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GOOD PAY IN RAD/O

by S.J. E.

(NAME AND ADDQESS
SENT UPON REQUEST)

*‘Y had an 818 a week job in & shoe face

tory. Id prolmbly be at it today if T

hadn’t read about the opportunities fn

gdlu and started training at bome for
e

ot

“The training National Radio l’nstltl“
gave me was sa practical was
ready to make $5, $10, $13 =& weck in
spare time servicing Radio sets.’’

“*"'" I finished training 1 sccepted a
job as serviceman with a Radio store. In
three weeks I was made service manager
At more thon twice what 1 earned in the
Bhoe factory.’”

*'Eight months later N.R.I. Employment
Department sent me to Staiton KWCR_an
a Radio operator. Now I am Radio En.
gineer at Station WSUI. I am also
nected with Teievision Station WOXK.'

”

R.I. Training took me out of a low
y shoe factorv job and put me into
Ruldio at good pay. Radio is growing fast,
The field i3 wide open to properiy trained
men.’

Many Radio Experts
Make 330, $50. §75

a Week
1. E. SMITH, Radio broadcasting sta-
President tions employ engineers,
National Radia onvramm station man-
Institute and pay up to
Established (814 $5Mn a Year. Fixing
Radio sets 1O spare time

paYs many £200 te 3500
4 year—Cull time jobs witn Radie jobbers,
manufscturers and dealers as much as $30,
8 5 a week. ‘Uan Radio Experta open
futl ov part time Radic ssles and repaic husi-
a%.  Radio \nanura.cturers and jobbers em-
ek, inspectors, foremienl, engineers,

yvicemen, and nay up to $6.000 8 year.
Automobile, police, atvlation, commercial Ra-
dio. lourtspea ke tems wre never fields offer-
ing 2000 opportunities new and for the future.
Television promises tn N niany §00d job
Men 1 trained hi 'gond jibs in these
braaches of Radie. Read how they got their
jobs. Mail coupen.

Many Make $5, 510, 515 a Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learning
The day you enroll I start sending Extra
Money Job Sheets; show seu how te do Ra-
dio rewair jebs. Throuzhocut yeur training I
sen:d plans and directins that make 00
spare time money—8200 to $500—fer hun-
areGs, whbile iearnimg, I send you specisl

Radio ecquipment to conduct experiments
and build circuite. This 50-50 method of
training makes learning at home Lmerpetin;
fasclnating, practical. I ALSO GIVE YO

A M DERN.  PROFESSIONAL AL L<
ALL Y’(WPOSF RADIO  SET
sER\’ICING INSTRUMENT te help yeu

make zoed mones Fuslng Radios while learn-
ing and esquip you for full time jobs after
sracduation.

Find Out What Radio Offers You
Act Today. Mail the coupon now for ‘‘Rich
Rewards in Radin.”” 1t’s free to any fellow

over 10 years old. It points ou: Rudio'g
spare thmo and full time opportunltw and

: 3. E. SMITH, President, Dept. SMS9
] National Radic Institute, Washington. D. C.
g Dear Mr. Smith; Without obligating me, send ‘‘Nich Newards

in Radio,”" wh. boints out spare time 2nd full time oppor-
® tunities in Peadio. and explains your practical method of
: taining at hems in spare fime 10 become & Radio Expert. (Please Write platmiy.)
gl\'tme............ beseritatacianss vessasin citereocens AR ... vessen
B
B AQdress. cusncssusviueccniicesaticsiiniaaainsciosbestresiurensisncasnosiucurzia
ECRV B T State. .eveiairane
-,-- BHERERERS -

those coming in Television; tells about my
training in Radio and Television: shows
you letters from men I trained, telling wxm.
they are deing amd earning.  Find

what Kadio offers YOU! MAIL COUPON
%10‘%;: envelope, Or paste OB & DOstcard=-

J. E. SMITH,
President,
Dept. 8MS9
Natienal Radie
Institute,
Washington,
D. C
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THIS SEAL PROTECTS YOUY

Al in ines bearing this geal are wriiten ospo:wll! for this publisher and have
wever before been printed in any Sorm!
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himself !
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mudefs to turn to a substance hard as the marble in which he worked? And would
Kent Carter’s pretty wife be the third to undergo this weird metamorphosis?

Kent thought he had learned the mysterious answer in time to save her—until
he found Lee's body in the woods. . . .

Fury of the Crimson Fog. ... oo, Leon Byrme 70
From the depths of the crimsen fog that floated over Laurelton came two swift-
striking mousters, tu rend the very hearts from each young girl whose head wore
Horrur's Halo, None kuew whence they came, nor whence they fled, save Phil
Montgomery—\\ho learned TOO LA

The Deadly Arts of Dector Gn‘Oﬂde .................. Henry Treat Sperry 94
Even in his sclf-imposed state of death, eld Marcel Gironde held Antoin, his
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scientist back w life!
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“MURDERQUS ‘JUNGLE-FEVER" WAS IN THEIR EYES”

CLYDE BEATTY, CAGED WITH SNARLING JUNGLE CAYS, FACES
BLACKEST MOMENT OF DEATH-DEFYING CAREER

o “lt was one
of those days
whenyoukaow
something’s
goiag to hap-
pen,” writes Clyde Beatty, world-fa-
mous animal trainer and the only maa

who works with both lions and tigers

at the same time. i

e “The animals had been sullen dur-
ing the matinee. They came tumbling
into the big cage for the evening per-
formaace with that murderous ‘jungle-
fever’ still in their eyes, squalling,
spitting and making passes. If they once
drew blood it would be just too bad!

“And then, with that cage full of
mixed cats raging at me and each other
...the lights went out!

e “In the flicker of an eyelash the huge,
glaring big-top went dead black! In the
dark the snarls of the beasts sounded
twice as loud. Green eyes glowed. In an
instant they would leap for me!

*1 jumped buck, pressed hard against
the steel bars of the cage. [ whipped out
my flashlight, lung the beam square in
the startled face of the nearest cat, then
save it to another and another.

e “In a moment (a mighty long mo-
ment), the trouble was repaired, the
lights flashed on again and a tremendous
sigh rose from the crowd. I was still
alive. The power of fresh DATED ‘Eve.
reudy’ batteries had held at bay the fury
of the jungle!

(Signad) %«é’ (}_7”

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER... Look ot

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y,
Unst of Unien Carbide ([T and Carbon Corporasion



FREE TRIAL

OFFER

NEW REMINGTON NOISELESS

PORTABLEI
AS LITTLE A

A‘T LAST! The famous Remington Noiasless Portahte
“% that apeaks in a whiaper is available for as little au
10c a day. Here is Your opportunity to get a real Rem-~
ington Noisaleas Portahle guaranteed by the factory.
Equipped with all attachments that make for complete
writing equipment. Standard keyboard. Autematic
ribhon reverse. Variabie lina apacer and all the con-
veniences of the fineat portable ever built. PLUS the
NOISELESS feature. Act now while this special ep-
portunity holds good. Send coupon T®DAY fer detaila.

YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY
Ws eend this Remington Noiselesa Portable direct to
you with 10 days FRRE trial. If you are net aatisfied,
send it back, WE PAY ALL SHIPPING CHARGES.

® FREE TYPING BOOKLET

With your new Remington Nalseless Portable we will seud
sou—absolutely FREE—& 24-page hbosklet eon typing. It
toaches the Touch System, used by ull export typists. It s
sloply wrlttem end cewplotely lllustrated. Instructlsss are
a1 sieple 23 A, B, C. Evea u child can easily ucderstaod
this method. A little study 3nd the average person. child er
advlt, hecomes fascinated. Fellew this hooklet's inatructions
during the 10-Day Trial Perlnd we Rive you with your type-
writer and You will wonder why you ever took the trouble
10 write lotters by hand.

© SPECIAL cARRYING CASE

Also pnder this new Purchase plan, we will send te you
with ever? Remlaglen Noizaless DLurtahle, & special earrying
caao sturdily Duilt of 3 DIy wood., Thic hardseme case is
covercd with heavy du Pont (zbrle. The tey ls removed by
one metivn, leaving the machine firmly attached te the
base, This maies it omsy te use your Remlzgton epywhero
—ox knoos, in chafrs, on trains. Don't delay...send in the
coupon for complete detailst

SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD

Remington Rand Ine, Dept. 193-11
466 Washington St., Buffate, N. Y.

Tell me, without obligation, how te get a Fres Trial of &
new Remington Noiseless i‘ormble, iancluding Carrying
Case and Free Typing Instruction Bookict for as little as

10¢ 5 day. Sen® Catalugue.

| NamC..oaeonon.. babesrearsitearnsiareeins senaras
|
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CltFiaesasseriisossssace-ssonian. StatBe .y roennans
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I o A DAY
Money Back Guarantee ‘
10-Day Free Trial Offer

When Terror Came

OTHING very cxciting cver hap-
pened in the little town where we
were born and spent eur carly

beyhood. The population was less than
a thousand, mostly respectable law-abid-
ing farm folk. Of ceurse, there were the
usual bits of choice gossip from time to
time, and a few family squabbles of long
standing that never amounted te any-
thing more than harsh words. So when
Silas Furnas reported that his son's grave
had heen robbed, the town nearly went
crazy.

We kids losked upon the whele thing as a
big lark—it sectned so fantastic and inipossible,
We jeined in the hastily organized search for the
body, scampering after our elders through the
woods and swamps, down by the lake and back
inte the hills. We had all known little Jimmy
FKurnas, and we knew he had died of scarlet fever
enly a month hefore. But we were so young
that we didw't fully comprchend the mcaning—
the finality of death. It scemed that Jimmy had
gone off to visit his grandmother up-state, and
would be back by time for school. We didn't
know the awful shock that would soon be ours—
when we stared face to face at death. . . .

Never until sur dying day will we forget that
afternoon. We wake up in the middle of the
night even now, stirred again by the terror and
horror of it.

Fats Smithers tired of the hunt first. “Crim-
miny,” he said. “There ain’t nothing to a!l this
stuff. I'm goin’ cown to Melcher’s Flats and see
to my muskrat traps” We agreed, and ce did
Jinks Jcnkins. Three little boys forgot about
looking for a corpse, and trailed through the
thickets te the place where Melcher’s Broek
flowed into the big lzke in several muddy, weed-
filled arteries that made fine trapping.

There were rats in Fats' first three traps,
which was most unusual. Near the fourth trap
we noticed a frightful odor—like a dead animal.
We poked through the tall marsh grass to sce
what it was—and we saw. Dressed pathetically
in his blue serge Sunday suit, his mottled face
to the sky, lay the stiff, discelered bedy ef Jim-
my Furnas. A blue-bottle fly crawled across
ene eyeball. We let out a dreadful scream; and
Fats and Jinks crowded into the reeds beside
us. Speechless, spellbound, we stood there for
a few moments before we turned and fled madly
for the village. Only our supreme terror gave
us command of our muscles. . . . No reason
was ever discevered why Jimmy’s bedy was ex-
humed. No one was ever apsrehcnded—human
or unhuman.

Then, it was starkly horrible—too real. New
we are older, and semetimes we feel the urge
for the mental stimulous of modern mystery-
terror fictien—without actually exposing our-
selves to the ghastliness of that temotable
dave ooy



A PAIR OF DETECTIVE ACES!

5 The NOVEMBER issue
ECTI will be on sale
©® MAGAZINE OCTOBER 5th

Death in Round Numbers—that’s the title of the new Marquis of Broadway Novelette
by JOHN LAWRENCE. It opens with a waiter bringing a mysterious message to a
luscious debutante’s table at the 44 Club, swings in to a crooked stock-market mampulauo.n
with a murder margin, then races through six smashing chapters to the most electric
climax you'll encounter in a decade of detective-fiction reading. If you haven’t met the

Marquis, boss of Manhattan’s Mazda Lane murder-beat, this is the time to get acquainted.

And WILLIAM E. BARRETT crashes through with another gripping Needle Mike tattoo
nd flesh unravels The Tattooed Combination to the

mystery, in which the old artist in ink a
murder riddle propounded when his
chiseling sidekick, Skeeter. tries to
substitute for him, And WILLIAM
EDWARD HAYES returns with a
gripping complete novelette, The
Corpse in the Darkroom. The yarn
is set on a trainful of candid-camera
fiends cruising the West and has
more thrills per paragraph than any
Hayes yarn you've seen yet. Plus
other exciting novclettes, short sto-
ries and features. You can’t afford
to miss this great issue!

Author Harry Lee Fellinge gives
Case Hardy, otherwise known as
Hardcase Hardy, a tough nut to
crack—a nut filled with the meat of
men who died to supply Blood for
the China Rabbit. There are a couple
of swell girls in this dramatic novel-
ette, too; and a chronic killer called
“The Ear.” ... [ Deal With Death,
a novclette by that master of detec-
tive fiction, D. L. Champion, packs a
deuble-barreled wallop in the form
of a surprise that will lift you off your seat! ... Young Mickie McGrue, ward of the
straightest harness bull on the force, votes against being a sucker by picking the murder
p_ath to easy dough, He learns a lot about the ways of men—and rats, but not before he
discovers .that Corpse Fever Is Catching! Norvell W. Page, who knows how to put strong
and genuine humanness into a story, wrote this feature-length crime novel which you
must not permit yourself to miss!

The fiction menu for the grand November Issue is still further garnished with exciting,
tense detective novelettes and short storics by Paul Ernst, Charles Boswell, R. W. Thomp-
son, O. B. Myers, Arthur M. Brown, Ray Cummings and Robert Sidney Bowen!

You Can Buy the

® TALES i November Issue Today!




Mr. Mattingly & Mr. Moore
track down a great whiskey value

“Oh, Mr. Mattingly,
Oh, Mr. Mattingly,
Here's a mystery—and you're
a firat-rate sleuth!”

“Why is M & M s0 mellow,
Yet so hearty, too, old fellow?
You koow the clue—

. now let’s tell folks the truth!”

“Why, Mr. Moore,

‘Why, Mr, Moore,

This case is sowed up
tight—as good as won!”

“It’s because folks realize
That the flavor they so prize
Comes from old-time slow-distill-
ing—the way we've always done!”

You’re on the trail of a re«! whis-
key value when some friend Hps
you off to Mattingly & Moore!
For M & M is ALL whiskey—
every drop distitled by the slow,
old.fashioned method. What's
movre, M &M is a blend of sireéghs

whiskies—and that’s the kind of
whiskey that's zeps with ey man!

Ask for M & M at your favor-
ite bar—or package ssore—~today.
You'll say i¢’s just abouct the
grandest whiskey you ever tasted
—and you'll like iw low pricel

Mattingly & Moore

Long on Quality — Short on Price!

A blond of ppraighs whiskier—100% ssraight whishies—90 proof.
Frankfort Distillerics, Incorpmated, Louisysble and Baltimory.




SATANS

Fascinating Mystery
Novel

where you weuld expect it to end.
But I know of ne way to tell it ex-
cept to start with what happened to me
that night as I walked by a dark inter-

IT IS a strange story, fer it begins

INCUBATOR

by DONALD DALE

We were dead, those ether men
and I. But when we were offered
semidife, in exchange for ihe
bodies of our loved enes, we rose
in revolt against a Priestess of
Hell—and a corpse whose lust
could not be sated!

sectien in uptewn Manhattan.

I hadn’t seen the ®lack Fmousine until
it leaped at me as | stepped from the
curb to the street. Then the steel jugger-
naut was catapulting eut ef the darkness,

7
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bearing down on me and there was no
time to jump from its path.

They say a man rclives his whole lifc
in the last second before certain death. I
thought only of a bluc-cycd, smiling girl,
Maureen, who was waiting for the ring
I was bringing that night.

Then the limousine hit me.

A shattering concussion, a white ex-
plosion in my brain, and my body was
hurtling through the air. Then the
pavement was smashing my chest, and
my head was hammering - the cement
in short, choppy strokes. Pain radiated
from my Lip like lines of fracture in
a piece of shattered glass; agony knifed
through my chest, twisting its keen blade
in my solar plexus.

And then something strange happened.

In one instant all the pain vanished, a
deep sinking fecling ran through my body
and blackness swept over me, blotting out
everything. As if I were fainting, sink-
ing into inscnsibility, But I did not lose
consciousness.

Suspended as I was in that awful dark-
ness—not just the total absence of light,
but a nothingness which all material
things had become for me—the answer
leaped to my mind with the inevitability
of rcvclation.

I was dead!

