, that 
there was none to hear his cry, none to 
come to his aid. His cry became a hoarse 
inhalation of breath into bursting lungs, 
a whimper of protest at the unendurable 
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agony in his muscles. His eyes bulged 
f rom their straining sockets, and a dim-
ness came into them. 

In that dimness a vague form moved, 
babbling inanely. Something was thrust 
under Carter 's straining arms. It was a 
sandbag! Another sandbag came out of 
the shuddering darkness and, with the 
first two, the four bags reached as far as 
the rail against which Carter 's feet were 
braced. H e kneed them down, making 
them more compact, and the strain was 
gone from his body. 

H e rolled, and staggered erect, and 
turned to the strange, liquid babbling he 
heard. He saw a form sprawled at the 
base of the sandpile, saw arms reaching 
up to claw another bag from its top. It 
was a man, but something was grotesque-
ly not man- form about him— 

H e had no legs! The two crushed and 
bloody things that trailed behind that 
great, hairy torso could never have been 
legs. 

The bag tumbled down, and the man 
twisted to bunt it along with his shoul-
der, while he shoved his own gargoylesque 
body along with his arms. Carter saw a 
face wealed with red, empty-eyed, the 
mouth gaping open to show the quivering 
stump of a tongue from which that weird 
babbling came. 

" R y a n ! " Carter croaked. "Danny 
Ryan." 

The monstrous hulk whose Hallow'en 
mask of a face so weirdly resembled Dan 
Ryan's, did not look up but hitched along, 
shoving that sandbag ahead of him. Dying, 
maimed and mindless, Carter 's howl of 
"Blo-o-o-w," had touched within him the 
deathless loyalty to the job that is of the 
very bone and sinew and soul of the tun-
nelmen; had called him from some unim-
aginable limbo where he had been left for 
dead. 

Carter grabbed the bag and heaved it 
on top of the others, and staggered back 
to meet the babbling Ryan as the latter 

shoved another along with his shoulder. 
This took its place on the rapidly growing 
buttress, and then another. 

As he worked, Carter became aware of 
a curious lightness. " I t ' s as if the pres-
sure was lessening," he muttered, and 
then was shaken with the realization that 
this was exactly what was occurring. 
Somewhere there was a leak of air, for 
the throbbing of the airlines was more 
rapid than he'd ever heard it, a fever 
pulse of pumping over-exerting itself to 
make up for that bleeding of pressure. 

That was the reason for this blow! 
There had been a flaw in the seam-weld-
ing here, and so here the river had started 
through first. This one was stopped, but 
if the pressure got much lower a thousand 
perfect seams would blow in, and no hu-
man power could save the Tunne l ! 

The leak of air must be somewhere 
ahead. Could he find it before it got so 
bad the pumps could not keep up with it ? 
If he found it, could he stop i t? 

Against the menace to the Tunnel, poor 
Ryan faded into insignificance. Je r ry 
whirled and started running toward the 
Shield, his eyes scanning the dripping, 
iron walls of the Bore as he ran. 

H e was weaker than he thought. H e 
stumbled and fell, and shoved himself 
erect—and froze, peering into the steamy 
fog. 

Something clanged, ahead there, as 
though a ponderous mass of metal were 
moving toward him. A huge darkening 
formed in the luminous dimness, and then 
a grotesque and incredible monster loomed 
over Je r ry Carter. Twice the height of a 
man it was, and twice the width, and it 
seemed to be all of metal ; a globular head 
with a single, goggling eye; a cylindrical 
torso; ball-and-socket jointed legs; gar-
gantuan arms whose hands were cruel, 
hooked pincer-jaws. 

Before Carter could turn to flee, be-
fore even he was quite certain this was 
real, one of those arms flailed out and its 
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pincer hand had closed on his arm, and 
it was flinging him into the air. 

His head struck the roof of the Tunnel, 
and black oblivion crashed into Jerry Car-
ter's skull. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Torture in the Deep 

T T H E hissing darkness closed on Diane 
Forbes as the Iron Maiden had closed 

on the Inquisition's victims in the Middle 
Ages. Slowly it closed on Diane, with in-
creasing, even pressure, almost gentle at 
first, almost caressing, and then greater 
and greater till her heaving breast had no 
room to breathe, and her limbs were 
numbed and motionless, and the very 
walls of her arteries seemed about to cave 
in on the pulsing blood within them. 

With the growing pressure grew the 
fear within her, the terrible fear of the un-
known. The fear dragged her hand to the 
switch that, pressed down, would reverse 
the pumps and withdraw the pressure, and 
let her out of this awful place. And then 
the thought of Jerry stayed her hand and 
it fell away. 

"Jerry," she moaned. "Jerry dear." 
Abruptly there was the click ahead for 

which she waited. What must she do now? 
She couldn't remember. Panic struck at 
her for an instant. "Jerry," she whim-
pered, and recalled Fogarty's directions 
and was wrenching at the metallic cold-
ness of a wheel in front of her, and the 
door was opening, and light dazzled her, 
and she tumbled out into the steamy, yel-
low dimness of the Tunnel. 

And then she was running through the 
muck and mire of the Big Bore. 

The Tunnel flung back her high, clear 
voice, mocking her with "Jerry" and 
"Jerry," repeated a thousand times, but 
Jerry did not answer. 

Diane Forbes came to a place where 
sandbags were ranged in a row across the 
Tunnel. She scrambled over the bags, and 

on the other side she saw a sprawled and 
bloody form. Her legs gave way and she 
fell, the rough jute of the bags stripping 
the filmy hose from her legs, shredding 
the gossamer chiffon and silver of her 
gown. The yellow mud splashed about 
her, and she was shoving herself up so she 
could see the face of the man who lay 
across the sandbags. 

The face of horror she saw caught 
Diane's throat and wrenched a scream 
from it, but it was the face of no one 
she'd ever known. 

" Je r ry?" she cried at the face. "Where 's 
Jerry Carter?" 

The eyes in the face rolled and the 
mouth in the face opened, and a senseless 
babble came out of the tongueless mouth. 
And then there was a touch on Diane's 
shoulder. 

"Come," a low, kindly voice said. 
"Come with me and I'll take you to 
Jerry Carter." 

Diane looked up, and she saw that it 
was a woman who spoke, a woman whose 
white face was framed in hair black as 
the night. "You will?" Diane said, and 
for the moment it did not seem curious 
to her that a woman should be here in the 
Tube, for she thought only of the woman's 
promise to take her to Jerry. "Oh, thank 
you," she said, and stood up. 

The man at her feet babbled more ex-
citedly. Diane looked down at him to see 
that somehow he'd flung out his great-
muscled arms, and that his horny hands 
were crawling up the black-haired wom-
an's legs—innocent of covering! The man 
witji the face of horror babbled, and his 
babble made no words, but Diane heard 
entreaty in it, and yearning, and the coo-
ing of a desire that she was too innocent 
to understand. 

And then Diane saw that the woman 
was altogether naked! 

"Come," the woman murmured, smil-
ing at Diane and ignoring the man whose 
hands were clawing at her. "Come with 
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me to your Je r ry ." But Diane looked into 
the black eyes beneath their slumberous, 
shadowed lids, and read something there 
that made her blood run cold. 

" N o , " Diane managed to squeeze 
through her icy lips. "No . I'll not go with 
you." 

The woman's smile was abruptly a 
grimace. "Oh, yes, you will," she hissed. 
"Yes, you will, my dear ." Her hands 
came out f rom within her nubian cloak 
of hair, the white fingers of one were 
clawed talons flailing for Diane, and the 
other clutched a reptilian, hissing 
whip. . . . 

JE R R Y C A R T E R came back to con-
sciousness out of a black welter of pain, 

and his eyes opened on a wavering daz-
zling glow unlike the light in the tunnel. 
There was a salt tang on his tongue, and 
a briny prickle in his nostrils, and so com-
plete was the illusion that he was in some 
underwater world that his breath caught 
in his throat and he dared not breath till 
his clamoring lungs broke the seal on his 
larynx. 

But it was air he breathed. 
His vision cleared somewhat, and he 

saw that he lay on the floor of a circular 
chamber in whose walls were windows of 
greenish glass through which he thought 
he saw the movement of black water. A 
sound of movement rolled his head toward 
it. 

He thrust his hands down on the floor 
where he lay, thrust ing himself up to a 
sitting posture. Ter ror ran through him, 
and a fire that was not terror, as he 
gaped at the woman with black hair and 
luscious lips, and virginal breasts. 

The woman who'd whipped him—and 
had roused in him such a blaze of desire 
which had burned out of him all normal 
reason. 

O r was it she? Her langorous face, 
her shadowed eyes promising such de-
lights as man would give his soul for, were 

not quite the same as that of the one with 
the whip. She knelt near him, smiling— 

She was not kneeling! H e r wide and 
enticing hips did not melt into the quiver-
ing, damask, skinned thighs, the legs of 
blushing mother-of-pearl that had tan-
talized Je r ry even as the lash had bit his 
flesh. It was not legs, or thighs at all, 
that coiled beneath her perfect body. I t 
was the silver-scaled tail of a fish! 

Now Jer ry Carter knew that he'd gone 
mad. The cops must have been r ight! H e 
was lying somewhere in the Tunnel mad 
and dying. Of course. It was no more 
sane that he'd been taken out of the Bore 
into this glass-walled, sea-lighted chamber, 
than that a black-haired mermaid should 
sit there, smiling at him. 

" I am real," a low sweet voice came 
to his ears. "See." H e r arms lifted, so 
that her black hair concealed none of her 
f rom Carter 's avid gaze. "Am I not love-
ly?" 

"Lovely," Carter croaked, and he did 
not longer care whether he was mad or 
sane, dreaming or awake. H e threw him-
self across the floor, to grasp her. . . . 

And was stopped by an invisible bar-
rier ! His hands flailed against it. I t was 
glass, so crystal clear as to be unseen. A 
silvery laugh tinkled in his ear. 

"No t yet," the mermaid 's voice said. 
"Not yet, my sweet. You shall taste of 
my charms if you will, but not yet ." She 
was just beyond the crystal barrier, and 
she was laughing at him. "There is some-
thing the master must know before he 
permits our arms to entwine." 

"The master ?" Je r ry gasped, quivering 
with desire denied. " W h a t master?" 

"The Master of the Waters , " the maid 
replied. "The Old Man of the Sea." 

Nothing seemed too strange to believe. 
"And what does your Old Man want to 
know ?" 

"Only where lies the main valve that 
will empty your silly Tunnel of its air. 
If you'll promise to tell him that. . . " 
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The amazing demand fractured the 
spell that had taken hold of Carter. 
" W h a t ! " More than desire, more than 
love, more than honor itself, was the Tun-
nel. Just as his call of"Blo-o-o-v/ ' had 
penetrated the torture-maddened soul of 
Dan Ryan, so did that threat of destruc-
tion to it quench the heat that blazed in 
the veins of Ryan's chief. "You and your 
master can go to hell—" 

Carter 's defiance choked off, because 
there was no one to defy. The space 
beyond the crystal screen had gone 
black 1 

"You will tell me what I want to 
know," sere, intonationless accents rasped 
in Jer ry Carter 's ear. "You will tell me, 
and in moments." 

"T ry and make me." 
"Tor ture will not wring it f rom you, 

eh?" The voice chuckled. "Will it, Jer ry 
Car te r?" 

"Not as long as that 's my name." 
" I believe you. Not any torture I could 

inflict on you. But, look, Jer ry Carter. 
Look who has replaced the mermaid 
whose charms you rejected." 

T \ I V I D E D by a vertical line its full 
height half of the crystal screen was 

transparent once more. Beyond this— 
Carter came up to his feet, quivering. 
Diane was on the floor beyond the screen! 

She was staggering back against the 
curved wall of the chamber, unable to 
cringe further . He r tawny hair was clot-
ted with mud, her face was mud-splat-
tered, and out of it her hazel eyes stared 
at him, dark with agony. 

"Diane!" Jerry shouted. "Diane!" And 
his fists battered at the gleaming barrier 
that cut him off f rom her. 

"Jer ry ," her answer husked. " W h a t 
have they been doing to you? You're all 
over blood, and your face—oh J e r r y ! 
Your face! . . ." 

" A touching reunion," the voice of 
their unseen captor chuckled. "Really a 

shame to add a third to it. Look, Jer ry 
Carter ." 

The other half of the screen cleared. 
Ice sheathed Carter 's body, and a sick re-
vulsion shook him. 

A pool of water spread on the glisten-
ing floor, only feet f rom Diane, and that 
pool was fed by streamlets f rom the mot-
tled green and brown shell of a giant crab. 
Almost as large as a man's the seamed 
body of the crustacean was, and its great, 
toothed claws each spanned three feet. 
Tiny, black eyes glistened fiercely f rom 
under the pointed hood of the carapace, 
eyes that were fastened on Diane's form. 

Feelers as long as a grown man waved 
slowly above the noisome creature, and 
then the horny body heaved and was 
moving sidewise, with a terrible leisure-
liness, toward the gleaming form of the 
girl Carter loved. 

The whispering voice said. " H a v e you 
ever seen a crab eat, Jer ry Car ter? Re-
member how it holds its prey down with 
one claw, and with the other tears small 
bits from the living flesh? Tiny bits, 
Carter, so that its victim does not die 
for a very long time." 

Carter 's fists, his feet, battered at the 
crystal shield and it did not yield. 

" N o use in that ," the voice chuckled. 
"Tha t glass is strong enough to withstand 
a hundred pounds pressure of air, Carter, 
and so you cannot break it. And, that re-
minds me, the space where you are is 
now under fifty pound pressure, while 
tha.t on the other side is normal, so that 
even if you did break through, the bends 
would twist your muscles and bring the 
blood bursting from your veins, and all 
you would have accomplished would be to 
give my pet two delicious tid-bits to feed 
on instead of one. The lady has been de-
compressed. She's more attractive that 
way." 