ITHERING horror flamed through
: my mind, then died away, leaving
in its wake a vast waste of aching nos-
talgia as I thought of all this meant.
Everything was gone! The host of fine
friends I had made as a producer of night
club shows, the zestful business competi-
tion which had challenged all my youth-
ful vigor and made life an exciting game
-—and Maureen, whose love had given
meaning to it all. T bad lost her, lost the
privilege of providing for her and protect-
ing her, the happiness of making her
mine. For this was death.
Perhaps, across the face of the globe,

there are millions of othcrs, frightened,
bewildered, in this same black veid, strug-
gling hopelessly to understand it. unable
to belicve it is rcally dcath. How can they
know? And how ceuld / know?

Again and again I asked that question
but there was no answer irom the black-
ness that was everywhere. Then came the
answer, in terms I could understand, and
with the compelling force of truth. @ut
of a classroom lecture, long fergotten and
far better never recollected, came this
memory : The brain lives after the hody is
dead, after the heart stops bealing.

God! Then all my earlier thoughts
came back in ghastlier guise, {for now they
were objectified in physical terms. Fer
tlie first time I could think of myself as
I now was. A corpse. A broken body
lying on the strect where the limousine
had flung it.

Now, too, in my imagination I could
visualize the others who at this moment
sharcd my plight. Emaciated, still lying
on narrow hospital beds. Bloated, floating
in the river. Bullet-riddled, crammed in
small hiding-places. Stiff, stretched out
on cold slabs in morgues. The hundreds
who had died this day in one great city.
And inside each death-chilled skull, a
brain still festering with thought.

But there was no solace in bcing part
of that great company drawn {rem every
position of life and leveled to onc miser-
able state by dcath. They could net reach
out toward me with sympathy and un-
derstanding. Each was shut in an isolated
black void within his awn cerpse, as was
I, my body still lying where Death had
cut it down. And I might even be already
in the grave.

I flinched at the ghastly picture that
came with the thought. This, it scemed,
must be the ultimate horror. Never able
te believe you are dead, yet to know that
your body #&s putrefying in the grave! I
thought of exhumed corpses found with
lips bitten through, fingernails worn
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down to the quick, and I could believe
that was evidence of tortured brains that
had somehow forced brief movement
upon bodies to resolve this great doubt.
Just as I, with every effort of will, was
trying to break through the void that
isolated my brain, trying to reestablish
contact with my body and—

Suddenly it seemed that my arm was
moving! My awareness of the fact was
confused, uncertain, yet all at once there
seemed to be something like sensation in
my hand. Stiffly it jerked, brushed some-
thing, and when it had fallen stili once
more, I knew!

1 was lying in a narrow wooden box.

FOR a while my mind was capable on-

ly of nauseous visions: strips of skin
hanging from my bones; eyes falling
apart in sockets; maggots squirming in
my organs. Then I tried to stir my body
once more. Again and again I summoned
every cffort of will to break through the
void, but each time I fell back into black-
ness, with only my sickening thoughts
for companionship.

God! How long before merciful obliv-
ion? I tried to remember how long the
brain-cells were said to remain active
after death, but my mind was too an-
guished to recall. And who could say at
what stage of necrosis thought ceased?
It might go on, while with maddening,
agonizing slowness the very tissues of
the brain rotted away !

And perhaps thought decayed with the
brain! Perhaps the mind decomposed as
the dissolution of the brain progressed,
and thought decayed into rotten, tainted

fragments. Then I would not even be
able to bring back the vision of

Maureen’s dear, sweet face!

Where was she now? Was she think-
ing of me, would she grieve for me long?
I had no right to hope for it, for she was
young—and life must go on. . .,

My eyes opened.

A candle was sputtering into flame.
Strange-sounding phrases in a harsh for-
eign tongue fell on my ears. I seemed

“suspended in mid-air and around me rose

the bare walls of a stone crypt glowing
faintly with a ghostly green phosphor-
escence. Where was I? What strange
otherworid could this be? I only knew
that anything was preferable to terrible
isolation in the black void!

The candle—a tall black taper—was
set in a niche in the wall before me. And
beside it, gazing at me as her voice rose
and fell in a ritualistic chant, stood the
most beautiful woman I had ever seen—
if she were a mortal woman! Her body
seemed effulgent, so white was her skin,
and for modesty she appeared to have the
disdain of a goddess. No more than an
ethereal glow was the gossamer robe that
shadowed the gleaming symmetry of her
limbs, followed the lambent flow of her
figure and fell away at the curve of full
breasts. Dread crept over me as I looked
into her strangely bright eyes. Power
as evil as her bedy was beautiful seemed
to flash from those mysterious orbs.

Suddenly sensation began to retiin to
my body, and I reulized that until that
instant it had had no feeling. Now, as
I became aware of a chill leaving my flesh
—and something soft and warm and
pleasant that pressed upon it—my gaze
fell, and I saw that I was in a coffin on
a narrow bier with a girl lying over my
body!

Only then did I understand the in-
credible thing that was happening. I was
being brought back to life—rcal life—
by the weird power of that mysterious
woman! And with the heat of her youth-
ful body, the girl whose figure covered
me was banishing from my flesh the chill
of death.

CONFUSED thought was swept aside
as my awakening body stirred under
the girl’s embrace. Her beauty had not
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the flawless perfection of the other wo-
man, but she had far more allure, for
hers was the charm of a young body and
warm, vibrant flesh, She wore only a
narrow silver girdle, and the satin gloss
of her skin bellied the ardent firmness
of her breasts; her thighs had womanly
fullness with the litheness and eager
strength of youth. As she pressed her
charms upon me, warmth sprcad through
my body.

And then—opain, as full life returned
to me.

Strange rhapsody of pleasure and pain!
Liquid fire in my veins; red-hot needles
stabbing at my vitals. And over it all
the sweet caress of the girl’s lovely body,
flling me with rapture that both healed
and tortured. A cry was torn from my
lips and the girl put her hand cver my
mouth. There it remained, cool to my
feverish lips, while the flame of the candle
rose steadily higher—as if it grew with
my returning life!

“Arise!” commanded a new voice as
the liturgy ended, and from a dark corner
of the crypt came a tall man, majestic in
priest-like robes and with the square-cut
ceremonial beard of ancient Egyptian
royalty.

Automatically I obeyed as the girl leit
me and vanished through a portal at the
left side of the crypt.

Ilis gaze upon me, his gesturc toward
her who stood motionless in all her re-
vcaled beauty, waiting with the impas-
sivity of divinity, the priest spoke aguin :
“You have been resurrected to serve Isis
in Quest. Not by the unfaithful, re-
member well, may thc Gift of Life be
kept! . . "

To my dazed mind his words meant
little at that time, but a sharp premonition
of disaster swept over me as he centin-
ued:

“Come now with me and be instructed
in the duty which will he yeurs in the
Great Scarchi for Osiris.”

She whom he had called Isis then took
the candle from the niche and walked
through a portal at the right side of the
crypt. Beyond it I caught just a glimpse
into a huge, temple-like place before the
priest led me through the opposite por-
tal. Without question I followed him
down & dark passage, my mind a rist of
bewildered thoughts as I sought to make
meaning of all I had seen and heard.

HAPHAZARDLY I could recall a bit

of Egytian mythology. . . . Isis, god-
dess of fertility and @siris, Judge of the
Dead—the two principal deitics of the
world’s oldest religion. @siris, according
to one legend, destroyed by Set, the
Eternal Adversary, and kept from rcin-
carnation by the sundering of his Ke, or
astral spirit. Isis—thcreafter known as
Isis in Quest—searching through the ages
to find thc parts and reunite them in
Osiris. .. . But I could make no applica-
tion of it except that she whom the priest
had called Isis must be the leader of a
cult that in some way followed those age-
old mysteries. Or was she the refncarna-
tion of the divinity whose name she bore?
And again I felt heavy dread as I won-
dered why she had brought me back to
life, how I was to serve her. . ..

In a dark chamber a robe was put
around me and then, as I was led through
a curtained arch, I found myself in the
place T had glimpsed before, a great hall
like the often-pictured Egyptian Temple
of Karnak. Down the aislc bctween two
rows of broad stone pillars I followed the
High Priest until I steed before the chan-
cel, a raised platiorm across the entire
end of the temple, with seven niches—
all enslirining bumming candles—set in its
back wall. A half-dozen other white-
robed figurcs were there and with a shock
I recognized among them the faces of
men I knew—or rather, ked known!

Miles Wesley, another boeking agent.
Only last week at La Barraca I had had
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a drink with him and Carrington, the
owner of the ultra-smait night club. The
next day he was dead—heart failure—
and I had gone to his funeral, ... Aithur
Pines; I had read his obituary in the
paper a few hours belore—before [
died. . ..

God! It was horrible to be part of
that silent company of rcsurrected dead,
fearfully watching Isis as she glided to
an altar across the chancel from the por-
tal to the crypt-like anteroom. The altar
faced an open chapel in a recessed por-
tion of the temple’s side wall. Darkness
held sway there, a blackness almost tangi-
ble; it seemed to stir restlessly in its
stone confines. That blackness Isis now
addressed, her voice the {ant tinkle of
the Blue Nile at its sourcc:

“Another, O Osiris, has been sum-
moned back frem the black void in which
thou art lost. Another to serve in the
Great Search. The day oi thy return
draws closer. . .”

The blackness trembled violently and
a murmur of awe rose from those around
me. But to me, much more ominous was
my growing feeling that when my duty
was made known to me, there would also
be a revelation with a terrible personal
import. Isis, never averting her gaze
from the strange manifestation, spoke to
the mystery within the chapel as an equal.

“Seon,” she said seftly, and suddenly

she seemed transformed. Cruelty was

etched deep on her exquisite face as she
cried exultantly, “Even now we begin I’

One of the robed men among whom I
stood disappeared momentarily, te retum
leading a girl—a girl whom T knew well!
Pepita. who danced at la Barraca, a
diminutive Venus who did a fiery rhinmba
in two strands of bright-colored Mexi-
can beads. I had booked the act in there
myself and it gave me a strange feeling
to see this girl I kncw so well appearing
in this sinister place.

Her face, usually so animated, was ex-

pressionless and she kept her eyes
straight before her as the masked man
banded her up to the High Priest, who
swiitly led her to the dnteroom. When
he returned, alone, his gaze sought me
out from the others before he spoke.

“Ifor the pieasure of Osiris has this
girl been brought to the Templc and it
is thus that Isis is served,” he said to me.
"Those who fail in their assigned duty
are plunged back into dcath’s black
veid I

He paused and I waited in horrible
suspense for the further revelation I had
been dreading all the time. “Fo you,”
he resumed slowly, “‘falls the honor of
bringing here one who is dear to you. . .”

Suddenly my heart contracted violent-
ly as all my dread crystahzed, all my in-
tuitions clarified, and I frnew whom I
must bring to the Temple! In my an-
guish 1 gasped her name aloud: “Mau-
reen!”

Faintly I heard the High Priest say:
“Yes. She toe is marked for @siris. . .”

CHAPTER TWO
Nuptials of the Gods

OR MANY minutes everything was

dim to my vision and my mind was no
more than a mad chaos. I only knew that
this' was a sinister place, a place of
strange forces and dark purposes-—and
the mere thought of bringing Maureen ta
it filled me with unreasoning dread.
Nothing could make me do that!

Rut when a measure of calmness had
returned to me, 1 could find nothing
threatening, no real meaning al all, in
those words: For the pleaswre of Osiris.
And Pepita, I remembered, had effered
net the slightest resistance. Then I saw
that Isis and the High Friest had dis-
appeared from the chancel, and somehow
I ne longer felt awc of what I saw. Now
the altar seemed only a block of obsidian,
and the blackness within the Chapel of
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Osiris was merely darkness. When Pe-
pita reappearcd, it was with a curious
detachment that I watched what followed.

The black-kirtled High Priest led her
from the anteroom but, for all that her
ravishing body was nude except for a
narrow silver girdle, she came forth will-
ingly. The priest drepped her hand, and
she went on alone, slower, thighs rip-
pling with the deliberate placing of each
arched foot. Music stole through the tem-
ple, picking up the hesitant rhythm of her
step. She began to dance.

IlIer barc fect beat out a staccato patter
on the stone floor, as in the dance E! Ta-
patio, but here there was a difference with
a ritualistic significance. With each ac-
cented beat of the music came a sharp un-
dulation of her torso that carried her
toward the chapel across the chanccl—
as if she were being jerked toward it by
an invisible hand. Her resistance was
symbolized by short, retreating steps,
mincing steps that set her small but gen-
erously curved hips into fascinating mo-
tion. :

Faster she danced, advancing, retreat-
ing, but never quite as far as she had
advanced. Almost imperceptibly she
moved acress the chancel and steadily the
symbolical struggle increasced in intensi-
ty. She was a star, but I had never
known she was capable of such inspired
pantomimic pretense.

But was it pretense?

Isis was suddenly beside the altar. How
or when she had appeared I had no idea,
but all at once everything was changed.
Once more the blackness within the
Chapel of Osiris seemed to become tangi-
ble, to stir restlessly, and the atmosphere
throughout the temple became heavy with
a brooding nystery. No longer tlid Pepi-
ta’s dance seem a symbol but deadly re-
ality. Faster now she was drawn toward
the portal of the chapel. And in the eyes
of Isis, intent upon the golden {lesh there
was the concentratien of all evil.

Her white arm shot out and Ler point-
ing finger transfixed Pepita, then swept
toward the portal. The blackness beyond
trembled violently aud {or an instant the
ensnared girl's body expressed titanic
centest. Then all the struggle went eut
of it, and she ran swiftly and lightly to
join the mystery within the chapel.

The music ceased the instant - she
crossed the threshold and then there was
silence,

A DULL red core began to glow in the
darkness of the chapel. Hot bands
seemed to snake out from it, wind them-
selves areund me and hind me to the floor
before I recovered from the shock of the
last few seconds. The scene in the chan-
cel went slightly out of focus, as if in-
visible emanaticns were heating across it
in waves. My brain was pierced by their
overtones and I heard a great voiceless
plaint, like the anguished lament of a
lover unable to take the bride he had won.
“Patience, O my brother,” whispered
Isis, and turned te gaze across the temple.
As if there had been an unspoken com-
mand, the High Priest disappeared into
the anteroom, to reappcar immcdiately
carrying a man. My heart began to beat
faster, for this man wore no robe over
his clothes—and his feet were bound, his
wrists ticd behind him with leather
thongs, and his mouth cruelly gagged
with a broader strap! Pretest flamed
threugh me but I seemed incapable of
movement; I could only watch tensely
while the High Priest placed his human
burden on the altar in front of the pertal
of the Chapel, then withdrew, leaving the
man struggling on the obsidian block.
Isis now stood inside a white circle at
the center of the chancel, facing the Cha-
pel. She held an open scroll of papyrus
»efore her, and as her hands turned, the
upper roll became thinner, the lower
thicker, and between the two marched
line after line of black scratches, the
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hieroglyphs of dynastic Egypt. These she
transmuted into sound, and her voice
seemed the murmuring of the River Styx,
for I knew somehow it was from the lost
Book of the Dead she was reading. And
as her voice flowed on, the red matrix
of the stirring blackness within the cha-
pel glowed brighter.

Suddenly it became flaming crimson as

Isis’ hand flashed upward, poised. Her
voice rang out: “What Set did sunder
- shall be reborn. Each mortal-imprisoned
mote of the Ka of Osiris to him shall be
returned’—her gaze lowered to the man
thrashing helplessly on the altar— “and
his shall be the first!”

Her hand dropped. And then, even as
the captive arched his back and his eyes
bulged with his struggle to free himself,
he was gone! Gone!

The altar was bare. The man was gone.
And with my own eyes I had seen his
body go through every distinct stage of
dissolution in the fragment of a second!
Flesh softening, melting from a skeletal
structure still jerking spasmodically;
bones crumbling, disintegrating; then
everything gone.

Except a faint cloud that seemed to
hover above the altar.

A tiny puff, a nebulous wisp, more
attenuated than a sigh breathed into chill
air. Gently it wafted toward the chapel,
floated through the portal, and the core
of red light turned brilliant white!

For the first time, sound issued from
the Chapel of Osiris.

There came a rasping, indrawn breath,
like a newborn infant’s first gasp a hun-
dred times augmented. More of the great,
shuddering gulps, resolving into a heavy,
regular breathing with the slow tempo of
a monstrous, sluggish creature. Then a
swelling undertone, the throb of dull,
brutish passion.