Bruised, his knuckles bleeding, Carter 
ceased his efforts. H e leaned against the 

(Continued on page 106) 
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WE H A D dinner recently with a 
rather well-known aviator and 
explorer who had faced and over-

come almost certain death countless times, 
and we asked him if he could recall his 
most terrifying experience. 

"A few years ago," he said "X chanced to 
spend the night in a rather shabby hotel on the 
West Coas t The place had rather an unsavory-
reputation and was supposed in the past to 
have been the rendezvous of thieves and mur-
derers. It was, however, the only hotel in the 
vicinity—and I had slept in worse places before. 
In any event, some time af ter midnight, I sud-
denly found myself sitting bolt upright in bed, 
covered with cold sweat and trembling as though 
with ague. I could have sworn that only an 
instant before, clammy, unhuman hands had 
been at my throat and that I had screamed loudly 
enough to wake the entire village. 

"Yet the moonlight pouring in through the 
window disclosed not a single thing that had 
not been in the room when I went to bed, and, 
though my hearing seemed so acute that not 
even a shadow could move unheard. I could not 
detect the slightest sound, inside or out, save 
my own rasping breathing. 

"There was nothing to be afraid of , I assured 
myself. I t was only a nightmare . . . and even 
while these comforting thoughts ran through 
my head, I could feel—somehow, I knew—that 
I was not alone. I was convinced, inexplicably, 
there was a presence in the room with me that 
wanted to kill me; that would kill me if I went 
to sleep again. 

"Some months later—-and this is what re-
moved the last doubts f rom my mind that I had 
suffered entirely f rom an hallucination—I en-
countered a friend who had also passed a night 
in that same hotel. I related my experience to 
him, and he confessed that he had undergone 
almost exactly the same sensations. And that, 
moreover, in the morning his mirror had re-
vealed faint splotches of red about his throat— 
marks that had the shape of a human hand! 

"Neither of us could offer any explanation 
for what had happened. It hardly seems possible 
that the two of us could coincidentally have had 
the same f r ight fu l dream at the same location; 
but it seems equally unlikely that we had under-
gone a true psychic disturbance—that our sub-
conscious, more sensitive to the presence of 
unknown danger than the ordinary, perhaps, had 
revealed to us a supernatural presence. What-
ever the reason, I can only say the terror I felt 
that night was more real and more vivid than 
anything I have experienced before or since. 
I t may not be sensible, but there is nothing I 
would not face rather than the prospect of 
spending another night in that hotel . . . ." 

"They kept me twice 
and let others go... 
M . . . p r i n c i p a l l y b e c a u s e I w a s a L a S a l l e - t r a i n e d 
m a n . M y s a l a r y h a s m o r e t h a n d o u b l e d a n d I 
e x p e c t t o g o r i g h t o n f r o m h e r e . " S o s a y s o n e 
r e c e n t l e t t e r i n o u r file t h a t i s t y p i c a l of m a n y . 

D u r i n g t i m e s o f r e c e s s i o n o r d e p r e s s i o n , 
L a S a l l e - t r a i n e d m e n a n d w o m e n o f t e n h a v e r e a l 
r e a s o n t o b l e s s t h e i r f o r e s i g h t . A n d t h e y m a y 
b e r e p a i d m a n y t i m e s f o r t h e i r e f f o r t i n l e a r n i n g 
" t h e j o b a h e a d of t h e j o b y o u ' v e g o t . " 

L i k e t h e g r a d u a t e q u o t e d a b o v e , t h e y n o t i n -
f r e q u e n t l y keep t h e i r j o b s w h i l e u n t r a i n e d f e l l o w -
w o r k e r s m u s t g o j o b - h u n t i n g . D u r i n g h a r d t i m e s 
t h e y m a y e v e n w i n p r o m o t i o n — a t i n c r e a s e d 
s a l a r i e s ! 

S o m e t i m e s t h e m e r e f a c t t h a t y o u h a v e started 
t r a i n i n g m a k e s t h e d i f f e r e n c e b e t w e e n b e i n g 
" l e t o u t " o r b e i n g r e t a i n e d . 

I f y o u w i s h , y o u r e m p l o y e r s wi l l b e n o t i f i e d 
of y o u r e n r o l l m e n t — e v e n g i v e n p r o g r e s s r e p o r t s 
if y o u s o d e s i r e . T h u s y o u b e c o m e a m a r k e d m a n 
o r w o m a n — s t a n d o u t a b o v e t h e c r o w d a s e s p e -
c i a l l y a m b i t i o u s , e a r n e s t , d e s e r v i n g of e n c o u r -
a g e m e n t a n d r e w a r d . 

N o w o n d e r t h a t i n t i m e s of u n c e r t a i n t y L a S a l l o 
t r a i n i n g o f t e n p a y s l a r g e d i v i d e n d s . Y e t y o u r 
i n v e s t m e n t i s n e v e r l a r g e — c a n b e p a i d o n m o s t 
l i b e r a l t e r m s a n d o v e r a g e n e r o u s p e r i o d . 

W h y n o t find o u t h o w you c a n a d d L a S a l l e 
t r a i n i n g t o y o u r b u s i n e s s a s s e t s ? T h e c o u p o n 
b e l o w m a y m e a n y o u r s t a r t t o w a r d j o b s e c u r i t y , 
m o r e s a l a r y , t h e d i f f e r e n c e b e t w e e n s u c c e s s a n d 
f a i l u r e . C o u p o n s j u s t l i k e i t h a v e h e l p e d r e v o -
l u t i o n i z e t h e l i v e s of t h o u s a n d s b e f o r e y o u — o v e r 
a t h i r t y - y e a r p e r i o d . 

M a k e u p your m i n d — t o d a y — t o g i v e y o u r s e l f 
t h e b e n e f i t of s o u n d training—training t h a t h a s 
b e e n proved s u c c e s s f u l . T h e r e ' s n o o b l i g a t i o n . 
J u s t m a i l t h e c o u p o n — N O W I 

L A S A L L E E X T E N S I O N U N I V E R S I T Y 
A C O R R E S P O N D E N C E I N S T I T U T I O N 

D e p t . J334-R C H I C A G O 
Please send me—without coat or obligation—full informa-
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hard, cold surface of the screen and stared 
through it at the huge crab as it neared 
Diane. 

"There is one way you can save your 
sweetheart, and only one way." 

Jerry hardly heard that. Diane's 
scream had reached him, a scream shrill 
with the terror of a small woods creature 
who sees a panther leaping down upon it. 
The crab's terrible claws were reaching 
for her—a foot from her they halted, 
groped oddly. 

"She is safe enough for a moment, Car-
ter," the dreadful voice husked. "There 
is another crystal wall between them. But 
I can lift that wall and let the crab 
through. See ?" 

There was a sliding noise. The crus-
tacean's great claws moved upward a 
little, and then dropped to the floor, and 
groped along it, and passed the barrier! 
Only their tips, however. Where the 
claws swelled they seemed to be caught. 

"I can lift it, Carter, till the claws get 
through to her, and then the rest of my 
pet, to feed on her. See? It is lifting 
now." The sliding noise continued, and 
very slowly the groping claws were 
squeezing nearer and nearer to Diane, as 
the gap they fought to get through wide-
ened. . . . Diane's golden skin rippled 
with muscles in a spasm of horror, and 
the throb of her heart was plain in the 
pulse of her breast, and her mouth was 
agape with a scream that was a rasp. " I 
will stop it, Carter, the moment you tell 
me how to reach the main valve of the 
pipes that keep up the Tunnel's pressure, 
and not an instant before." 

"No!" Diane's cry came to Carter's 
ears. "No, Jerry." 

Jerry wheeled around. "All right. I'll 
tell you!" The sliding noise cut off. "It 
is stopped," the voice said. "Now tell 
me. 

"I'll have to draw you a diagram." 
Carter fumbled among the rags that flut-
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tered from his whip-torn torso. " I t ' s too 
complicated to—" His hands fell away. 
"But I 've got nothing to draw it with." 

"Very well." The voice chuckled with 
triumph. "I ' l l bring you writing materi-
als." The sound ef surfaces sliding on one 
another rasped in Carter 's ear again and 
he whirled back to Diane, but the crab's 
awful claws were still caught as they had 
been, and he whirled back to see an aper-
ture in the opposite wall of his cell, and 
to see, coming through it, the gargantuan 
metal monster that had captured him in 
the Tunnel. 

T T C L U M P E D toward him, and Carter 
circled it, his eyes watching its pincer 

hands warily. One of those hands clutched 
a paper and pencil, and the familiar things 
seemed utterly incongruous in this place 
of horror. 

"You need not fear me," the voice said. 
" I shall not harm you as long as you com-
ply with my demands. Here . " The 
jointed arm lifted with the paper. 

Carter 's thigh muscles exploded to hurl 
him in a flying tackle at the Machine 
M a n ! The battering ram of his shoulder 
struck just right to send the monster off-
balance. I t toppled backward, its metal 
arms flailing, and crashed through the 
crystal wall into the compartment where 
the great crab was. 

The thunderous crash deafened Car-
ter, and glass showered about him, and 
there was a great whoof of air past him. 
But somehow he'd flung himself away 
f rom the prostrate Machine Man, and had 
leaped on the back of the crab, and his 
monstrous mount was heaving around. 

Pain seared Je r ry Carter, rending pain 
within his muscles, tearing pain within his 
veins as the bubbles of nitrogen came out 
of his blood-plasma, released by the sud-
denly diminished pressure. Blood burst 
f rom his nostrils, and his head seemed to 
balloon, and he knew that in another in-

(Contivucd on page 108) 
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(Continued from page 107) 
stant the dread bends would have him 
helpless. 

And the crab's great claws were reach-
ing backward for him, gaping! 

In the instant while he still had full 
control of his muscles, Carter snatched 
up a shard of the thick glass that was 
sliding off the shell he rode. Its knife-
like edges cut his hand almost to the bone, 
but he lifted it and drove it down, straight 
into the crab's eye cavity, deep down into 
whatever brain a crab has. And then the 
spasm of the bends took him, and he was 
sliding down off that mottled carapace. 
But the crab was motionless in death. 

Carter struck the floor with a thud that 
he did not feel because of the torture that 
tore his every cell and sinew, but some-
how he managed to throw out an arm and 
send a clinking stream of glass fragments 
sliding toward Diane, somehow managed 
to croak, "Cut yourself loose with 
these. . . . 

He was writhing on the floor, spray-
ing blood, his magnificent frame netted 
with twitching muscles. The spasm rolled 
him against something hard and round, an 
arm of the metal monster, and it was 
moving! 

The Machine Man, apparently stunned 
by his fall, was regaining consciousness! 
The realization pierced the shell of agony 
that encased Carter's brain. The battle 
wasn't won yet. 

Biting his tongue with the anguish the 
effort cost him, he lifted and fell over on 
the metal sphere that was the grotesque 
being's head. He got his hands on its 
goggling eyes, twisted. The eye was a 
glass plate twisting in his hands, unscrew-
ing. It came loose. Carter flung it aside 
and his hands went in through the gaping 
space where it had been and his fingers 
closed on a scrawny neck inside. 

His fingers tightened, all the agony that 
tore him concentrated in their fierce 
clutch. As through a mist, darkly, he saw 



LILITH—DEEP LADY OF DEATH 

the face of the man whose throat was 
crumpling in the iron grip of his fingers. 
The face was seamed with wrinkles, and 
grey as Time, and it was a face he'd often 
seen pictured in the literature of his pro-
fession. It was Elkan Pond, inventor and 
scientist, whose gullet his fingers 
clamped! 

A scream picrced Jer ry ' s car, and the 
hissing lash of a whip stung his back, and 
he twisted to see above him the face of 
the naked woman framed by her black 
hair, to see that terrible lash of hers lift 
and flail down. And beyond her he saw 
Diane, and Diane's hand had a splinter 
of glass in it. The glass splinter sliced 
down into the woman's back, and then 
the woman's warm flesh smothered Jerry, 
and a gush of her blood mingled with his 
own. 

" Je r ry , " he heard Diane's voice, f rom 
far away. " O h , J e r r y ! " 

"F ind—pumps ," Jer ry Carter managed 
to gasp. "Li f t pressure—in here," and 
slid down into merciful oblivion. 

J E R R Y C A R T E R , weak as a newborn 
kitten, lay on the deck of a huge barge. 

The dark waters of the river rippled 
against the sides of the barge, and the 
growl of the city's night was in the air, 
but it was Diane's voice he listened to. 

"They ' re coming for us. Jerry dear ," 
she told him. " I waved a red lantern till 
they answered, and now they're coming 
in a boat to get us." 

" T h e Tunnel?" Carter gasped. 
"Safe . While the pressure was healing 

you. Pond told me where he'd tapped the 
Tunnel Shield to pump air out, and I 
shut off the connection. Pond didn't dare 
cut a hole through the steel wall because 
the bubbles coming up in the river would 
have shown where the break was. H e 
had to pump the air out through this 
barge, and his pumps couldn't work 
enough faster than the pumps that kept 

(Continued on page 110) 
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462 N i a g a r a S t r e e t , B u f f a l o . N e w York 
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Classified Advertising 
Antiques For Sale 

Indian Relics, Coins, Curios. Catalog 5c. INDIAN 
MUSEUM, NORTHBRANCH, KANSAS. 

Aviation 
AVIATION A P P R E N T I C E S — T r a i n i n g fo r en te r ing 

Aviation aa Apprentices. Wri te immediately enclosing 
s tamp. Mechanix Universal Aviation Service, Wayne 
County Airpor t , Dept. U21, Detroit, Michigan. 

Chalk Talk Stunts 
Laugh Producing Program $1.00. I l lustrated Catalog 

10c, BALDA CARTOONS, Oshkosh, Wis. 