With sudden, horrified understanding I
looked at Isis. Unholy joy was upon her
face as she stared into the turbulent black-

ness of the chapel, and sickness came to
me with the thought of what her eyes
must see. All my strength washed away,
my brain numbed, and in dismay at the
monstrous thing happening within the
chapel, time stood still. . . .

Until the white core was swallowed by
the blackness and simultaneously Pepita
plunged from the chapel, stumbling, as
if lung by a mighty hand. She caught
her balance, steadied herself against the
altar, and then I saw the cartouche of
Osiris livid on her forehead—and the
soul-shattered horror in her eyes! Gone
was their hypnotic glaze, and I could see
the agony and the shame greater even
than pain—the utter degradation of the
sadistic love of one long dead!

Then she who had been the Bride of
Osiris Reborn dropped to the floor as
only lifeless clay falls back to earth.
Through a dark film of nausea I saw the
dead body of the girl who had been
brought to the Temple—for the pleasure
of Osints.

Suddenly I shrieked as the chord of
memory brought my numbed brain to life.
Maureen was wmarked for this same
doom! It was for these deadly nuptials
that I was to bring her to the Temple!
I—who would be plunged back into the
black void unless, with the body of the
girl I loved, I pandered to the lust of the
thing in the chapel and became—a pro-
curer for Death. . . .

REVOLT flamed through me; I cared

nothing for what might happen to
me, but Maureen. . . . An insensate roar
filled my throat at just the thought of
what I had been ordered to do and, reck-
less in my rage, I threw myself forward.
Hands clutched at me but I tore away
from them, from these cowed slaves of
Isis who would restrain me, and leaped
toward the chancel. But suddenly all the
strength flowed out of my limbs and I
was brought to a halt, giddy and barely
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able to rerain upright on my feet!

Then I saw that Isis had snatched from
the centermost wall niche the black taper
that had kindled ef itself as I returned
to life—and it was as she pressed down
its flame that weakness spread through
my body! Quickly my strength surged
back as she ratsed her hand and let the
(lame grew higher again; but now it was
dread that held me motionless as the High
Priest harshly commanded: “Look upon
this candle!”

Isis now held the black taper before
her face. The bud of flame atop it seemed
suspended between her eyes, no brighter
than those strange orbs, but warmer. The
High Priest’s next words came faintcr to
my ears: )

“Ever near to the hand of Isis shall
remain this, your life candle, and hence-
forth your life shall be as its flame—ebb-
ing and flowing as it waxes and wanes.
Take heed, lest you forget your duty, and
she snuff out the candle and return you to
blackness! Now, through Isis, return to
the world. . .”

I was moving forward, involuntarily,
and Isis’ eyes seemed to grow immense
as I advanced toward her. Greater than
the entire universe they became as I
reached the raised floor of the chancel. I
lifted my foot. . . .

And stepped from the street to the
curb.

Too sudden was the transition to the
world F knew. It was a full minute be-
fure I realized that this was the same dark
intersection where I had stepped from the
curb te the street in front of an auto.

I now stvod on the other side of ithe
Streef. . . .

IT was like waking from a bad dream.

The webs of nightmare horror still
clinging to my brain, All around me the
familiar realities of uptown New York.
A block west., Broadway, the rumble of
the subway. On the opposite cotner, the

undertaking parlors I passed every night
on the way from my place to Maureen's.
A few doors down on this side of the
street, the jewelry store where I had
bought the ring.

Thankfully T drew the night air into
my lungs. It had all been a fantasy born
of a mental aberration. The limousine
had not hit me but in that split-second
when I had thought it would, shock had
caused some quirk in my brain. Every-
thing else that had seemed to happen had
taken place only in my dazed mind, as
automatically I kept on, crossed the street.
An eon of torture lived through in a
single moment,

But so ghastly real seemed that long
flight through horror and fantasy that [
looked at my watch—a bit ashamed of
myself as I did. Eight-twenty, Just about
what I had thought—perhaps a little
later.

My thoughts went ahead of the mov-
ing hands of the watch, Above my head
the yellow and black strcet-sign read
“Amsterdam Ave—77th St.” A block
north and around the corner was Mau-
reen’s home, where she lived alone with
her guardian, ¥dward Grant, her moth-
er’s brother. There would be a happy
hour with her and then I would make my
nightly round of La Barraca, The Prim-
rosc Path, and the Harlem Club. Three
of the hest night spots in town—and I
had produced and booked the shows for
each. Maureen and success—life had be-
come generous with me.

As T walked up the street I entertained
mysclf by reviewing those illusery events
still so vivid in my memory. What an in-
tricate pattern they formed! It was an
insight into the working of the human
mind. No sooner had my fear-shocked
brain imagined the ghastly nothingness
of body than it set out to “resurrect” we
with some vaguely remembered Egyptian
lore, building it into a nightmarish hor-
ror and weaving in peoplc I knew. Pines
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and Wesley, for example, because they
were dead. and Maureen because the fear
of something happening to her was always
in my mind.

The oddness of it still fascinated me
when I punchied the bell of Maurcen’s
house. She came to the door herself and
quickly I caught her hand and pulled her
into the drawing room, already beginning
to pour out my story. Wordlessly she
stared at me as [ talked and all (he time
her blue eyes, immense ancd round, never
left my face.

“Qucer, isn't it, the way the mind
works?” I concluded. “To imagine I had
died, and tke rest of that fantastic—"

I breke off, fer Maureen, eyes never
leaving mine, was slowly shaking her
head. “What 15 it?" I asked.

She shut her eyes and said faintly,
“Oh, my darling! We buried you yes-
terday. .

CHAPTER THREE

Die—Brief Candle! . . ,

NOT even the tragedy which followed

can dimm my memory of the peculiar
horror of that moment when I stared at
the mirror over the mantel, seeing my
own face as a stranger’s, trying to assimi-

late the stupendous fact Maureen had
just revealed. Then, as she flung herself
sebbing into my arms, all its implications
overwhelmed me. True—everything was
true! I had died. I had been resurrected
by an unholy pewer-—and Maureen was
tnarked for the lust of the tfiing in the
Chapel! With a groan I tore away from
Maureen’s hands and fled into the night.

Like chaff before the wind I was driven
through the dark streets by terror my
bruised mind could not vanquish. I only
knew that Maureen and I were caught in
the web of an incomprehensible and dead-
ly power. And even that thought lost its
shatrpness as physical exhaustion helped
shock numb my brain. For a while longer
I stumbled on blindly and it was only
instinct that gutded me back to my hotel.
As iar as the bed my feet carried me, and
there T coltapsed, to pass swiftly into a
deep, dreamless sleep. . . .

The Redoundo Hotel serves a comtinen-
tal breakfast to its guests. Tt was the
shutting of the servidor that wakened me,
the odor of sirung wilee that lured me
from bed before my eyes were fully open,
From long habit I unfurled the morning
papers even as I drained the ceffee cup;
my nind, still sleep-hlurred, had not yet
picked up the thread ef memory—then in
one second the headlines plunged me

‘Who said that you have to screw up your
face in disgust every time you take some-
thing for constipation? You have to do
nothing of the kind!

Taking a laxative can be every bit &as
pleasant as eating a piece of delicious
chocolate-.provided you take Ex-Lax,
Ex-Lax gives you a thorough cleaning out
~but smoothly, easily, without throwing
your eliminative system out of whack,
witheut nausea or stomach pains,

For morc than 30 years, Ex-Lax has bcen

Who said that a good laxative
had to taste bad?

America’s largest- selling laxative. It is
equally good fer every member of the
family — youngsters as well as grown-ups.
Next time you need a laxative_try
Ex-Lax! You can gct a box at any drug
store in economicai 10¢ and 25¢ sizes,
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back into all that horror. And as I read
on I could only think how little the world
understood what had happened.

The bodies of three girls—Pepita
among them-——all victims of criminal at-
tack, had bcen taken from the water near
the Battery. A mark burned on the fore-
head of each—the cartouche of Osiris,
token of the nuptials to which they had
been forced—to the police meant only that
a “sex degenerate with sadistic impulses”
was - at large. “Aa carly arrest’—I
thought of the Presence that was a stir-
ring blackness within the Chapel of Osi-
ris—"‘is expected.”

That was one story, The other con-
cerned the disappcarance of a number of
men “believed to be held for ransom.”
The daily list of missing persons in New
York runs into sceres; it was the prom-
inence of some of the names on today’s
list that led thc police to suspect the
operations of ‘‘a daring new gang of kid-
nappcers.” But the picture of ene ef the
victims showed the man I had seen dis-
solve into nelhingness as he loy en a
black obsidian hiock. . . . “Victims' fam-
ilies hope for early contact with the kid-
nappers.”  But three at least, T knew,
had not been held for ransom, and they
could never be relurned—jfor body and
soul they had been conswmed by Osiris,

Only one paper, a tabloid, connected
the two stories. On the basis of the mark
on the three corpses, it hrought forth the
whole legend of Isis in Quest. It claimed
—with as much sobricty as the editor
must have thought the wild idea would
stand—that the missing men and violated
girls alike had met their deaths in seme
weird ritual of a religious cult trans-
planted from Egypt. It was all there,
[rem the ancient sundering of Qsiris's Ka,
to the freeing of the separate parts from
the bodies in which they were now incar-
nated—the whole incredibly fantasy. And
the irony was that it was true.

True! I had seen its truth with my

own eyes! I, who had been resurrected
by an unholy power. ...

It was then, with my mind rested and
the cold light of day at last making an
impression on me, that reaction began to
set in. Science, I knew, was succeeding
with increasing frequency in bringing
back life in cases were dcath was due to
shock alone. Thus it must have been in
my own case, whatever mummery it had
been surrounded with by the cult into
whose hands I had fallen. Fer their own
purposes they had taken advantage of my
susceptible condition to foster the impres-
sion of occultism,

I toek from my pocket the jeweler’s
box with Maureen’s ring—the ring which,
in my wild dismay last night, I had fled
without giving her. With a warm glow
I snapped open the lid to look upon the
symbol of the happiness that would soon
be minc. And in another moment I knew
with a shock that I had undcrestimated
the situation.

For in the box, I found not Maureen’s
solitaire, but a scarab ring thrcaded with
a thin roll of papyrus that bore this mes-
sage:

The Primrose Path is the way to the
Temple, where Osiris awaits his bride.
Bring her at midoight. Yew ere wmtched
every minte.

They were carrying the issue to me,
watching me! 1 flung the ring to the
floor, infuriated that they should belicve
T would be intimidated by their threats.
And what audacity to reveal the location
ol the temple and think I weuld not use
the information against them! There was
not the slightest doubt in my mind of
what to do. I would call the police! They
could clean out the whole murderous nest.

I jumped up. started over to the phone
—and faltered in mid-stride, A deep sink-
ing feeling ran through me—Ilike that
which had followed the abrupt cessation
of pain after I had becn hit by the auto!
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I felt myself falling, but so swiftly did
physical sensation die, that I only sew
the floor come up to hit my face!

Then the black wvoid began to engulf
me again,

SCREAMED. I #ried to scream, but

my voice was gone. No longer could I
hear in my cars the pounding of my heart.
The last sight T had was of the scarab
ring lying a few inches from my face.
Then the blackness was cverywhere,
everything.

God! Then I knew the meaning of
those words: Yow are watched every
minute. It was the omniscience of Isis
which had detected my first traitorous
thought! And her hand had crept into
the centermost niche in the Temple wall,
poised over my life candle—and snuffed
out its flame! For now, plunged back into
this awful void without being touched
by a human hand, I knew how tragically
real were all the unnatural powers of
1515, e

For eons, it seemed, my mind crept
through that blackness, stunned by the
incredible thing that had come to pass,
able to think only that this time there
would be no escape. They would take my
body, grey and stiff, and give it to the
cold earth again, and there it would stay
until the maggots had fed on my brain,
until I was one with the dust. . . . Thus
my anguished thoughts dragged on end-
lessly until—my eyes opened!

Pain splashed through my body like
burning acid and the agony of returning
life added to my shocked confusion. My
room was dark but I felt no surprise—
only horror, as I suddenly realized why I
had been released from that ghastly noth-
ingness of body. It was so that I could
take Maureen to a weird, murderess
assignation with the Thing in the
Chapel. . . .

I think my mind let go then. I beat on
the walls like a madman at the thought of

how utterly helpless I was, with my two
dreadful alternatives. At the first wrong
move I would be plunged back into
death’s black void! God! Trapped twen-
ty floors above the heart of Manhattan
by an invisible power, all avenues closed
—except the way to the temple!

I cried out wildly. Then I would go
there! Stake everything on my lone
chance of striking at the source of weird
power and winning freedom for all. . . .
It is proof of my madness that T snatched
up my gun, and not until I was in a cab
speeding toward the Primrose Path, did
I think how useless it must be against
Isis.

But two drinks served to steady my
nerves—even if they added to my con-
fusion of mind—when T sat at my table
in the night club, looking around for some
sign which T knew would show me the
way to the temple. The room was
decorated in bleached mahogany and old
ivory, frescoed with pastel nudes and the
Temptations of the Seven Venal Sins.
Lower down, the walls were panelled
wood, intricately carved with every device
and symbol known to erotology. Some of
the panels, I knew, were doors leading to
other rooms, wherein lay the various
illicit attractions that drew the wealthiest
crowd in New York to this reconstructed
warehouse in the shadow of Brooklyn
Bridge. And as I studied them in this
worldly setting, T felt some of my dread
disappearing.

At one table T saw Amos Blackwell
with the Guild actress, Esta Morgan,
known to be his mistress. And not far
away sat the millionaire sportsman’s wife,
squired by the suave Nick Lambesis,
manager of the Primrose Path for the
notorious night club’s unknown backer.
They watched each other, these two wom-
en: the wife, a tall blonde girl, gazing
helplessly at the vivid beauty of her red-
haired rival; the mistress staring back
contemptuously, confident of the physical
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allure that had brought her success both
on the stage and in her notorious private
life. As I looked at this very mundanc
by-play, it was hard to believe I was sur-
rounded by weird forces that defied na-
tural law.

Then it was that I saw the cartouche of
QOsirls among the many carven devices
on a wall panel. The way te the temple!
A moment later I stood in the passage be-
yond the panelled duor, . . .

The passage sleped sharply downward,
then leveled off, thke dampness that pene-
trated the blackness telling me the river
was nearby. But a sharp turn soon led
far away from it; then more turns until
I had no idea which direction I was going.
Finally nothing but the interminable
blackness without variation, until a touch
of dread recturned to my confused
thoughts, until—I saw dim light coming
through an arch that led into the Temple!

I was a match for them! I thought
exultantly. [ had succeeded in getting here
even though I came armed and intending
to fight if I needed. . . . The Temple
was deserted. Gripping my gun tensely
T stole io the chancel. Qnly six candles
burned in their niches; the centerimaost
was missing! I heat down an absurd
flutter of fear and stepped into the ante-
roem. There was no one there, but I knew
the opposite portal led to other rooms and
I was moving toward it when a queer {eel-
ing of being watched made me turn.

Then I gasped. Where there had been
the portal to the chancel was now a solid
stone wall! The hair en my neck bris-
tling, I spun around. The other portal was
gone! [ was enstombed. And then from
all around me came laughter—mocking
triumphant langhter from the very stones
of the walls, The laughter of Isis---ail-
seemny, all-powerful. . . .

FOR an eternity, it seemed, that laughter
filled my ears, scraped at my brain,
while I hurled myself at the walls until [

was exhausted. Then it ceased and I
heard the voice of the High Priest: “Rash
mortal, vou have been spared only because
it has been erdained that you shall bring
the girl you love to the arms of Osiris!
This is your last chance. Your life candle
is now in Isis’ hands. Shall she snuff out
the flame—or will you perform your
duty?”

T quailed before remembered torture.
But to give Maureen to that obsccne,
dendly emhrace! . . . My shattered mind
poised between the two alternatives, one
unendurahle, the other unthinkable, and
T still had not answered when the High
Priest spoke again :

“Remember that this time you will not
return from death’s black void. And ske
will be brought here by another!”

“Another?” T cried wildly. “Then why
not anether girl instead of Maureen? Why
not someone who deserves to die? Some-
one like—like Esta Morgan!™

The High Priest said, ““Isis refuses your
request. Will you perform your appointed
dutv—or shall this crypt be your tomb?
You have onc minute to answer. ., .”

God! One minute to choose between
eternal doom for myself and ravishment
for Maureen. . . . No! She was lost in
any casc! Mine would be needless sacri-
fice. . .. The seconds whipped hy, lashing
my mind into a frenzy, but I couldn’t be
the one to bring Maureen to horrible
destruction!