Correspondence Courses 
Correspondence courses and educational books, slightly 

used. Sold. Rented. Exchanged. All subjects. Satisfac-
tion guaranteed. Cash paid for used courses. Complete 
details and bargain catalog FREE. Send name. NELSON 
COMPANY, 8550 Manhat tan Building, Chicago. 

Educational & Instruction 
" FOREST JOBS AVAILABLE $125-$175 MONTH. 
Cabin, hunt , t r ap , patrol. Qualify immediately. Wri te 
Rayson Service, C-62, Denver, Colo. 

Female Help Wanted 
Get new wardrobe f ree and earn to $23 weekly showing 

f r i ends gorgeous Hollywood endorsed Fashion Frocks. No 
canvassing. No investment. Send age, dress Bize. Fashion 
Frocks, Dept. CC-1026, Cincinnati, O. 

Male & Female Help Wanted 
M. M. earned $267, three weeks, ra is ing mushrooms 

in cel lar! Exceptional, but your cellar, shed perhaps 
suitable. We buy crops. Book free . United, 3848 Lin-
coln Ave., Dept. 552, Chicago. 

Old Money Wanted 
BIG Prices Paid for Certain Wanted Coins. 1909 eent 

$10.00, some silver dollars $4,000, 1864-1865 Indian Head 
cents ?100 each, dimes before 1895 $600, Liberty Head 
nickels before 1914 $500. Some large pennies $2000, ha l f -
cents $275, paper money, gold dollars $1,500, foreign coins 
$165, some worth $6,000 each. You may have coins for 
which we pay big premiums. Send 15c today for our 1939 
big illustrated coin book for certain wanted coins. 
Nat ional Coin Corporation, (52) Daytona Beach, Florida. 

Patents 
INVENTORS—Time e o u n t s ^ D o n ' t risk delay In pat -

ent ing your invention. Wri te for new 48-Page F R E E 
booklet " P a t e n t Guide for the Inventor . " No charge fo r 
prel iminary information. Clarence A. O'Brien and Hy-
man Berman, Registered Pa t en t Attorneys, 16-F Adams 
Building. Washington, D. C. 

PATENTS SECURED. Low Cost. Book and advice 
f ree . L. F . Randolph, Dept. 573, Washington, D. C. 

PATENTS Secured. Two valuable booklets sent f ree . 
Wri te immediately: Victor J . Evans & Co., 101-C Victor 
Building, Washington, D. C. 

Patent Attorneys 
F R E E BOOKS T E L L ALL1 Pa t en t facta clearly ex-

plained. Wha t to do—how to do it. 63 years ' experience. 
Wr i te fo r f ree books. C. A. SNOW & CO., 636 Snow 
Building, Washington, D. C. 

Poems—Songwriters 
Songwri ters : Interest ing Proposition. W r i t e : PARA-

MOUNT SONG-RECORDING STUDIO, L-31, Box 190, 
Hollywood, Calif. 

SONGWRITERS: Send your poem today" fo r immedi-
a te consideration. RICHARD BROTHERS. 30 Woods 
Building, Chicago. 

SONG POEMS W A N T E D TO BE SET TO MUSIC. 
Free examination. Send poems to McNeil, Bachelor of 
Music, 4153-A South Van Ness, Los Angeles, Calif. 

ORIGINAL POEMS. SONGS WANTED immediately 
for publication. Westmore Music Corporation, Dept. 32E, 
Por t land, Oregon. 

n o 

T E R R O R TALES 

(Continued from page 109) 
the pressure up in the Bore. That ' s why 
he had to try to find out the location of 
the main valve." 

"He told you that ?" 
"Yes, Jerry, before he died. H e told 

me why he did it, too. All his money 
was invested in this installation and the 
diving devices he'd invented, the great 
metal suit he was in. . . ." 

" I 'd seen the patent papers for that ," 
Je r ry cut in. "Tha t ' s how I knew there 
was a man inside. I remembered calculat-
ing that the thing was topheavy, which 
was how I got the idea of tackling it high 
and crashing the crystal wall with it. But 
go on." 

" H e wasn't money-mad, Jerry, but she 
was—the woman with the black hair 
whom in his dotage he'd come to love. 
She had drained the senile bachelor of 
his whole fortune. The only way he could 
keep her was to promise her more, and 
he figured he could keep the promise be-
cause he'd at last located the sunken 
frigate with its load of bullion. 

"But that frigate lay right in the path 
of the Tube, and the Tube was moving 
toward it faster than he could get set to 
take it f rom above. H e had to stop the 
Tube somehow, for six months at least, 
and he got the idea of doing it by flooding 
the Tunnel. 

" H e knew of the legend of the Devil's 
Virgin, and he got the woman to pose as 
that apparition, to scare out the sandhogs. 
H e figured that by chasing them into the 
airlock and then venting the pressure 
f rom it to give them the bends, he'd emp-
ty the Tunnel for a whole night, and that 
would be time enough for him to pump 
enough air f rom it to flood it. 

" H e let down a big pipe to the Shield— 
maintaining fifty pounds pressure in this 
chamber, and all the way down the pipe— 
and sent the woman in. His scheme al-
most worked. H e would have vented the 
Tube through that pipe, but he had no • 
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escape valves strong enough to carry that 
much air through his lock-chamber with-
out blowing up the barge. All the sand-
hogs but Dinny Mara ran out, and he 
killed Dinny with the claws of his metal 
diving sui t ; but then Dan Ryan came in, 
and fought with him, and that delayed 
matters ." 

"Then I came in after Ryan—" 
"Yes. But he had gone ashore by 

then, and learned you were in the Bore. 
So he signalled from shore for the woman 
to get rid of you, and you fought her and 
stopped the first leak in the Tube. Mean-
time, he discovered that the lock was be-
ing repaired. There was no longer time 
for his original scheme to work. H e came 
back here in his speedboat and got into 
his metal diving suit, and went after you 
to try and get the location of the main 
valve out of you." 

"The mermaid?" 

"Pond had met the woman originally 
in a sideshow where she posed as a mer-
maid. H e was always interested in curi-
osities of the sea, has a sort of under-
water zoo here, one of the denizens of 
which was that awful crab. His paramour 
still had the costume. Pond knew no tor-
ture would get what he wanted out of 
you, but he thought she could vamp you. 
That didn't work, and then he decided to 
use me—" 

" H o w did he get hold of you, Diane? 
H o w on ear th—" 

" I — I was in the Tunnel, Je r ry , " she 
murmured, her eyes downcast. " I—the 
police were waiting to shoot you for a 
maniac, and the pressure was going down 
in the Bore, and so I came in through 
the emergency lock to warn you—" 

"You did tha t ! " Carter shoved up to a 
sitting posture. "Diane. You love me 
enough to do tha t?" 

" I love you more than enough for that, 
my dearest." He r arms lifted and 
stretched out to take him within them. 

T H E E N D 

GUARAHTEED TIRES! 
GOO DYcf lR-GOODRICH 
F I R E S T O N E * U.S. a n d 
Other Standard Makes 

World's Lowest TIRE PRICES 
T l r s a t a r i by t h e 
t h o u s a n d s all over 
t h e U . S . A . vouch f o r 
the Long Hard Ssrv* Ice of our Standard 
B r a n d t i res recondi-
tioned w i t h h i g h g r a d e 
kmatena l a and l a te s t 

methods by otfr t i re 
e x p e r t s . O u r 2 1 years experience 

i make s It poss ib le to 
r offer t i res e t l o w e e t prices, w i th legal 

_ agreement t o replace a t pr ice a n y 
tire tha t fa i l s t o g i ve 12 Mo». Service. 

EVERY TIRE GUARANTEED I 
BALLOON TIRE 

Size Rial T n s Tube Size Tires Tubes lS ize Tires Tubes 
;0Sx ;$2.35 $0.95 33x4H 53.45 $1.45 
1x4 2 . | | LSfif lUuM 3 . 4 5 IAS 

1.26 
2.95 1.25 
3.25 1.35 

J2*4K 3.35 1.46 

M x 4 # 
30x5 3.65 1.65 
S3xS 3.73 1.76 
35*5 3.95 L75 

23*4.74-19 2 .4 
£9x4.76-20 2 . 1 -
29*5.00-19 2 . 8 5 1.25 
90x6.00-20 2 . S 5 1.35 

8.26-17 2 . 9 0 1.3 ' 
28*6.26-18 " " 
29x8J5-19 -
30*6.26-20 2 . 9 5 1. 
31x5.26-21 3 . 2 5 1. 

6.50-17 3 . 3 5 1. 
28*6.50-18 3 . 3 5 1. . 
28xfi.50-19 3 . 3 S 1.41 

6.00-17 3 . 4 0 1.4C 
30x0.00-18 3 . 4 0 1.4C 
31x6.00-19 ~ " 
32*6.00-20 
33x6(00-21 
92x6.60-20 3 . 7 5 1.75IALL OTHER 

6.00-10 3 . 7 5 1.45) SIZES 
S E N D ONLY $ 1 . 0 0 DEPOSIT on each tire ordered. 
($3.00 on each T r u c k Tire.) W e s h i p balance C . O . D . 
Deduc t S p e r c e n t I f ca sh i s sent i n fa l l w i th order. T o 

HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRES 
[High Pressure) 

te Tires TufceslSizs Tires Tubes 
" H - 2 5 $J S334*7 5X0.95 $4.68 

10.95 4.65 
7193 Le&P®** 4-05 
9.95 4.46140x3 13,25 4.96 

TRUCK BALLOON TIRES 
a Tires TubeslSize Tires Tubes 

8.00-20 53.75$1.6aT.50-20 5 6 . 9 5 $3.76 
3.50-20 ^ 4 . 4 5 1.05B.2&-20 8 . 9 5 4.96 

5 . 9 0 2.9519.00-20 1 0 . 9 5 6.66 
7V20 1 3 , 9 5 6.45 

L E A L f R S " W A N T E D 

PERRY-HELD TIRE & RUBBER CO. 
I2S-3Q S. Michigan A*., Dept. 1770-A,Chicago, I 

^ w S W J I O O 
. . h u t complete tbe winning sentence in oa» 1939 Cash Prise Gat A c " 
at ta in ted ' Contes t . Also — 
1 3 1 other ca sh prizes 
Which are given In addi-
tion to sach presents *s 
JUNIOR GUITAR 

i of extra ehargL .. . 
' ptcta. of Garden Spe 

— ~ «>"• WRITE TODAY. SEND NO 
MONEY. I ' ll tell yon the sentence to complete when 
I mail the fields. WE TRUST YOU. H u r r y ! iSeBd 
f o r seeds t o d a y go 1 can show yon how to be a winner . 
LANCASTER County SEED Co. Sta. 176 Paradise, f* . 

EARN BIG COMMISSIONS AND 

YOUR OWN SHOES FREE 
AS QUICK EASY BONUS 

Sel l o u t s t a n d i n g : l i n e — m e n ' s , w o m e n ' s , 
c h i l d r e n ' s s h o e s . 1 7 5 S p r i n g S t y l e s w i t h 
a m a z i n g h e a l t h f e a t u r e s , i n c l u d i n g n e w 
V e n t i l a t e d A i r C o n d i t i o n e d C u s h i o n Sole 
S h o e s , s o f t a s g l o v e GROKLEX SHOES a n d 
s e l f - a d j u s t i n g a r c h s u p p o r t . Offer s h i r t s , 
t i e s , h o s i e r y a s b o n u s t o c u s t o m e r s . No 
e x p e r i e n c e n e e d e d . B ig S a m p l e Outf i t 

f u r n i s h e d a t no c o s t . W r i t e 
TODAY f o r f u l l I n f o r m a -
t i o n a n d F R E E S E L L I N G 
K I T . 

TANNERS SHOE CO. 914 Boston, Mast. 

Air Conditioned 

W R I T E , F O R . 
FREE OUTFIT 

don't WORRY 
W h y pu t u p with years of I ABOOT 
n e e d l e s s d i s c o m f o r t a n d 
worry ? T r y a Brooks Auto-
matic Air Cushion. This 
marvelous appliance per-
mits the opening to close, 
yet holds reducible rupture 
securely, comfortably—day 
and night. Thousands report amazing results. 
Light, neat-fi t t ing. N o hard pads or stiff springs 
to chafe or gouge. Made for men, women and 
children. Durable, cheap, Sent on trial to prove it. 
Never sold in stores. Beware of imitations. Write for 
Free Book on Rupture, no-risk trial order plan, and 
proof of results. All correspondence confidential. 
BROOKS CCMPANV, 45S-B State St, Marshal!, Mich. 
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Z n i f r u b e a u t i f u l (j 7 Natural - Looking 

FALSE TEETH 
Stl ^ LOWEST PRICES 

S E N D N O 
M O N E Y 

IEet 1939y&uMoutk-(2omf)OltI 

F I T - R I T E T E E T H BY M A I L 
W e m a k e to measure , to fit you indiv idual ly—BY M A I L 

t h e Wor ld ' s No. 1 F I T - R I T E Denta l P l a t e s f o r men and 
w o m e n — f r o m an impress ion of you r mouth . W e h a v e thou-
s a n d s of sat isf ied c u s t o m e r s a l l over t h e coun t ry w e a r i n g 
h i g h - g r a d e t ee th we m a d e by mai l a t sensible pr ices . 

A T R O C K - B O T T O M P R I C E S 
W e s t ick to depress ion ' s lowest prices. If you h a v e ever 

bough t f a l s e t ee th before , or if you find out w h a t o the r s 
h a v e paid f o r the i r s , you will be as tounded when you see 
how l i t t le ours will cost you! By r e a d i n g our ca ta log , you 
will l e a rn how to save half or more on den ta l p l a t e s f o r 
yourse l f . T r y " A - l " t ee th a t p r ices t h a t peop ' e not blessed 
w i t h m o n e y can a f fo rd to pay . Month ly p a y m e n t s possible. 