My brain writhed in anguish and my
vision grew dim, and there seemed little
cliange when the black void swept over
me. . . .

Then I was emerging {from a dark
passageway into the dim glew of a street-
lamp. And the rctreating voice of the
1ligh Priest was floating back to me: “Isis
has grauted y-eur request. Return at mid-
night with the substitute youhave named.”

Maureen was saved. Wild clation filled
me and, still dazed, I was slow to realize
that I had won for Maureen—but lost
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for myself! I was going to take Esta
Morgan to her death. Thus I could save
Maureen, but I—a smurderer—could never
claim her love!

Crushing grief settled over my mind
and I remember only disjointedly what I
did in the next hour. Across the street—
it was lower Second Avcnue—I went to
satisfy my raveneus hunger in a small
restaurant. It was there 7 discovered that
nearly twenty-four hours had passed
since I had entered the Primrose Path!
And I bad but two hours to complete my
murderous mission. . . . At the garage
where I rented a car T found a news-
paper. More bodies of ravaged girls. more
missing men, and terror growing with the
mounting toll of the menace spreading
through all Manhattan—{rom its unknown
source in the Temple of Isis. .. .

CHAPTER FOUR

Her Groom Is Death

HROUGH an open window, I crawled
.= into the house. Tt was the actress’ bed-
room in which I found mysclf. Hearing
approaching voices, I quickly stepped be-
hind a pair of floor-length drapes, dis-
mayed at a situation that might delay
me too Jong.

Through the narrow space between the
drapes, I saw Esta Morgan come into the
room. A siren in a sea-green gown as
light as spray, a pale mist molded to her
rose-flushed body and set off by flame-red
hair. Like a dancer she carried herself,

a single rhythm bringing her whole ravish- .

ing figurc into subtle mobility. In a mo-
ment I knew I would soon have my
chance, for shc called to her maid : “Come,
Marie! Tonight yeu may go after you
have helped me undress. . ..”

With a faint hiss the sea-green dress
slid to the floor and the actress emerged
from the froth like a nereid springing from
the depths of the ocean in a shewer of
spray. So powerful was Lhe illusion that

even the scant remaining atlire on her
body seemed unnatural as for a maoment
she stood ankle-deep in the limpid pool
of fabric. Sheer hose reaching high on
rounded, smoothly-tapering thighs, brief
foundation garment moulded to hips, a
thin bandeau over proud breasts. She
was superb.

Yet T must take this lovely creature to
the black #/ng in the Chapel of Osiris. . . .

I felt like a beast as I watched that
symbol of feminine gentleness, knowing
what I must do as soon as the maid was
gone. And elsewhere in the city, ether
cravens like myself were skulking, prey-
ing on the innocent. doing the monstrous
bidding of Isis in Quest. The whole order
of the universe seemed wrong. But even
then, so over-mastering was my dread of
the black void, that my foremost emotion
was dismay at the passage of time. At
fast the maid finished her duties and left
the raom, but it seemed an eternity before
the click of the eutcr dcer marked her
departure from thc house. I came out
from behind the curtains.

Somehow Esta Morgan knew from the
first. She uttered not a sound, but her eyes
filled with a swift herrer that made me
flinch. Then it was gone and she was
twining her arms around me, pressing her
hody against mine. She was a clever ac-
tress, but I was not deceived ; it was as a
ransom from death she was offering her
body. Even before I disemgaged her arms,
she sensed che was failing,

Poor girl! It was not I, but Death
who would be her groom! A great pity
for her filled me, but the remembered
horror of the black void was greater than
all else. I would have sent half the world
to hell before suffering that toriment again !

She knew then beyond doubt she had
failed to win me, and, abandoning her
wiles, she began to scratch and claw like
a trapped tigress. I could do no more
than hold her struggling body in my arms,
crush it to me, until at last the fight went
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out of her. Suddenly limp, she sagged to
the floor. I picked her up and moved
teward the window. . . .

Unconsciously I must have come to de-
pend upon the infallible, ever-present hand
of Isis. Not until I had driven some dis-
tance, choosing dark streets because of
the unconscious woman in the tonneau,
did it ecur to me that I could not take
my victim through the Primrose Path!
Then, to my horror for the thing I was
‘doing, was added the fear that I ceuld
not find another way to take her to the
temple.

My panic grew when I reached the
vicinity where T had emerged from the
temple to the street a few hours before,
and I realized the hapelessness of recog-
nizing which ane of these scores of dark
gangways and areaways led to that evil
passage. It seemed that I had failed
My body trembled in mementary expecta-
tion of tlat ghastly sinking sensation, the
encroachment of blackness.

Suddenly another car pulled even with
me feor a moment, then shot ahead, signal-
ing me to follew. Mirthlessly I laughed as
I drove around a corner and into an area-
way between two abandored warchouses.
What a fool I had been to think that so
long as they were uscful to her, Isis would
forget her murderous servants!

A moment later, I was carrying Esta
Morgan’s unconscieus form down a dark
passage, another appreach te the temple,
where the lovely actress weuld pay a hor-
rible price that I might escape the blight-
ing hand of lsis. Suddenly 1 wondered if
this heinous act would free me, or if I
must go on serving murder forever! . . .

SCREAM signalled the beginning ef

the ritnal. From the anteroom at the
left side of the chancel the High Priest
was dragging a girl even as he tore off her
dress. The music started before his hand
could strip away her underclothes, and
then he quickly urged her to dance. But

the girl, nearly prostrate in her terror,
seemed rooted to the ground. Swiftly the
priest unwound a black-snake whip from
around his waist. A sharp crack, a shriek
from the girl as a welt sprang up livid
acress her feet, and she began to dance.

Then I saw her face. Helen Blackwell!
What irony to think thar she and Esta
Morgan, these two wemen who bad yes-
terday faced each other with hate in the
Primrose Path, should hoth now be here
where nothtng mattered! Rut all thought
guickly bumel out as I stood rooted by
fear, fascinated by the time-steeped evil,
the emerging sadism of the ritual.

At a sign from Isis, whe peered into the
stirring darkness within the chapel, the
High Priest raised the flickering strokes
of the whip and began to ent away ITelen
Blackwell’s fcw remaining garments, as if
they were displeasing te Osiris. Like a
broken marionette the screaming girl
danced as strip by strip her hose fell
away while the lash climbed up the leng
length of her limbs—then leaped nine
inches of polished ivory to the black lace
tight about her hips. Sharper rese her
agenized cries as her gleaming f{lesh
spurted through the disintegrating black
film. The brassiere she snatched off her-
self.

Still, Isis was not satisfied. The red
matrix of light glowed weakly in the res-
tive blackness of the Chapel of Osiris. It
brightencd when Ists scized the whip from
the priest and sent its tip darting at the
girl’s body. Crimson streamers rippled
down her tortured body, and her voice fell
to a shuddering sob. Sick to the core of
my being, T watched the lash fall on her
bare back, drive her, jerking and stum-
bling at each vicious snap, inte the black
chapel.

My mind dulled then, and only the her-
ror that followed stood out. A man,
writhing on the altar, his body putrefying
and dwindling to nothingness in the single
second before the matrix of weird light
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within the chapel turned from red to
white. The great sucking of air, the stir-
ring of ponderous limbs as the thing again
came to unholy life. Its lustful panting
overlaying the chafing of rough skin and
tender flesh. . . . The broken moans of
Helen Blackwell. . . . Her lacerated body
when, at last, the girl reeled from the
chapel and sprawled to the floor like a torn
rag doll. Then the whole ghastly night-
mare beginning over again, as another girl
was led out of the anteroom.

Dimly, in my horror, I saw her nearly
nude body, proud, unafraid, and lovely
beyond compare. Even the whip seemed
enamored of her beauty. The lash caressed
the dainty taper of her legs, curled long-
ingly around clean thighs, followed the
delicate curve of youthfully feminine hips.

This girl was—Maureen!

LL the horror that had been fulminat-

ing in my brain for days suddenly ex-
ploded. I had been betrayed! I had
brought a substitute. but another slave
had been sent to seize Maureen. And now,
though all my love cried out to go to her
aid, there was nothing I could do!

Plead for her? I saw the bright evil
in Isis’ eyes. She knew no mercy! . . .
And so—I must kill Maureen! I must
kill her myself to save her from a fate far
worse. My hand went into my pocket,
closed around the gun—but I could not
bring myself to shoot the girl I loved!
Yet I could not let her become the
bride of the thing in the chapel. . .. My
mind became utter chaos, and then a wild
thought came to me.

I could shoot Isis. Whatever her weird
power, and even if she was the reincarna-
tion of a divine being, her hody must be
mortal! And I could shoot her before she
could snuff out my life candle and then—
But suppose her body was not wmortal?
Or even if T missed? . . . I couldn’t risk
being plunged into the black void, where
I would be helpless, my last chance to save

Maureen gone! I had to find some other
way. . . .

A sob—the first sound from the coura-
geous girl—broke from Maureen’s lips.
It was more than I could bear. I could
wait no longer to act! But what was my
best chance. . . ?

The blame was mine! For as I hesi-
tated, the matrix of light in the chapel
flamed eager crimson. Maureen fled
toward it from the bite of the whip, and
in an instant she was swallowed by the
blackness that was Osiris. . . .

Then my thoughts reached a pitch of
desperation—and certain events took on
clearer meaning. The substitution of Es-
ta Morgan for Maureen, the taking of
both the wife and the mistress of a
wealthy man—those facts savored of
worldly plotting, lacked the dignity of di-
vine ordination! I sensed a great illusion.
Despite all appearances, I did not believe
I could be deprived of life by the snuffing
of a candle!

But T could not be sure. My own rea-
soning seemed weak. Ewverything seemed
confused—and I only knew with despair-
ing certainty there was no more than a
slender chance I could defy Isis safely.
But for Maureen, I ‘would take that
chance!

Another man had been placed upon the
altar—another man whose body would be
destroyed so that once more the thing in
the Chapel of Osiris could live briefly to
take the love of a mortal woman! And
this time it would be Maureen!

God! Only a moment in which to act
to save her. Almost with one motion I
sprang to the chancel and leaped to the
candle in the centermost wall niche, for
even if my guess was right I needed help
and must win it with quick, clear proof.
Out of the niche I snatched the candle,
held it high as I turned, and to the group
of white-robed figures I had left, my fel-
low slaves to Isis, I cried: “Look! Vou
are freel”
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TFor a second I held it aloft—my life
candle? Or an ordinary wax taper? Then
I hurled it to the floor, dashed out its
flame.

Time stood still for a breathless sccond
while I waitcd, cvery nerve screaming.
Then a cry went up from the masked {ig-
ures in fromt of the chancel—a cry of rage
at this proof they had been duped—and
I went weak from sudden reaction, relief
that nothing had kappened to me! Ex-
ultantly I saw the enraged dupes come
swarming to the chancel, a solid wave
driving toward Isis. I was swept before
it, tossed like a cork—and left high and
dry as the wave abruptly subsided!

I stood directly in front of Isis. Behind
me were her other slaves, suddenly cowed
by the sheer power of her gaze. Not one
step had she retreated before the onrush,
and I too felt momentary doubt as I saw
her confidence; her almost divinc appcar-
ance of indifference.

Her hand flashcd upward, her gazc
shifted. She was looking at the man lying
on the altar. Out of the corner of my eye
I saw her hand sweep down, and then
once more I saw the body of a living man
moulder, decompose and vanish in the
fraction of a second!

Suddenly a sinking fecling ran through
my body. T thought it was only a normal
physical weakness—until I saw the blaze
of triumph in Isis’ strange eyes! And
then, as cries of despair rose from those
behind me, as all sensation began to leave
my body, as darkaness crept over me, [

knew I was going into deatl’s black void.

The candle was but a symbol! The
power was recal and it resided in Isis. Gone
was my brief Lope of saving Maureen
from the Deathly Lover, the thing even
now drawing its first lustful breaths.

For my body was dcad, and the black-
ness was fast dimming my eyes. The last
thing I saw was that I was floating, as if
on a current of air, tnto the Chapel of
Osiris. . ..

CHAPTER FIVE
Master of the Black Void

SIGHT and hearing retumed to me first,

but they were useless senses at the
start. Only for a moment, it seemed, had
I suffered the ghastly nothingness ef body,
the black sheath over agomized thoughts,
but it was long enough to shatter my un-
strung mind. And not until long after my
eycs had become adjusted to the strong
light in the long, boxlike room did I real-
ize that before me lay a scenc to pall into
insignificance the horror I had just been
through. Maureen tied spread-eagled to
a broad pillar! Beside her, caressing the
long length of her nude body—the thing !

Loathsome beyond any creature ever
made By hand of God, it vet was cast in
the mold of man—a man of gigantic pro-
portions, with swollen limbs, dead-grey
skin so thin it showed the fibrous cording
of muscles beneath, a round slavering
mouth and the {lat, heavy-boned face of 4
Mongoloid idiot. And that thing—that
monster, whether human or a nightmare
creature giving form to Osiris—was de-
filing Maareen with its foul hands.

With a hoarse shout I impelled myself
forward from where T had been sitting,
propped up against a wall—and I fell!
I had net yet regained normal use of iy
legs or arms, and I fell face down, lay
there helpless while the monster lumbered:
over te me, tied my legs, bound my wrists
together behind my back, and returned
me to my former position. . . .

The monster’s splay fingers were de-
lightedly tamping the soft swell of Maur-
een’s waist. Unable to bear the sight, I
turmed my head away. And for the first
time I saw the hugc objecct at the ether

d of the chapel, in front of the portal,
now closed by a steel panel, which led
to the tcmple proper. A crcmatory fur-
nace. That was the secret of bodies melt-
ing away as they lay on the altar on the
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other side of the portal-—a blast of air
with a temperature of thousands of de-
grees, consuming heat that leit only fine
ashes !

Was it thus that Osiris was given life?
It secmed incredible. T couldnt under-
stand it. But then T thought of Isis’s
weird power over the ebb and flow of my
life. That was real! And so was the rest
of the horror. . ..

At Maureen’s sharp cry niy eyes
flashed back to her. I had thought her
unconscious, so limply had hung her head
over her bosom. Now I saw that she had
really been suffering in self-imposed
silence.

The monster struck her across the face,
and she fell silent, blood trickling from
the corner of her mouth,

The monster untied her, picked her
up in its powerful arms—and suddenly I
screamed. It was carrying her to a straw
pallet on the floor in the corner!

No impression did my wild shouts
make on the monster as it laid Maureen
on the pallet. For a mement it knelt be-
side her, and then—

A panel in the wall slid open, clesed,
and the High Priest stoed in the chapel.
Hope flared in me as he strode toward
the monster, shook its shoulder, But
when he had gotten the creature’s atten-
tion, he said. “Wait, Jaad. The Master
is coming. . . .”

WT HOM or what I expected, I hardly

know. All sorts of wild specula-
tions passed through my mind in the next
few minutes. But when another panel
opened, it was a masked man in evening
clothes who stepped through.

His figure secmed familiar and when
ke spoke I knew I had heard his voice
before, though it was patently disguised.
“There will he more in the morning.” he
said, and into the Egvptian’s hands tum-
bled several envelopes and papyrus-cov-
ered packets—all stamped with the seal

I recognized as belonging to Osiris!

New orders to be distributed to the
agents of death, the wearers of thc scarab
ring of Isis! My understanding became
clear when I saw money pass in the same
directien, and T whispered to myself:
“Murder for sale....”

All the occultism—except for one
thing—was dissipated by what I over-
heard. Isis—Doth partner and dupe of
the Egvptian; leader of an esoteric cult
used by the Egyptian to serve the pur-
poses of the ring-leader; a woman whose
evilness was one with her fanatical be-
lief in the age-old mysteries in which she
passed a dream-like existence. Jaad—
the idiot attendant of the crematory fur-
nace. paid with the girls who, like Maur-
een, were also victims of the plot. And I
—resurrected to be a cat’s paw, like the
other wearers of the scarab ring!

But what was the secret of the black
zoid? 1 would have given auything to
know the secret of their power to plunge
me back into it at will. But all T learned
was that it was controlled by the masked
man, the nerve center of the entire plot—
and he guarded the knowledge zealeusly,
The Egyptian referred to it several times,
only to be sharply rebuffed.

Abruptly the masked man said, “That
is all! The business in the temple is halt-
ed for the night ?”

“Ves. I thought it best to stop after
the interruption. All the wearers of the
ring are gone—except this troublesome
one”” He jerked his head toward me.
“The furnace?”

The masked man nodded, moved im-
patiently toward the panel by which he
had entered.

“And the girl?”

“Let Jaad have her—as usual.”

Then the masked man pushed past the
panel, disappeared. Where had T heard
the ringleader's voice before?

But my thoughts were pulled back to
my vwn—te Maureen’s-—situation when
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the Egyptian, as he left the room, said to
Jaad: “Now you may go ahead with
your work—and pleasure. . . ,”

NEVER once had I ceased werking at

the ropes binding my wrists behind my
back, but now, as the monster dropped
down beside Maureen’s unconscious fig-
ure on the pallet, I knew that if I ever
got free—it would not e in time! Over
the rippling contours of her torso, the
pallid smoothness of her thighs, the mon-
ster lightly brushed bis fingers. Quicken-
ing breath marked the rise of desire, and
his fingers sank deep into her throat. Her
eyes opened.

For a moment she lay there, passive,
while those scaly hands pressed on the
softness of her lips. Then—God! She
responded to the monster’s caresses, drew
close to him. Not until a long minute
had passed did I realize that she was do-
ing this deliberately, to play for time.

Suddenly my frantically questing gaze
fell on the furnace. A strip of ashestos
covering was off near the floor. There the
wall of the furnace glowed white hot—
and there I might burn off my ropes!

I rolled to the furnacc, and my heart
sank. I must lay my bare wrists against
the glowing metal in order for the ropes
to touch it! But I could see the manster
about to force Maureen te his will—and
I did it. The pain slashed at my heart
and I thought I was geirg to lose con-
sciousness. Blned gushed from my lip as
I bit down in the agony of holding my
wrists against the metal. My own burn-
ing flesh sickened! me. Then it was over,
my hands were free, and with my feet still
tied and the monster suddenly rushing
toward me, I reached for the gun in my
pocket under the white robe. I fired.

The monster was driven back, stun-
bling, arws flailing, to keep his balance.
IIis outflung hand struck the knob of the
quartz glass door of the furnace and—

I can see it yet. The deor swinging

open and simultaneously a hole appear-
ing in the menster's middle. Slewly the
hole seeried Lo grew, but in the fraction
of a second, the monster was gone—com-
pletely gone.

But I was not yet free! My kfe lay in
the hands of the masked man—the Master
of the Black Void. . ..

MOMENT later 1 was carrying

Maureen, wrapped in my white rebe,
up the passage by which the masked ring-
leader had passed to the street above.

I tried te put all thoughts aside when
we reached the street—DMaureen was able
to walk by then—for the first thing was
to see her to safety. The street—it was
Second Avenue again, near the place
where I had emerged from the temple be-
fore—was dark and there were no cabs
in sight. Farther down the block, a
group of men were dispersing., One by
one I recognized them as my fellow slaves
in the black void—and suddenly my brain
began to click.

Until this moment it had not occurred
to me that the ring-leadcr very logically
might be the unkriown backer of the Prim-
rose Path. And now I rcmembered one
rumor had it that that man was Miles
Wesley! In the first shocked moment I
could make no sense of his acting the role
of a slave of the murderous organizatien
and being its director, but the instant the
possibility occurred to me—T knew it was
his figure and voice I had recognized in
the Chapel !

He was the man! The nerve center of
the orgamnization. the menace to a great
city—the arbiter of my fate. . . .

I was already running after him, gun
in hand, my mind ablaze with a single
thought. Kill! Kill this fiend and you
are free. All are free! . . . He whirled
at the sound ef my thudding feer, saw
the gun, began to run—fast! As fast as I,
A groan tore from my chest.

I could not gain on him! At this range,
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and running, I could not hope to hit him!

I stopped. Dropping to one knee, I
aimed quickly at the figure so far ahead,
racing, weaving in the uncertain light. A
prayer hung on my lips, my finger tight-
ened on the trigger—

And with the instant of the damned he
cut sharply toward the street, where it
was darker, where he could escape! Was
my last chance gone?

Moving with the sureness of Divine
Justice, a black limousine roared up the
street as Miles Wesley stepped from the
curb—into its path! . . .

A moment later I was looking at the
mangled corpse that had been Miles Wes-
ley. The Reign of Terror was ended.

But it could happen again!

All the elements are there. Greed and
hatred—and fear—still exist among men,
ready to be capitalized on by another mer-
chant of murder. Wesley’s organization,
though it is smashed now, could be dupli-
cated in a variety of ways. And hundreds
—thousands—should you want them,
could be forced to act as cat’s paws under
the threat of death’s black void. . . . Yes,
it could happen again and it awaits only
the coming of another Miles Wesley—and
an undertaker who has the equipment—
and the willingness to cooperate!

The fiendish cleverness of the man!
Unknown as the leader of the organiza-
tion, known as one of its unwilling
slaves; thus able to watch its workings

from the inside and yet to do it without
risk, because the assignments of victims
he made never included one for himself.
As for the secret of the black void: lurk-
ing in the crowd gathered around me as
I lay stunned after being hit by the auto,
Wesley had managed to give me an in-
travenous injection that caused a sugar
deficiency in the blood and produced a
diabetic coma with complete catalepsis.
In my case, at least, it caused a reputable
doctor to issue my death certificate!

The drug, slower to act in solution, also
was placed in my morning coffee at the
hotel and my drink at the Primrose Path.
At the Temple, no mere than a touch with
the needle from Wesley—always at hand
to protect his interesss—was sufficient to
subdue me. . . . In similar ways was the
dreadful weapon used upon the other un-
willing slaves.

Maureen’s uncle has fled; to cover
thefts from her inheritance, he paid to
have her murdered. Just as Esta Mor-
gan paid for the death of Helen Black-
well, who in turn took the proffered
chance to top the price and have her rival
killed instead; but all who dealt with
Miles Wesley came to death—unless they
could pay blackmail afterward. Those
wretched contributors to crime Maureen
and I, like all the other sufferers, are will-
ing to forgive—if we can forget. . . . And
our wedding tomorrow will be a great
hel P

THE END
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MISTRESS OF AGONY
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passed before her avid gaze!

NE maoment Phyllis and [ were
O walking along under the Sixth

Avenue elevated, talking gaily
about the motien picture we had just seen.
The next, we were standing stack-still on
the sidewalk, terrified by the ear-splitting
scream which lhad terminated in a dull,
liquid plep. Then the sensation-seekers,
the merbid crowds were pushing forward
from all areund us, te where that huddle
of humanity, sill pulsating, lay sprawled
on the pavement. The man had eithet
fallen or jumped from the eievated struc
ture overhead.
For my wife to see that gruesome spec-

by LORING DOWST
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tacle was the last thing in the world I
could permit. But, gripping Phyllis’s arm
with one hand and clumsily trying to
maintain my balance with the aid of my
crutch in the other. was more than I could
handle. The mob swept us ahead until we
were almost trampling on the bleeding,
groaning man.

Phyllis was well aware of my desperate
effort to lead her away—and she knew
why, too. I, a surgeon familiar with the

« sight of persons mangled and dying, was
more horrified than my lovely, fastidious
wife. I, regardless of my Hippocratic
oath, craved only to tear Phyllis away.
But it was not for my own sake; it was
that I could not run the risk of expesing
her to that old maduness—the horror that
had undermined our very lives, threatened
my surgical skill, and left me a cripple
for the rest of my days.

“Schuyler,” Phyllis was saying tensely,
“don’t ge—"

I looked at her closely. Was there a
sign of insanity in her eves® Was that
why she wanted to remain near the har-
rowing accident?

She said, “Ile needs you, dear—and
you're a doctor.,” There was only pity in
her voice ; syimpathy in her face.

“All right,” I said. “T'll do what T can.”
I added, as I forced her toward the curb,
“You get in that vearest cab and don't
look this way until I come for you . . .”

The man was beyond help befere I
could force my way to his side. Another
docter had already pronounced him dead,
which relieved my conscience. Nearly
every bone in the poor fellow’s body was
broken . . ..

That night in our home in Westchester
my wife seemed ouly a little shaken,
Neither of us mentioned the tragedy after
I had told her that nothing could have
saved the man. But my sleep was trou-
bled . . ..

Time and again, far into the night,
I would switch on the dim bedside light

and turn my lame body toward Phyllis,
so that T could ook upon her lovely face
in peaceful slumber. Only once did her
expression change, but that time an ald
dormant horror awakened in my soul.
Phyllis must have been dreawing of the
bloody body there on the sidewalk. Ier
tongue parted her lips, leaving her mouth
open. She began to breathe more quickly,
and an unwholesome ecstasy came into
her face. My heart began to poond in
sudden fear.

Phyllis gave a little cry ; her expression
changed to revulsion and she groped for
me. I took her in my arms and held her
as though to protect her from the thing
that sought her in her sleep. Soon she
was sleeping quietly, never having fully
wakened . . . .

Had she won her conflict with the
dreadful thing which once before had un-
dermined her very reason and hurled us
both inte a maelstrom of terror? Had
my months of unbearable suffering gone
for naught? Vividly these weeks of living
death eame back to me, and the preceding
months of torture . . . .

T STARTED back te my pre-medical

school days when I earned the nick-
name, “Doctor of Monogamy,” long before
I bad an M. D. It was because I so
heartily uphcld the theory that the full life
was married life. Monogamy: one man
for one woman. The perfect state, which
must reflect in the behavior, the very suc-
cess of both members of the union—pro-
vided, of course. that their physical requi-
sites were evenly matched.

I toek a lot of kidding about it. My
companions jokingly asked me questions
about courtship and marriage. as though
I were a sage conducting an “Advice For
the Love-Lorn” column. But T was se-
rious. While still an undergraduate I
completed two boeks, based on a prodig-
ious amount of study: Merriege-—the
Sublise Teamn; and Dynamic Manheod,
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Key to Monogawmy. Both sold widely.

Seldom does a doctor win fame or for-
tune during his first few years of practice,
and I didn't expect to be the exception.
Yet now, as I look back to the years I
practiced before I met Phyllis—two years,
to be exact—I was close to a dismal fail-
ure. I was unable to make the proper
connections: what T had learned seemed
to be leaving me, and my confidence
reached a very low ebb. Then I found
Phyllis.

It wasn’t just her lovely little figure,
nor her bewitchingly beautiful face,
framed by her lustrous, burnished-copper
hair. It was all of her; her voice, her
frank, smiling eyes—her entire person and
personality. I knew at once that I wanted
that woman for my wife.

When we were introduced she said,
“Oh, yes. You wrote those books.” She
laughed her rich, throaty laugh, and I felt
a little silly until she said quietly, looking
at me evenly, “I'm not amused because
you write about marriage, and love—or
at anything you said in them . ... I'm
laughing because, had I known all the
words, I'd have written them myself !”

Somehow that made everything easy for
me, and natural. And our love was just
as sudden . . ..

At the end of our third year of mar-
riage, the name of Schuyler Vodermark
was established in the medical world. Suc-
cess and fame were mine. And it was be-
cause T was perfectly balanced emotional-
ly. Our love was the governor for the
entire machine of my body. TPhyllis, too,
profited. She was dynamic, poised—the
most gracious and desirable woman in
the world.

Needless to say, I was making lots of
money. Finally T was able to buiid a large
wing on my house and equip it as a pri-
vate hospital. I had a staff of nurses and
two promising young surgeons to assist
me. Finley Cramer was a nervous little
fellow with a quick mind and deft hands.

Behind his brightly polished glasses were
snapping dark eyes and a sharp brain. Bill
Morris was my other assistant. He was
the antithesis of Cramer: big, blond and
slow, a plodder, but substantial and de-
pendable.

We were extraordinarily successful in
our treatments, and people began to think
of Vodermark’s hospital almost in the light
of a shrine . . . .

But not for long did the fabric of our
domestic lives weave smoothly. The trou-
ble was the most incredibfe thing I could
have imagined : Phyllis began to cool. No
longer was our union a thing of bliss.
Something about me seemed to repel her,
seemed to bring a chill to her once-yield-
ing, warm body. Desperately I tried to
win back her love, but T failed. When we
discussed it, all she would say was,
“Schuyler, darling, I do love you—but—
you'll have to forgive me. I don’t want
you . . . that way, any more. Perhaps
I'll change.. . . but not now, Schuyvler . ..”

It was a blow to my pride, I suppose.
It was a blow to everything I held sacred
in life; it was a death-blow to my very
structure of living, and before long I no-
ticed it in my work. Everywhere I went,
I felt the clammy eye of ridicule upon me,
My own staff seemed to be whispering
behind my back, “Poor old Doc—the great
lover, the exponent of blessed monogamy !
He can’t even hold the love of his own
wife”Oh, I know—it was absurd. No
one had any way of knowing my marital
crack-up. But they did know that I had
lost the keen edge of my remarkable skill ;
they could see that my confidence was
shaken. And they knew how much stress
I had put upon the theories I had ex-
pounded in my books.

THE following two months saw no im-

provement—in any direction. Phyllis
and I now slept in separate rooms. We
might as well have been two old maids,
except that she was calm and unconcerned,
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while my nerves were becoming more and
more frayed. It was hellish—yet dreadful
as it was, it was preferable to the horror
that ultimately befell us.

The first warning came the day they
brought in Conner. Phyllis seldom came
mto the infionary. I had always protected
her [rom the morbid, unpleasant side of
my profession. But that day ske was in
the hall near the receiving entrance when
the ambulance swung into the yard. T
opened my office door just as the men
carried Conner past Phyllis. Far this peer
creature an ordinary stretcher was use-
less; he was in the basket. He was a
mangled, blood-soitked bundle nf human-
ity, semehow still breathing.

I seized Phyllis and whisked her into
the oflice. Her eyes were wide, her facé
taut. She had never witnessed anything
so harrowing. T comforted her us long
as I dared—this new patient was hanging
to life by a stim thread. T gave her a wliff
of smelling salts, told her to rest a minute
and then go to her reom. Then I raced
for the operating room . . . .

Cramer and Morris were busily prepar-
ing Comner; he had been caught by a
faulty percussion cap on a blasting job
net far away. I had never known a heart
to beat in such a breken hody as his. The
thoracic cavity was crushed; ribs pro-
truded through the tatters of his under-
shirt. The left arm had been torn from
the socket. I saw too that I must ampu-
tate a leg which remained fastened only

by a shred of flesh . . . . A blood donor
had already been summoned. I set to
work.

I cut. I trimmed. I tied off arteries.

[—well, it daesn’t matter. For what
seemed an inmerminable time I worked.
And then I looked up from the leg stump
I was forming—and saw Phyllis!

She was standing there, staring at that
maimed fragment of humanrity; and as
I saw her face, the whole world Lecame
a black pit ef hell , ... I don’t know

how long she had been so engrossed. We
had been so busy no one saw her enter,
Now, as I stood paralyzed, gazing at her,
I was conscious of the ammazed scrutiny of
Cramer, Morris and the nurses. They all
took in that rapt. intense look on my
wife’s face, and suddenly I felt ashamed,
naked.

Phyllis was in the grip of some ghastly,
unspeakable exhilaration! She was un-
aware of my notice. Her eyes shone with
a strange light; there was a languid mist
of passion in them. Her lips were parted,
moist and tremulous. DBreath was rasping
in her throat, like an animal,

Then she must have felt the electric
immobility in the flesh-scented atinosphere
of the operating room. Her eyes caught
mine, and the terror in my face must have
chilled her abnormal ardor. The high
flush drained from her cheeks; she seemed
to wilt.

“Oh!” she said in a very low voice. “I
—I'm sorry I—intruded. It’s horrible...”
She turned and fled.

We all stood there dazed. A nurse came
in and announced that the blood donor
wag ready. I told Bill Morris to follow
Phyllis, give her a sedative and make her
lie down in her room.. We went back to
work.

Two hours later Conner had a chance
to live—a one-in-a-hundred chance . , . .

HYLLIS'S condition, I told myself,
was not as bad as I had at first
thought. There is a sickness of the mind
which attracts its victims to shocking, re-
volting sights—morbidness. That night
after retiring I delved into some medical
books to refresh my memory, and I con-
vinced myself that I had imagined any
sign of pleasure in Phyllis’s behavior.
What she saw upset her momentarily—
that was all . . . If only I had heen
right! . .. -
That night my wife—-for the first time
in six months—came to my room. She
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had madc herself as desirably lovely as
she knew how. I took her in my arms,
forgetting all the fears of the after-
noon . . ..

ONNER lived only for two wceks.