ON € 0 D A Y ' S T R I A L 
Make as prove you can't beat our fit, price, work or 

material. W e a r our t e e t h on t r ia l f o r as long a s 60 days . 
T h e n , if you a r e no t p e r f e c t l y sat isf ied wi th them, they will 
no t cost you a cent . But if you a r e del ighted with the fit 
and your improved looks, te l l you r f r i e n d s and re la t ives . 
W e build our bus iness on sat isf ied cus tomers . We know no 
other w a y . A n d o u r bus iness is s teadi ly g r o w i n g ! 
WITH MONEY -BACK GUARANTEE OF SATISFACTION 

N o m o n e y need be r i sked . W e g u a r a n t e e t h a t if you a r e n o t comple te ly 
sa t i s f ied w i th a n y t e e t h we m a k e f o r you ; t h e n , a n y t i m e w i t h i n 60 days , 
we wil l i m m e d i a t e l y r e f u n d eve ry c e n t you h a v e pa id . W e t ake your w o r d . 

_ _ T O E A T W I T H P L E A S U R E . . . T O L A U G H 
T V M I H E A R T I L Y . . . T O L O O K Y E A R S Y O U N G E R 

1 Y . . . T O G U A R D Y O U R H E A L T H . . . T O S P E A K 
^ N N ^ D I S T I N C T L Y . . . T O E N J O Y L I F E I 

fllrtti t l l U ^ e Q U I T w e a r i n g t e e t h t h a t c l a c k ; t h a t c o n s t a n t l y 
G j y f l W m J J B &Hp off y o u r g u m s ; t h a t b r o a d c a s t t h e i r g l a r i n g 

* f a l s e n e s s to t h e wor ld eve ry t i m e you open y o u r 
^ • H i f a i i A i i i ^ ^ m o n t h . L i f e 19 too s h o r t , h e a l t h too p rec ious , looks 

a r e t o o i m p o r t a n t ! F o r looks, h e a l t h a n d c o m f o r t — P R E F E R F I T - R I T E 
F A L S E T E E T H 1 

O u r d e n t u r e s a r e se t w i t h l i fe - l ike , p e a r l y - w h i t e , g e n u i n e , po rce l a in 
t e e t h ; c o n s t r u c t e d f r o m finest m a t e r i a l s , w i th e x p e r t w o r k m a n s h i p , t o 
g i v e l i f e - long service. W e m a k e all s tyles of p l a t e s . A d e n t i s t who has 
had m a n y y e a r s ' expe r i ence in m a k i n g a n d fitting dental 
plates , t h a t look r i g h t and fit r i g h t , supe rv i ses a l l w o r k . 

PROOF! 
Thousands of grateful letters 

come to us unsolicited. 

100% SATISFIED 
G e n t l e m e n : "1 a m 100% sa t i s f ied 

w i t h m y tee th . T h e y fit p e r f e c t l y . I wi l l 
a t a n y t i m e r e c o m m e n d y o u r C o m p a n y . " 
A . J. P r i z e m a n , R e g i n a , S a s k . , C a n a d a . 

FIT AND COMFORT 
G e n t l e m e n : " I fee l t h a t I owe you a 

f e w l ines of p r a i s e . T h i s is t h e f o u r t h 
p l a t e I h a v e w o r n in 37 y e a r s a n d m u s t 
say i t is t h e first one t h a t I eve r h a d 
t h a t fits exac t l y . I n e v e r h a v e t h e m o u t 
of m y m o u t h e x c e p t wh i l e c l e a n i n g 
t h e m . " M r s . P . L . S t evens , D e p a u w , 
I n d i a n a . 

A BEAUTIFUL SET 
G e n t l e m e n : "Rece ived m y se t . . . 

t h i s m o r n i n g . . . m a t e r i a l is b e a u t i f u l ; 
w o r k m a n s h i p exce l l en t a n d a fine fit 
. . . v e r y well sa t i s f ied . Success t o you 
in t h e f u t u r e . " Rue l L . H o p k i n s , 10th 
A i r Base , R a n t o u l , 111. 

REMARKABLE WORK BY MAIL 
G e n t l e m e n : " R e c e i v e d m y d e n t a l 

p l a t e s . T h e y could n o t fit a n y b e t t e r 
. . . I t i s r e m a r k a b l e how you c a n m a k e 
such fits t h r o u g h t h e m a i l . " A . E . 
Clapp . L i p a n , T e x a s . 

S i r s : " A f r i e n d w h o h a s w o r k e d In a 
d e n t a l office f o r y e a r s looked a t m i n e 
a n d sa id , 'You c e r t a i n l y h a v e a good 
fit.' " G. E. L o n g , Noble , O k l a . 

S i r s : " I t ie t h e b e s t - f i t t i n g se t I h a v e 
ever had a n d I h a v e h a d s e v e r a l . " H . M. 
C l a r k , H i g h l a n d P a r k , N . J . 

FREE 
n e w Impression mater ia l , ca ta log wi th 

low prices and easy directions. 
CLIP COUPON OR WRITE—A one cent 
postal wi th your name and address will do. 

We also repair and reproduce old ulates—18 hour service. 

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY 
Exclusive maker, ot F I T - R I T E False Teeth—C. T. Johnson. Pres. 
1555 MILWAUKEE AVE., DEPT. 3S7X, CHICAGO, ILL. 

THE W O R L D ' S LARGEST L A B O R A T O R Y MAKING DENTAL 
PLATES ONLY 

112 

M A I L THIS COUPON ] 
f T B g B ? MS U N I T E D STATES M Mm- M J d e n t a l c o m p a n y 
1555 M i l w a u k e e Ave . , D e p t . 887X. 
C H I C A G O , I L L I N O I S 

Send , w i t h o u t o b l i g a t i o n , y o u r F R E E i m p r e w i o n 
m a t e r i a l , c a t a log , a n d ea sy d i r ec t ions . 



C l i p t h e c o u p o n a n d m a i l i t . I wi l l p rove I 
c a n t r a i n y o u a t h o m e in y o u r s p a r e t i m e to 
be a R A D I O E X P E R T . I wi l l s e n d you m y 
first l e s s o n F R E E . E x a m i n e i t . r e a d i t , see 
h o w e a s y it is to u n d e r s t a n d — h o w p r a c t i c a l I 
m a k e l e a r n i n g R a d i o a t h e m e . M e n w i t h o u t 
R a d i o or e l e c t r i c a l k n o w l e d g e b e c o m e R a d i o 
Ex i c i t s , e a r n m o r e m o n e y t h a n ever a s a 

{mXtiake *nef%< eBMgsunrt** 
THAT I CAN T R A I N YOU 

AT HOME FOR A 

Gcod 
Rndio ut 

W i l l Y o u pie Lesson 
F R E E 

M y T r a i n i n g P a y s . 

W h y M a n y R a d i o Experts M a k e 
S30, S50, $75 a Week " 1 a m a l o c o m o t i v e e n -

i g i n e e r w i t h t h e B . & M. 
| R a i l r o a d , a n d w o r k p a n 
;; t i m e i n R a d i o . I n t h e 
| s e l l i n g e n d 1 h a v e m a d e 
5 a s h i g h a s .$300 i n one 

m o n t h a n d h a v e a d d e d to 
t h a t a b o u t $100 i n se rv-

ice w o r k . " — F R A N K M c C L E L L A . N . 
902 E l i z a b e t h S t . . M e c h a n i e v i l l e 
N . Y . 