Seven transfusions fai'ed to save him.
We had done our best. I knew that had it
been humanly possible to preseive his life,
I could have done so, because Phyllis and
I were, ever since that first night, living
again our original normal, healthy mari-
tal existence. It was a second honeymoan.
My skill. my judgment and my technique
were rapidly returning. And T attributed
no part of it to Conner, or to Phyllis's
intrusion that day in the operating room
—until Dr. Cramer came into my office
after Conner had been taken away,

Tor the frst time the little man’s bright
eyes avoided mine. He was embarrassed,
flustered. “Doctor,” he began, hesitantly,
“I—er—have heen giving this a good deal
of thought . . .. It's about ...” He
fumbled for words.

“What's the matier, Finley?”’ T asked.
“Let’s have it.” T wondered if he were
about to tell me I had botched old Conner
somehow.

“It's about Mrs. Vodermark,” he said.
“She—she aske« e not to say anything,
but I thought I'd betier.” He fidgcted
with his fingers.

What the devil had got into the man?
What was he trying to tell me? My pulse
quickened. I didn’t know what was com-
ing, but somehow T feared it. T blurted,
“For God's sake, Cramer, say it!”

And he did. He told me that he had
caught Phyllis in Conner's room scveral
times. staring fascinated at the pitiful
wreck of a man, at the gruesome, blood-
soaked bandages. Each time she had been
in the throes of some inexplicable emo-
tion—passion. Cnly it was 220t ingxplic-
able. I knew what is was. There are
similar cases in Krafft-Ebing. I didn't
even question Cramer; I was too shocked

cxcept to mumble something that signi-
fied T wished te be alene.

There was still a possibility Phyllis's
mind had net reached the worst phase of
the madness. True, she might be attracted
to harrowing sights for a morbid, un-
healthy stimulus. But I couldn’t believe
that her love for me could be aroused only
by such things—as has been known to
happen in extreme cases. I would soon
learn. . . .

To the accompanirient of a soul-searing
anguish--I did learn. After Conner died
Phyllis became frigid—absolutely unde-
sirous—immecliately, God m heaven!
What ceuld T do?

I consulted several of my colleagues,
leaders in the field of psychiatry—all to
no avail. They could suggest nothing.

Then Cellucei came. He was a twenty-
year-old cretin whose fatlier was nbsessed
with the idea that a brain operation would
restore at least part of his monstrous son's
faculties. The pcor thing had a huge, ape-
like head and red, piggish eyes. He
drooled constantly, and his spindly arms-
and legs could not support his barrel-
shaped torso. I agreed to keep him under
observation for a while.

I wondered, experimentally, what aflect
Cellucet would have on Phyllis. I had
discussed ker ailment quite fully with Bill
Morris, so I asked him what he thought.
“I don’t see how 1t can do any harm,” he
“You're completely haffled now, and

’e

said.
you might learn something helpful . . .
So we arranged o let her see him—and
she received the same horrible stimulation.
I didn'c tell Morris, but there was one
exception. She did not offer me her love
that night. That was significant, though
in what dircction, T did not know at once,
It was two days before I found out. That
was the most unbearable shieck of all,
Payllis did not appear for dinner. I
could not locate her at the homes of the
friends where she would most likely be.
Suddenly it dawned on me. Cellucci!
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I dashed to his room-—and there she
was, in the embrace of that grotesque
idiot. Fighting down the impulse to kill
them both, I took Phyllis from that cre-
tin’s puny grasp, sent her to her room.
For a mement I steod there observing the
mewling. whimpering atavism who sensed
that he had been thwarted. I realized that
the worst had come to pass; not only did
a morbid, grisly sight still arouse my wife
—it filled her with desire for the creature
who nspired the passion!

I went cut and get very drunk . . .,

LL that happened in the next couple

of hours is vague to me now. I re-
member someone good and kind, someone
who let me get maudlin while he listened
to my tragic story . . . . I remember re-
lating a very futile theary that came to
me. For I had concluded that the only
way [ could cure Phylis was to attract
her love—and her ardor—to me alone.

I remember driving forth into the maw
of the night. In order to direct my wife's
poor, twisted affection on nivself, I must
render myself a helpless cripple. If I died
—just as wellt Shouvld I live, I could heal
ker miod even as my broken bedy must
mend with time. My speedonieter was
close to seventy when T crashed inte the
rock ledge on the Post Road . . . .

T opened my eyes on snowy white walls,
Phyllis was sitting by ry bedside ; a nurse
I dicl nat know was arranging flowers at
the bureau. Phyllis didn't say anything,
She just looked at me and ter face was
full of compassion and tenderness.

Dr. Carl Weatherby, an old friend and
one of the finest surgeons in the country,
entered, took my pulse with a cool hand
and indicated to Phyllis that she had bet-
ter let me rest. Before she went she said,
“Schuyler, darling, you've had a rather
bad one. But you're going to be all right.
You’'ve got e be, because I love you more
than ever hefore.”

Weatherby told me how I was, and

what to expect. He broke it te me gently.
My ‘ack was broken; both legs were se-
verely injured. It might be an intermin-
able time beiore I ceuld walk.

Day after day Phyllis came back, usual-
ly alone, but sometimes with Morris, or
Cramer, and, with dread in my heart, I
watched for signs of her insanity.

One day she came with Bill Morris.
She left the room for a moment and I had
a chance to question Bill.

“How has she been, Bill?” T asked.

“Slie seems to he all right,” he an-
swered. “But she hasn't been in the in-
firmary since your—er—accident, sa we
have ro way of telling hLer reaction to
morbhidity.”

1 wondered what he har heen ahout to
say when he changed his mind and said
“accident”. How could he have known
what I had done? Perhaps he had heard
me tatking in delirtum. T looked at him
and saw the easy candor in bis face as he
went on: “I've been wondering, Doctor,
when you would see fit to put her to the
real test—the acid test.”

“You mean—expose lier to something
ghastly, Bill?”

“Yes. Yeur own injuries.”

Fear pervaded my pain-wracked body,
I drew in my breath so suddenly that it
seemed as theugh my smashed ribs would
puncture my lungs. But Bt Morris was
right. I had te try hLer some time. It
might as well he today.

“Tt scares hel! out of me, Bill. But it’s
probably the thing to de. Weatherby's
coming in soon to change my dressings.
1') let Phyllts watch.” Bill’s eyes seemed
to avoid mine. T guessed he knew how
worked up I was about it. He was en the
verge of speaking, but Phyllis returned
then, foillowed by Dr. Weatherby and a
nurse.

The nurse started to sugeest to Phyllis
that she leave, explaining what they were
gomg to do, hut I spoke up sharply: “I
prefer her to stay.”
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Weatherby eyed me curiously for an
mstant, then he shrugged and motioned
the nurse to wheel in the dressing table.
Morris looked at Phyllis intently ; my gaze
followed his. Color was coming into my
wife’s lovely face; her lids drooped slight-
ly, and one hand went to her breast. Was
she anticipating that old exhilaration?

There was a horrible wound in my right
thigh that had heen kept open to drain.
Weatherby was treating it with live mag-
gots that devoured the sloughing, infected
flesh. T had seen them crawling, glutting
themselves fat in the decaying area. When
they had eaten their fill they were replaced
with skinny ones . . . . Weatherby un-
covered the gruesome fissure—and Phyllis
was transfixed.

Tt was just as it had been when she saw
Conner. Her entire lissome body seemed
to quake with the intensity eof her dread-
ful, unwholesome passion. The pain in
my body was as nothing compared to the
pain in my heart. I was nearly ill; I
wanted to die. T signalled to Bill to take
her home before Weatherby or the nurse
should notice her wanton reaction.

HEN T got hold of myself. After all,

I had made some headway with my
desperate experiment. For now, at least,
her unholy yearning was directed to me,
her own husband, and I told myself over
and over that T could turn her mind into
healthy channels once again . . . .

At last Weatherby let me go_home. Al-
though 1 could barely hobble about on
crutches, T was getting well faster than
Phyllis. She was frequently seized with
fits of her strange ardor—whencver my
wounds were exposed. Bill Morris usually
dressed them . ... There was little I
could do to help her, yet, except quiet her
by holding her gently in my arms and
talking to her softly. Eventually she would
fall inte a deep slumber. Only once did
she say anything in her sleep. That time
she said, “No, Bill . ., . T can’t—I can'’t,”

and she shuddered. T did a lot of thinking
but T didn’t say anything for a while.

One day Morris had to go to New
York. Cramer dressed the one remaining
wound that required attention. Phyllis
was there, and she looked at the whole
thing perfectly calmly. She even ex-
claimed, with a grimace, “Ugh—that’s
going to leave a frightful scar, Schuyler;
but it’s healing beautifully.” She read to
me the rest of the afternoen.

My mind was teo busy to know what
she was reading. Finally I said, “Darling,
there’s something I want to ask you.”

Alarm came into her face. T went on,
“If you’ve been afraid to discuss it because
of my health, don’t hesitate. Tm fine. ...
Does Bill Morris love vou?”

She wasn’t surprised. She knew I was
going to ask her that. And her eyes were
level when she said, “He says he does.
He tried to make love to me all the time
vou were in the hospital.”

“Do you love him?” My body went
cold when T asked that.

“No, Schuyler. T don’t.” She hesitated
a minute and then said, “But sometimes
I’ve felt awfully—strange, almost helpless,
when he’s been near me. Even now he—"

“Never mind,” 1 said, “forget it.”

When Bill Merris came in the next day
1 was dressed. I'd been practicing with
my crutches in the garden. Ie had
just played a couple of sets of tennis, and
he was exhilarated—but his excitement
was strange, tense. I wondered if he could
know what thoughts were running
through my mind, or what T was about to
say to him. I was sitting in a chair, idly
toying with my crutches.

A lot of things were running through
my head; but the worst I could conclude
about Bill was that he had told Phyllis he
loved her. He wanted my wife.

I thought I might as well be straight
forward. “Bill,” I said, “I don’t think it
advisable for you to be asseciated with me
any longer. F'm going to let you go.*
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His face crimsoned for an instant; then
the color drained off. Hate suddenly
flared in his cycs. With an cffort he
gained control of his temper.

“Let me go?” A muscle along his jaw-
bone twitched. His strong fingers flexed
speculatively. “I don’t think so, Voder-
mark. It's too late—"

“Don’t tell me you really do love my
wife.” T said, confused.

“Who said anything ahout loving your
wife? If you ask me if I want her—the
.answer is yes. And I'm going to have
her!” He towered abeve me now, glaring,

“Damn you!' I said, striving to rise.

But I didn’t know yet what a black-
guard he really was. Hia anger flamed
again and he smashed a hig fist into my
face, knocking mc over backwards, chair
and all. My head struck a radiater, stun-
ning me.

When things came back into focus he
was laughing mirthlessly. He watched my
dazed cfforts to right myscHf. “You poor,
blind fool!” he sneered, “I don’t see how
you've lasted so long. You ought to be
dead by now—uor at least mad. Can't you
see that 1 planned it all ?”

I didn’t know even then what he was
driving at. I thought he had suddenly
become insane; but I kiiew I was helpless
against him. My eye sought a bell-cord.

“It's no use ringing that,” he said.
“There’s no one in the house except you
and me—and Phytlis. She’s in her room,
bound and gagged!”

TERROR seized my vitals, made me ill.
The man was a maniac. Blindly I
groped for seme way to stall him off in
the slim hopc that some one would come
to my aid. I started talking. I asked him
what he meant by “planning it all.”

He laughed again. “I meant what I
said. Your surgical technique is ne mys-
tery to me now. Yeu have a lucrative
practice; I've wanted it for months. So
1 set about getting it . . . . I knew about
your monogamistic ideals—how much

they meant t@ you. That's why I werked
through Phyllis.

“I doped her. I gave her a drug I con-
cocted, compesed largely of potassium
nitrate which, as you know, has the effect
opposite to an aphredisiac. Tt made her
frigid. . . . I could tell by your behavior,
your loss of skill. that it was working, But
you were tough. You weren't as high-
strung as I expected—you didn't go to
pieces as T thought you would That's
why [ tried the other plan.

“T gave Phyllis a potent aphrodisiac—
then arranged for her to see Conner. The
shock to her nervous svstem reacted as I
expected. . . . After that, by combining
drugs and hypootisem, I made her sexually
msane "’

Mv lame, freshly healed bodv was
writhing with the desire to crush this
greedy, conniving madman. The things
he was saying were more than [ could
bear—and at this very moment Phyllis
was helpless, knowing full well what was
te befall her. My weak muscles strove
valianily to respond to my urging, but as
I gathered myself for what T knew weuld
be a {utile attack, he struck again.

CAME to in horriblc agony—mental

as well as physical, but T thought of
Phyllis immediatély. God in heaven! Was
I teo late?

Every nerve in my body screamed with
excruciating pain as I rolled over, grasped
my crutches and fought to gain my feet.
I couldn’t make it; I fell back to my
crippled knees. All I could do was crawl
along the floor like a misshapen monster—
like Ccllucei. T didn't know what I would
do when I reached Phyllis’s roem, bur
semehow, I was going to kill Bill Morris,

I could hear him bragging as [ ap-
proached her rcomi. He was saying : “The
great Vodermark, surgeon and ideal has-
band. And even greater fool! That night
he caught you with Cellucci I followed
him, and when he got drunk [ talked to
him. [ suggested the great experiment—
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maiming himself to win yeu back. I hoped
he'd kill himself.”

Phyllis didn’t answer. I supposed she
must stiil be gagged. “I dreve after him,”
he went on, “and I planncd to kifl him
after the wi-eck if he weren't alrcady dead.
But too many motorists arrived on the
scene. I had to play along all during his
convalescence.

“Everybody thinks you're insane now,
though. So when vou and he are found
dead, they’l conclude that you attacked
Eim—then killed vourself. That’s the way
I'll ix it—after a few minutes . . .”

I was still dragging one crutch along.
When T got to the doer I managed to
hoist myself upright. I was going to make
one mad lunge; there was nothing else I
could do. But my foot slipped—and he
heard me. I siruck him once with the
crutch, but the blow was ineffectual. He
shatched up a chair and smashed it over
my head. T went down, knocking over a
table.

Then he went back to the bed, ripped
the bonds from Phyllis, tore her gewn to
shreds and stood ahove her, gloating,
feasting his eyes en her soft, tender beau-
ty. Phyliis did not cry out, but her eyes
were big with terror. Morris stepped
back as if to tantalize himself; and sud-
denly Phyllis stood up, her lovely figure
inviting, provocative. She walkecl straight

toward Morris, and on her face was
growing that look of abnormal desire.

He stood spellbound for a mecment;
then he took her in his arms and crushed
her te him, savagely. I could not kelieve
my eyes—vet T saw it,

I turned my head away-—and felt
something touch my outstretched hand. It
was my crutch. Phyllis, even as Morris
swept her into his arms, had gently
pushed the crutch toward me, Now, her
hand behind Morris’s back, she pointed
toward the table I had overturned. There
on the floor was a long paper cutter.

Laboriously—and quietly —I crawled
toward the paper-knife. It secmed ages
before I clasped it and werked my way
close behind Morris. \With every possible
effert I struggled to a kneeling position,
raised my arm and ptunged the knife into
his back.

The man straightened up like & ramrod,
his arms outflung. And I drove that
weapon into his back again and again—
until he sagged to the floor—dead. . ..

I still use one crutch, though my techni-
cal skill is unimpaired. Most of the time
Phyllis and I are happy. Tkhe best doc-
tors in the country tell me Phyliis is cured
of the affects of Morris’s drugs and hyp-
notizing—but I strive censtantly to pre-
vent her ever seeing anything shocking
... anyore maimed or mutilated. Do you
blanie me? . . .
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DEATH IS MY BRIDE

When [im Clarke begged me to
break my date with Virginia and
spend the night with him and his
bride, I knew that something was
wrong—but 1 could not even guess
at the truth of the incredible horror
that was to bring to the verge of
madness those of ws it did not
destroy!

CHAPTER ONE

The Woman from Hell

PERHAPS the worst part of the

whole thing was its complete unex-

pectedness. Certainly I had no ink-
ling of the black shadow of horror that
was gathering around me that afternoon,
threatening me and the people I cared for
most. I never dreamed that before the
day was over I would be face to face with
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fearful madness, terror and death . .

It was a sweltering afternoon in late
June—so heot that I had taken off my coat
and was working in my shirt sleeves at
my desk near an open window. T was
hurrying as fast as I could, since I was
taking Dorothy Clarke to dinner that
night, and to a show afterward. How

could I guess that all the plans T had
made were to he cut short by this thing
that was so fantastic and so herrible?

I was right in the middle of a particu-
larly annoying repost when the tele-
phone on my desk rang shrilly. I swung
around to the instrument impatiently,
picked up the receiver.