D O U B L E D S A L A R Y m , 
IN 5 M O N T H S C ^ ^ ^ k i 

" S h o r t l y a f t e r I s t a r t e d ! 
(he N . I t . T. C o u r s e I be - : T ' ^ f 
g a n t e a c h i n g R a d i o c l a s s e s ; '' 
a t t h e S p a r t a n S c h o o l of , 
A e r o n a u t i c s . A f t e r five % * 
m o n t h s I w a s g iven a > J 
c h a n c c to j o i n t h e A m e r - £ m 

i c a n A i r l i n e s a t a s a l a r y 
d o u b l e t h a t w h i c h 1 r e c e i v e d f r o m t h e 
s c h o o l . " — A . T . B R O T H E R S . 7 4 1 % 
M a r i n e S t . . O c e a n T a r k . C a l i f . 

TTiV";--rr , 1200 TO $300 A MONTH 
IN OWN BUSINESS 

: " F o r t h e l a s t IS m o n t h s 
_ . : I h a v e been in b u s i n e s s 

f o r m y s e l f , m a k i n s be-
t w e e n $200 a n d $300 a 
m o n t h . I h a v e X . R . I , to 
t h a n k f o r m y s t a r ; in 

•a t h i s field." A R L I E J . 
F R O E H N E R , 224 W 

T e x a s A v e . , Goose Creek . T e x a s 

THiS 
TREE BOOK 

H « Helped Hundred! of 
Men Make More Money 

R a d i o b r o a d c a s t i n g s t a t i o n s e m p l o y e n g i n e e r s , 
o p e r a t o r s , s t a t i o n m a n a g e r s a n d p a y u p t o I 
$5,000 a y e a r . F i x i n g R a d i o se t s i n s p a r e 
t i m e p a y s m a n y $200 to $500 a y e a r — f u l l t i m e 
jobs w i t h R a d i o j o b b e r s , m a n u f a c t u r e r s a n d 
d e a l e r s a s m u c h a s $30, $30, $75 a week . 
M a n y R a d i o E x p e r t s o p e n f u l l or p a r t t i m e 
R a d i o s a l e s a n d r e p a i r b u s i n e s s e s . R a d i o m a n u -
f a c t u r e r s a n d j o b b e r s e m p l o y t e s t e r s , i n s p e c t o r s , 
f o r e m e n , e n g i n e e r s , s e r v i c e m e n , a n d p a y u p to 
st .000 a y e a r . A u t o m o b i l e , po l ice , a v i a t i o n , 
c o m m e r c i a l R a d i o , l o u d s p e a k e r s y s t e m s a r e 
n e w e r f i e lds o f f e r i n g g o o d o p p o r t u n i t i e s n o w 
a n d f o r t h e f u t u r e . T e l e v i s i o n p r o m i s e s to o p e n 
m a n y good j o b s soon . M e n T t r a i n e d h a v e 
good j o b s i n t h e s e b r a n c h e s of R a d i o . R e a d 
how t h e y got t h e i r jobs . M a i l c o u p o n . 

M a n y M a k e $5, $10, $15 a Week 
Extra in Spare T i m e W h i l e L e a r n i n g 

T h e d a y y o u e n r o l l I s t a r t s e n d i n g E x t r a 
M o n e y J o b S h e e t s , s h o w y o u h o w t o d o R a d i o 
r e p a i r j obs . T h r o u g h o u t y o u r t r a i n i n g I s e n d 
p l a n s a n d d i r e c t i o n s t h a t m a d e good s p a r e 
t i m e m o n e y — $ 2 0 0 to $ 5 0 0 — f o r h u n d r e d s , w h i l e 
l e a r n i n g . I s e n d y o u s p e c i a l R a d i o e q u i p m e n t 
to c o n d u c t e x p e r i m e n t s a n d b u i l d c i r c u i t s . 
T h i s 50-50 m e t h o d of t r a i n i n g m a k e s l e a r n i n g 
a t h o m e i n t e r e s t i n g , f a s c i n a t i n g , p r a c t i c a l . I 
A L S O G I V E Y O U A M O D E R N ' . P R O F E S -
S I O N A L A L L - W A V E . A L L - P U R P O S E R A D I O 

S E T S E R V I C I N G I N S T R U M E N T to Help you 
m a k e good m o n e y f i x i n g R a d i o s w h i l e l e a r n i n g a n d 
e q u i p y o u f o r f u l l t i m e j o b s a f t e r g r a d u a t i o n . 

M o n e y Back A g r e e m e n t Protects Y o u 
I a m so s u r e I c a n t r a i n you t o y o u r s a t i s f a c t i o n 
t h a t 1 a g r e e in w r i t i n g to r e f u n d ever> p e n n y you 
pay m e if y o u a r e n o t s a t i s f i e d w i t h m y L e s s o n s 
a n d I n s t r u c t i o n S e r v i c e w h e n y o u finish. A copy of 
t h i s a g r e e m e n t c o m e s w i t h m y F r e e B o o k . 

F i n d O u t W h a t R a d i o Offers Y o u 
Act T o d a y , M a i l t h e c o u p o n n o w f o r s a m p l e les-
s o n a n d 6 4 - p a g e book. T h e y ' r e f r e e to a n y f e l low 
over 16 y e a r s o ld . T h e y p o i n t out R a d i o ' s s p a r e 
t i m e a n d f u l l t i m e o p p o r t u n i t i e s a n d t h o s e c o m i n g 
i n T e l e v i s i o n ; t e l l a b o u t m y t r a i n i n g in R a d i o 
a n d T e l e v i s i o n ; s h o w y o u l e t t e r s f r o m m e n I 
t r a i n e d , t e l l i n g w h a t t h e y a r e d o i n g a n d e a r n i n g . 
F i n d o u t w h a t R a d i o o f f e r s Y O U ! MATT. C O U P O N 
i n a n enve lope , or p a s t e o n a p o s t c a r d - N O W : 

J. E. S M I T H , Pres ident 
N a t i o n a l R a d i o Ins t i tu te , Dept . 9CS9 

W a s h i n g t o n , D . C. 

C00D FOR BOTH FREE 
J . E. SMITH , P r e s i d e n t , N a t i o n a l Radio Institute. g 

Dept. 9CS9, Washington. D. C. | 

W i t h o u t o b l i g a t i o n s e n d m e t h e S a m p l e L e s s o n a n d y o u r D 
f r e e b o o k a b o u t t h e s p a r e t i m e a n d f u l l t i m e R a d i o o p p o r -
t u n i t i e s , a n d h o w T c a n t i a i n f o r t h e m a t h o m e i n s p a r e 
t i m e . ( P l e a s e w r i t e p l a i n l y . ) 
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Ches t e r f i e l d s g ive me 
more pleasure than any 
cigarette I ever smoked 
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