On Your Wedding Night Y our Bride
Will Die—By Your Own Hand . . .

37
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It was Jim Clarke, Dorothy's only
brother.

“Well, of all things,” I exclaimed. “I
never cxpected to hear from you, Haven't
you left town on your honeymoon yet?”

“Yes, hours ago. Mona and I are here
at the cottage now.” His voice, I realized
suddenly, was sharp and jagged with ter-
ror. “Dick, something awful has hap-
pened---something that’s driving me in-
sanc! You've got to come up here—help
me!”

“Help you?” I gasped. “What on earth
are you talking about ?”

“J—I can't cxplain over the phone,”
he panted. “It’s all so impossible, so un-
belicvable! I'll tell you all about it when
you get out here. But you've got to come
right away! You've got to stay with
Mona and me tonight!”

“But 1 have a date with Dorothy,” [
objected. “I'll have to bring her along—"

“No!” he cried hoarsely. “¥You mustn't
drag her into this or even tell her where
you're going! You've got to come alone.
Only hurry, Dick! For God’s sake,
hurry!”

41J]‘m——'l

He hung up before I could protest any
more. I called Dorothy and gave her some
flimsy excuse, then I grabled my hat and
coat and ran down to the street where my
car was parked, a worried {rown ont my
face. That very morning I had seen Jim
Clarke married to Mona Taft, his sweet-
heart ever since they had been kids in
high schoul. He had been happy and con-
fident then, utterly without fear of any-
thing. But he was afraid now—hideously
afraid. What in God's name had hap-
pened?

I would do what he had asked of me,
of course. Jim was not only one of my
best friends; he was Dorothy's brother,
the girl / loved and hoped to marry., I
was only too glad to help him in any way
I could. But during the whole trip out
to the little cottage where he and his bride

had gone for their honeymoon, my mind
secthed with a turmoil of thoughts and
questions. What had happened that could
drive a normal person like Jim Clarke to
the verge of madness on the very day of
his wedding? Vas it Mona? Had he
found out too late that he didn’t care for
her after all? My brain flitted from con-
jecture to conjecture, never suspecting
even in my wildest flights of imagination
the unbelievable horror that had over-
whelmed my best friend—the horror that
was to reach out and envelop me as weli,

HE WAS waiting on the porch when I
arrived. He raced down the path to
meet me, almost pulled me out of the car.
“Dick !"" he said thickly. “I—I thought
you never were going to come!”

I couldn't say anything to him at first.
I could only stand there and stare at him.
Barely eight hours before. when I had last
seen him, Jim Clarke was a handsome,
clear-eyed fellow. the very picture of
health. He was changed now-—shocking-
ly changed. His big body was stooped
and hunched, his face like a dcath-mask.
His hand shook as it clung to mine, and
there was a look in his eves that sent the
cold chills running over me.

“Jim,” [ managed to stammer at last,
“you—you're sick. You shouldn’t be out
here in the hot sun. You ought to stay in
the house—"

"In the house ' His lips twitched in a
ghastly smile. “In there by myself? I'd
go crazy!”

“But where’'s Mona? Surely—"

“I told her 1o go for a walk. I-—I
didn't dare be alone with her hefore yon
came. Since you're here” — his voice
wavered and hroke—"“maybe it won’t
happen. Maybe you can kcep me from
harming her, Dick! We might as well go
in now. We'll have to face it sooner or
later anyway !

I didn’t have the slightest idea what he _

was talking about, The longer he spoke,
the more bewildered I became. But I
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nedded mny head and went with him up
the path. We pushed open the door, en-
tered the living room.

It should have heen refreshing and in-
viting in there afrer the heat outside. And
it was to a certain extent. The room was
cool and shadewy, with ratlan chairs, low,
comfortable sefas, a line of recessed
shelves along ene wall to accommodate
Jim'’s many books. And yet there was
something in the very atmosphere that
was vaguely disturbing—something
which, oddly enough. attracted and re-
pelled me at the same tine.

Suddenly I knew what it was. IFilling
my nostrils, coiling areund me like an
invisible mist. was a strange odor—the
enticing fragrance of an expensive per-
fume, mixed with the foul miasma of a
charnel house. And even though I didn't
know what it meant then. that peculiar
smell alarmed and terrificd me more than
I cared to admit. It was as if a levely
woman and a rotting corpse had both
been in that room, had vanished again,
leaving behind a mingled aura of beauty
and loathesomeness. of life and decay!

1 glanced quicldy at Jimn Clarke, saw
he was mote affected hy that gueer odor
than T was, His face was livid. his hands
clenched until the knuckles showed white.
“She said she wouldn't come until mid-
night,” he muttered hoarvsely. "She said
Mona would be safe until then' Dear
God, was she lying to me? Is she plan-
ning even now to turn me into a killer 2

“Jim,” T burst out impetueusly, grip-
ping kim by the arm. “You've got to tell
me what this is all about. You've got to
cxplain everything, T must kuow before
T can help you Can't you understan<!
that ?”

“Yes,” he panted. He spoke in a low
whisper as if he was alraid semeone else
might hear him. “Tll have to tell you.
But let’s go to the other end of the room
where we wen’t smell that horrible oder
so much.”

He led the way to a couch near an open
window, pulled me down beside him. He
didn’t speak for a long time. He just sat
there, biting his lips. staring oul into the
sunlight with that look of utter horror
clouding his eyes. I knew he was strug-
gling to tell me what was the matter with
him, [ knew, too, that it was going to he
ene of the hardest things in the werld for
him to put into words the reason for his
naneless terrer,

CLIPIILE whele thing starfed while I was

n Baton Rouge last winter,” he
began at last. “I think you know why I
went there, Dick. T was promised a bonus
and an increase in salary il I cauld land
contracts with a group of T.ouisiana mer-
chants whose business with my company
would bring in thousands of dollars an-
nually. It meant being separated from
Mona for several months. But it also
mcant that T would be earning enough
wken I returned home te marry ber im-
mediately. How could T guess that the
time would come when I'd curse the day
I ever started on such a trip?

“Everything went all right until T met
Zola LeBlanc. She was a lovely French
Crente, one of the most beautifu! girls I
have ever seen. Like myself, she was not
a mative of Baton Rouge, but lived in New
Orleans. She had come to the Louisiana
capital for a visit, had found only loneli-
ness in a strange city and among strange
people. It was inevitable, I suppose, that
our mutual need for companionship
should draw us together and make us
something meee than just iriends. But I
never dreamed hew far our affair was go-
ing to go until it was too late.

“I—TI can't describe to yeu the power-
ful influence sie gained over me. It wasn't
just sensual. appeal, thongh she had
enough of that, God knows! I can only
say that she possessed the quintessence of
feminice charm, a mental and physical
allure that I doti't believe any man could
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have resisted. She knew every artifice,
every device, to attract masculine atten-
tion; and she practiced them all on me.
Lovely, cultured, she had the voluptuous
body of a Salome, the brilliant mind of a
Madame de Staél. One of the most fas-
cinating things about her was the perfume
she wore—the faint, elusive scent of gar-
denia. It suited her perfectly, and she
never used any other. Even today”—he
shuddered and glanced wildly around the
room—“T can’t smell gardenia without
thinking of Zola LeBlanc and how desir-
able she was.

“T did everything in my power to con-
quer my mad passion. I knew that to
submit to it would only mesn unhappi-
ncss for both of us. For I didn’t reaily
love Zola. I was actually afraid of this
beautiful, mysterious woman, even when
I wanted her most. There could be only
one girl, one real love in my life—Mana,
When I returned home to claim her, I
hoped to go to her with a clear conscience,
with not even a memory to remind me
that a woman like Zola T.eBlanc ever ex-
isted.

“But Zola had a different idea about
the matter. T could never understand why
she seemed to prefer me in the first place,
since her beauty was sufficient to attract
men who were richer and [ar setter Jook-
ing than I was. Perbaps I piqued her
vanity by mentioning Mona while I was
with her, Perhaps she was furious at the
thought that any man could still be inter-
ested in another girl after meeting her, At
any rate she was determined to break my
engagement to Mona, force me to marry
her instead. It was no longer a question
of carrying en an illicit affair with her.
It had reached the point where I felt I
was being compelled to give up the girl I
loved and become tied forever to a woman
I feared and distrusted.

“Things came to a showdown one night
when I was alone with Zola in her apart-
ment. She was wearing a clinging, black

evening gown that revcaled the outline of
her perfect hreasts, the swelling curves of
her hips and thighs. The odor of her favor-
ite perfume clung to her, intexicating me,
maddening me. Never before had she
been so lovely and seductive. Never be-
fore had I wanted her so much. Before I
rcalized what T was doing, I had swept
her into my arms, was kissing her hair,
her cyelids. her quivering, passionate
mouth. I could not stop now. Therc was
no thought of decency in me; nothing but
flaming desire. . . ."

He stepped talking abruptly, his fingers
lacing and interlacing like coiling snakes,
drops of sweat gathering on his forehead.
I felt he was reliving that moment of hor-
rible ecstasy, and I shuddered at the bes-
tial gleamn in his eyes.

“The reaction came at last and I pushed
her away from me, shocked and revolted
by what T had dore. T am not a prude,
Dick. I have normal appetites and de-
sires the same as any man. But I had al-
ways tried to held them in check, to keep
myself decent for Mona’s sake. I felt now
that T had desecrated our love, betrayed
her trust in me. I turned to the woman
before me and told her I was through
with her and was never going to see her
again.

¢cT KNEW she was not going to take

this calmly, but T was totally unpre-
pared for her rage and fury when she
realized T meant what I said. In an in-
stant all her beauty and allure dropped
{rom her like a cloak., She looked more
like a wild beast, lips curled back from
her teeth in a wolfish snarl, eyes gleaming
pin-points of murderous hate,

“With an unbelicvably swift gesture
she snatched up a long, sharp knifc from
a small stand beside the bed—a knife she
ordinarily used as a letter opener. Grip-
ping it, she hurled herself at me, stabbed
at my breast. I dodged, and before she
could strike again, I caught her wrist,
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wrenched the knife from her. Thinking I
could break her hysterical rage, I lifted
my free hand and slapped her viciously
across the mouth.

“The blow had no apparent effect on
her. Again she sprang at me, insane with
fury, gouging at my eyes with her finger-
nails, trying to sink her teeth in my
throat. She wrenched and struggled for
that knife with the strength of a man. I
am not weak, but I thought, at last, she
had torn it from my hand. Then sudden-
ly a cry of anguish burst from her lips
and she staggercd backward. Dazed,
stupefied, I saw her clutch at her heart,
reel, crumple to the floor. The knife had
gone home in her own body! It was bur-
ied to the hilt in her breast!”

Again Jim stopped, his face drawn and
haggard, fighting the horror of that mem-
ory. “I—I don’t know how it happened,”
he continued brokenly. “It must have been
an accident. She must have thrown her-
self straight on the point of the knife in
her struggle with me. That must have
been it. For certainly I never intended
to kill her. I bent down, lifted her onto
the bed. She was still alive, though, sink-
ing fast. And in her eyes was such an
expression of utter hate and malevolence
that it turned me sick and cold all over.

“ “You've murdered me!’ she whispered.
“You think you are free now—to go to the
girl you love. But you’re not free! You
will be bound closer than ever to me—by
my death! You will see your sweetheart
again, even marry her. But you will never
possess her—as you possessed me! On
your wedding night I will come for my
revenge! On that night your bride will
die as T am dying—by your own hand!
Remember that, James Clarke! On your
wedding night . . .’

“Her voice choked off as blood gushed
from her nose and mouth. Her body stiff-
ened and went limp, her eyes rolled up
and fixed. She was dead!”

The silence that followed his words was

unbearable, intolerable. The tension in the
room lessened only when he spoke again.

“Yes, she was dead,” he said huskily.
“I—I had killed her. Panic swept over
me. I fled from the apartment, reached
the hotel where I was staying. All night
I tramped the floor of my room in an
agony of apprehension, expecting the po-
lice to break in and drag me away.

“But nothing of the sort happened. I
could have cried with relief when I read
in the newspapers the next morning that
Zola was believed to have committed sui-
cide. LEvidently no one had seen me enter
or leave her apartment and didn’t connect
me with her death. I thought I was safe
then. Two days later I left Baton Rouge
and returned north. In time I almost
forgot I was a murderer. In time my guilt
and remorse ceased to trouble me as the
date of my marriage to Mona drew near.
But now”—he swallowed convulsively—
“my doom is upon me! On the very thres-
hold of my happiness, my punishment has
come!”

“Your punishment?” I echoed. “You
mean the police have just found out that
you committed the murder?”

He shook his head. “It’s not that, Dick,”
he muttered hoarsely. “I told you before
that no living person has ever suspected
me. No, it’s not the police I'm afraid of.
It’'s something infinitely worse! Dick”—
his nails were digging into the flesh of my
arm—"it’s the woman I murdered who
threatens me! Somehow she has found
a way to make good her vow! She has
returned from the dead, just as she said
she would—to force me to kill Mona on
our wedding night!”

CHAPTER TWO
Horror’s Marriage Feast

GAPED at him in open-mouthed
amazement. “Jim, for God’s sake—" I
ejaculated. :
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“Oh, I knew that sounds insane and
impossible,” he went cn frenziedly. I
know it’s hard to believe. But as Ged is
ny witness, Zela LeBlanc appeared in ny
bedroom last night!

“She must have come while I was
asleep, for the first thing 1 remember was
opening my eyes and seeing her standing
there beside my bed. She had on the samne
black evening gown she wore the night I
killed her, and the scent of gardenia was
hcavy about her. Her face was white,
bloedless, Mer lips frozen in a hellish,
gloating smile. Her dress was ripped open
te the waist, and I could see the gaping
wound in her left breast where the knife
had been driven into her heart. And
mingled with the perfumc she worc in life
was a foul stench of corruption and decay
~-the odor of the grave frem which she
had risen!

“Do you know what it mcans to be in
the presence of a thing that is dead. yet
stilt has the power to walk around among
the living? Tt is frightiul beyond descrip-
tien! I was paralyzed by fear as I lay
there and watched her hending aver me.
For what secmed ages she did not speak.
Then at last low, husky sounds came from
her parted lips—terrible, blood-ireezing
words from (ke pallid mouth of a cerpse!

““You know why I am here, James
Clarke, she whispered. ‘T will never he
at rest in my grave until my vengeance
is cemplete. Tomorrow ywu will marry
the girl you Jove. Temurrew you will go
on your homeymoon. Bul it will be a
heneymoen of my own planning—a havev-
meou with death! T will be with yeu antd
your bride at midnight. Fven as she lies
slecping on your marriage bed, you will
kill her as you killed me! You will tuke
the knife stained with my own blood and
stab her through the heart. Ounly then will
T be satisfied. Only then will you have
paid in full for what you did to me . .

“T could stand no more. I fainted.
When T came te again, she was gone,

“I—I can’t tell you of the frightful ter-
ror, the mental anguish and suffering I
endured the rest of the night. Therc was
ene thing [ knew that T must de. T must
ceasc to think of marriage, give up Mona
entirely. Suppose I was destined to mur-
der her? Suppose what that woman from
hell prophesied did come true?

“But when morning came, my resolu-
tion weakened. Afterall, what I had scen
might have been nething but a vision, a
figment in a nightmare, brought on by
my nervous excitement over my approach-
ing wedding, my censcicnce-stricken imag-
ination. I had dreamed the whole thing,
that was all. T remembered reading one
of Cunninghame Graham's stories in
which he said that dreams are but the
shadow of the past, rcflected on the mirror
of the brain. That was what happened
in my case. My guilty past had come back
to torment me while I slept. Why let a
foolish dream: tuin ny cntire life? Why
give up everything I had hoped for be-
cause of something so absurd and in-
credible?

“And so—God belp me I didn't stop
the wedding as T shonld have done. 1
banished fron: miy mind all thought ef
Zela LeBlanc’s threats as T stood beside
Mona and we were made man and wife.
It was not unlil we caine out to the cot-
tage that I becaine convinced that what
I had expetienced the night before was
not a dream, bul ghastly veality! The
liviing-dead—the corpse oi the woman I
had slain—had preceded ws here! The
scent of her perfume, mingled with the
stench of her decaying flesh—the herrible
odor you smell even now, Dick—was
overpoweringly strong in this room! And
lying on a table, where [ weuld be sure
to sec it, was this!”

E DREW from his pocket a long,
glittering cbject and handed it to me.
It was a knife-——a dagger, rather—some
eight inches in length, its blade double-
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edged and tapering to a sharp point. The
haft was ot silver, embossed with guaint
designs and studded with many precious
stones,

Altogether it would have been a beauli-
ful weapon of exquisite workmanship, in-
tended for ornament rather than use, had
it not heen for one sinister thing about it.
Beth edges of the keen blade, the needie-
sharp peint, were crusted with a brownish
substance I knew instinctively was human
blood.

“It’s the knife with which I stabbed
Zola, Dick!” Jim quavered. “She's pulled
it out of her own dead hody—for me to
use en Mona!”

I had heard enough of such nensense.
“TJimn, for heaven's sake, he reasonable!”
I snapped impatiently. “U'll admit the
presence of this weapon seems (o indicate
the woman you fear has followed you here
and may be planning a horrible revenge.
But that doesn’t prove she's a walking
corpse, a—a spectre from the grave. Why
are you so sure she's really dead? Hasn't
it occurred to you that you dida't kill het
after all, that she recovered from her
wound and is still alive?”

“I—TI've thought of that, of course,” he
choked. “It struck me that she might have
been feigning death after I fled from her
apartment that night. So I risked sus-
picion by going down to the morgue the
next day where they had taken her body.
She was lying ob a marble slab, her flesh
cold and icy to the touch. They had even
embalmed her. How could anyote be liv-
ing after being embalmed? No, Dick,
she's dead! I'm positive of it!”

“All right,” T said almost harshly. “I
won't argue the point with you. But dcad
or living, how could this woman—anyone,
for that matter-—possibly force you to kill
Mena against your will? Yeu love your
wife, don’t yrou?”

“Love her?"” he groaned. “That's what
makes the thought of what I may de to
her so awful! Dick, I'd give my life for

Mona. I'd rather die a thousand times
than harm a hair eof her head. And yet,
I'm guing to murder her! I know I am
—unless something 18 lone to stop mel
Dick, yeu've got to—"

He broke off abruptly as light {eotsteps
sounded on the porch. “It’s Mona!” he
gasped, snatching the blood-stained knife
from my fingers and thrusting it into my
pocket. “She’s back frem her walk! Don't
repeal 2 word of what I've told you to
her, Dick! Remember! Not a word!”

IS veice hushed as the door swung
open. Mona Clarke stood on the
thresheld, a tall, radiantly beautilu! girl—
a woman any man weuld be proud to call
his wife. Oblivious of my presence, think-
ing only of her husband, she moved toward
him, a world of love in het deep blue eyes.
“Tim,” she murmured. “Jim, dar-
ling . . "

1 saw his face light up, saw him start
toward her. Then realization flooded back,
and he shrank away from her, shaking
from head to foot. He was afraid to go
near her! He was afraid that just the
contact of their bodies might make him
want to kill her!

“Tim!™  Hurt pride, anxiety, bewilder-
ruent, struggled for mastery on her lovely
features as she saw how he was trying to
avoid her. “Jim, what’s come over you?
Ever since we came to the cottage and
you neticed that queer odor, you've been
acting like this! What does it all mean?
And why"—she started as she caught
sight of mc for the first time-—"is Dick
here? Jim, i you'd only tcll me—"

“It’s nothing,” he muttered hastily. “I
—1I guess that smell made me a little sick,
that's all. I told you before that it's prob-
ably caused by a defective drain in the
cellar. I—T'll have it fixed tomorrow. As
for Dick—well, he was driving past and
decided to drop in and pay us a visit,
There isn’t anything wrong, Mona. Real-
ly, there isao't . . .



44 TERROR TALES

How futile were Jim's efforts Lo shield
his wife from the real horror upon him!
She didn’t believe him for an instant. And
as the afterneon waned, the tensien in that
household becamme more and more intoler-
able. Jim had opened a bottle of whiskey,
was drinking too much for his own goed.
T didn’t touch the liquor mysell. I wanted
to have a clear head—fer whatever might
happen that night. But like him, T was
on edge, my nerves strained to the break-
ing peint.

F THE three of us, however, Mona

seemed the niost affected by the in-
tangible air of menace that hung in the
reem. She started at every sound, kept
fighting back hysterical tears. With a
woman’s quick intuitien, she had sensed
the abysmal terror that gripped the man
she loved, was striving to fathom the cause
for it. Stie was sullering {rom one of the
most dread{ul of mental torments—the
feeling thal something unspeakable. awful,
was being kept from her. Why didnt Jim
realize it would have been far better to
end her suspense, tell her the truth. get
her out of the house as quickly as possible?
Why didn't he flee with her from the
horror before it was too latc? Bid he
sense even then that the shadow of doom
upon them was inescapable, that it would
follow them no matter where they might
go?

Even now, with the same shadow upon
me, I wender . . .

Fear is like a drug; cne can almost
become accustomed to it after so long. We
felt more composed as we sat down to
dinner that evening—Ilulled perhaps by
the false calm preceding a thunderstorm.
Mona had learned I was going to stay all
night and seemed relieved. It was as
though she hoped that just my presence
woutd help lift the mysterious cleud of
dread that had settled over her hushand.
She talked with {feverish animation
throughout most of the meal. And then

sucddenly she screamed and dropped her
fork with a clatter.

“Mona!” Jim was on his feet, was start-
ing toward her. ‘“What's the malter,
dear?”

She was livid, frozen with horror.

“I saw,” she panted, “‘someone glar-
ing in at us through the windew! Some-
one that looked like a woman in a black
evening gown! A woman with an awful
wound—in her left breast! A woman—
with the face of a cerpse!”

My heart leaped into my throat. For
the first time since hearing Jim’s im-
possible stery, 1 felt utter panic congeal
my hlond, felt skepticism give way to
superstitious, mind-shattering fear. Mona
knew nothing of her husband’s frightful
experience. She was completely unaware
that a person like Zola LeBlanc had ever
existed. And yet she had seen such a
creature as Jim had described, watching
us from outside the house, planning a
ghastly vengeance! Could such things be?
Could the dead really come back?

T rushed to the window, flung it open.
Leaning far out. I peered through the
gathering darkness. There was no one
ouat there now. No one! And still, I
thought T caught a glimpse of a black
shape merging with the shadow of a clump
of trees. I thought for an instant I heard
a low, gloating laugh, cruel and fiendish
as the snari of an animal.

I turned unsteadily, stared at the two
pcople at the table. “Mona,” Jim was
saying again. hoarszely. “You—you're
sure yeu saw something like that?”

“I—T den’t know. Maybe I just imag-
ined T did. Maybe it was just my nerves.
[—®h, I can’t stand any more of this"”
she burst out hysterically. “I'm geing to
bed !

She pusked back her chair and almost
ran irom the room. Jim and I followed
her as far as the living roem. Then he
sank down on a couch, fumbled blindly
for the whiskey bottle again.
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“Dick,” he said thickly, “you believe
me now? You know I just didn’t make
up the whole thing?”

I nodded, unable to speak. How could
I doubt any longer after being a witness
to what had taken place in the dining-
room?

“We must stop the she-devil!” he
panted. “We must defeat her at her own
game! And there’s only one way to do it.
Dick, you've got to tie me up tonight!
You've got to make sure I can't harm
Mona when—when the time comes!”

“Tie you up?”’ I gasped. “But what on
earth will your wife think? What—"

“I'll try to figure out some lie to tell
her,” he interrupted bitterly. “God knows
I've told her so many already that another
one won't make much difference! No,
there's nothing else we can do to be pos-
itive the horror won’t come to pass! If
I killed Mona”—his voice broke—*I
couldn’t bear it! I couldn’t go on living
with her blood on my hands! Dick, for
her sake—for my sake!—do as | say!”

CHAPTER THREE
You, Too, Must Kill!

HOW could I resist his frenzied plead-
ing? 1 found several coils of stout
rope in the kitchen, knotted them securely
around lis wrists and ankles. There was
something almost ludicrous in the thought
of making a man a helpless prisoner on
his wedding night, in keeping him from
going to his bride by tying him up like a
wild beast. Yet I didn’t laugh, knowing
the mental torture Jim was enduring,
realizing that his life and Mona’s might
be at stake,
When the job was done, I sat down in
a chair facing him and waited for what
was to come. Slowly the minutes crept
by. T heard a clock in the hall strike ten,
eleven. In another hour it was supposed
to happen. At midnight the corpse of the

woman Jim had murdered, had vowed
that it would appear for its vengeance. ..

God forgive me for falling asleep! The
reaction from the nervous strain I had
endured, the utter quiet in the room, must
have been to much for me, for I dozed off,
my head resting against the cushioned
back of the chair. I came back to con-
sciousness slowly, chilled by a premoni-
tion of evil, dimly aware that something
horrible was wrong. My eyes darted to
the couch where Jim’s bound figure should
have lain, focused there in dazed unbelief.
The couch was empty! He was gone!

Gone! Only fragments of the ropes I
had tied around his arms and legs re-
mained, scattered over the floor, cut and
slashed to bits! Jim couldn’t have done
that himself. It was impossible. Somcaone
else had crept into the room, had liberated
him while I slept! Someone—something
—that had freed him so he could murder
his wife!

Even as I sat there, motionless, stupe-
fied, a scream of utter horror rang out,
wrung from a woman’s tortured mouth,
driving every drop of blood from my
heart. It was followed by a savage, bestial
roaring—animal cries that seemed to
shake the very house. Sounds of a hideous
struggle with death! Sounds that came
from a room at the rear of the cottage—
from Mona Clarke’s bedroem!

Driven by fear and terror, I rushed in
the direction of those ghastly sounds.
plunged into a narrow passageway. The
frightful screams ceased as I reached the
bedroom door. I burst inside, halted on
threshold, black sickness churning and
twisting in my stomach.

AVE for a few stray gleams of moon-
light sifting through an open window,

the room was in darkness. But it was light
enough for me to see only too well the
awful thing that was taking place. Mona
Clarke lay across the bed, stripped naked,
her white body writhing in its death
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ageny. And squatting on top o her like
a morstrous beast, cyes gleaming with
murderous [renszy. was her hushand! Ile
was ntterly msane with the lust to kill!
He was cackling tiendishly as ke drove
the knife in his fingers agmn and again
into her quivering flesh, stabbing, hacking,
ripping ker to pieces’

“Jim!" I chrieked hoarsely. “Jim. fcr
the love of God!™

The sound of my voice seemed to recall
him to his senses. Slawly that look of ber-
serk fury left his face, gave way to an
expression of horror and anguisk. Slowly
he backetl away from the mutilated corpse
of his wife, gasping, panting. shaking in
cvery limb.

“I did it.” he whispered brokenly. “T—
I don’t know why, Suddenly 1 found my-
self standing beside her, tire knife in my
hand. Suddenly I hared her, wanted ta
kill her! Then a—a red haze seemed to
gather in front of my eyes and T was npom
her, tearing the clothes off her, striking
at her heart!

“Mona ! Hoarse sobs racked him,
“You know T didn’t mean to do it. Yon
know T couldn't help myseli. Mana, T
can’t ge on without you! . .”

I saw him lift the crimson koile, real-
ized his purpose roa Tate. Before T could
spring forward to stop him. it flashed
down, sank to the hilt in his chest. A
spasm of pain convulsed him and bloody
froth gathered on his twisted lps. For a
moment he remained on his {eet. reeling
back and [orth drunkenly. Then Lis knees
buckled under him and he collapsec in a
heap tu the floct.

I hent over him. The pailor of death
wasalready stealing across his face. But
there was a look of peace in his dimming
eyes—a look I had never expected to see
there again. As if in this final disselution
he bad found blessed release, As if by
taking his ewn life he had atoned fer
everything he had done,

And then, even as they were glazing in

death, his eyes changed expression, Sud-
den, abysmal horror crept into them. They
were ne longer fastened on my face. They
were staring at sometiing behind me—
semething over my shoulder!

I whirled around. The world scemed to
stand still as I caught sight of the dark
shape near the window. half hidden by a
swarming herde of shadows. It was she,
the waman who had come back from the
grave—the woman who had hounded Jim

farke to madness and death! Her bare
arms and sheulders gleamed like polished
ivory against the somber black of her eve-
ning gown. Her white face was a lu-
minous oval in 1le darkness, mcredibly
beautiful in its frame of black and lustrous
hair. T stared at her. fecling cold sweat
bathing my body, feeling passion rise
within me in a swift, irresistible tide. Yes,
T decired her even as T liated and [eaved
her as T have never hated eor feared any-
thing else en this eartl!

“Yeou want me, Richard Allison.” Her
voice was low and musical, yel clear and
intolerably sweet, as the ringing ol waier
glasses when plaved upon by a cunning
hand. “Forget that pcor fool wko lies dead
at your feet. He spurned my luve and he
was punished. Ferget himi and cowe Lo

me."

FOUGHT against her—fought with

all my strength and will and reascn.
But I went to her and took her in my
arms. For a mement 1 strained that love-
ly, pliant hody to me, a flood of burning
desire coursing through myv veins, Then
horror shook me and I shrank away frem
her, T could see the hideous wound in her
left breast so close to mine! [ could smell
the frightful cdor beneath the intoxicating
perfume she wore—tke foul miasma of the
temb, the rank stench of decaying flesh!

“Richard” She drew nearcr to me. a
smile of invitation en her lips. “Richard
Allison . . "

“Nol" I whimpered, thrusting her back,
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I saw sudden fury contert her features,
saw a snarl of hate writhe across ler
meuth.

“So you, too, weuld repulse me?”’ she
hissed. “T.ike that otber stupid fool, you
will have nothing to de with me, living or
dead? You even tricdd to rob me of my
vengeance, tried to stop me from meting
out justice te a man who se richly de-
served his punishment! You will pav for
that, Richard Allison, as your friend paid
—in horror and madness and death ! May
you be accursed by the same unholy de-
sire to take the life of the girl you leve!
May you kill your ewn bride as James
Clarke killed his—on your wedding
night!”

Terror burst within me, Madly I Aed
from that room of death—from that housc
of horror. Crazed with panic and dread,
I drove wildly back te town, stumbled
blindly into my apartment. And even
there the fear I had tried to escape fol-
lowed me. Fear was a ghastly bedfellow
as I rolled and tossed the rest of that
sleepless night, tortured not so much by
what had already bappened as hy what
was yet to come. Terrible as had been the
fate of Jim anil Mona Clarke, at least it
was finished. They would never need to
suffer again,

But what of Dorothy and me—Dorothy
who was Jim's own sister? I loved her,
bad wanted te warry her. But dared I
think of marriage now with tbe same
shadow of doom upon me that had fallen
upan Jim Clarke ? Suppose Zola LeBlanc's
ghastly prophecy came true as it had in
Jim's case? Suppose I, too, went mad
and murdered Dorothy on our wedding
night—just as her bhrother and my best
friend had murdered /is bride before my
very eyes?

No, I couldn’t take such a risk! I
ceuldn’t ask Dorothy to be my wife, feel-
ing that the time might come when I
would turn into a homicidal maniac and
kill her! And that decision waa crystal-

lized the next day when the hodies of Jim
and Mona were discevered in their cot-
tage. Dorothy lierself called me up and
told me the news, her voice so choked
with grief and anguish that my heart ached
for her. Like everyene elsc, she seemed
to take it for granted tha! Jim ha«l stabbed
his wife in a fit of jnsane frenzy and then
committed suicide,

“T can't understand why he did such a
terrible thing, Dick.” she said brokenly.
“He—he secemed so much in love with
Mena. And what makes it even more
peculiar, no one can find the weapon he
used--"

“No one can find it?” I reechoed stu-
pidly. “But surely—"

I checked ryyself abruptly as the reason
why the murder weapon couldn’t be feund
flashed through my mind. The corpse-
woman had taken it, of course. She must
have left the cottage shortly after I did,
carrying with her the knife with which
she had forced Jim to kill his bride and
himself!

THE undead thing, 2Zela LeBlanc, had

disappeared after hounding Jim Clarke
to madness and death! Where had she
gone ! Back to the unhallowed tomb from
which she had risen? Back to her grave
to await the time when she hoped to turn
me, too, inte a fiendish killer? Had she
taken the knife with her, planning to make
me use it—compel me to murder the giel
[ loved? Yes, that must be it! That must
be what she intended to do!

“Dotothy,” ¥ said hoarsely. “T've got
to warn you! I—"

Again T stepped short. It was on the
tip of my tongue to tell her everything—
Lhe full delails of what had actually taken
place at the cottage. my own fear of what
might still bappen. But I didn't. What
goed would it de to tell her? She wouldn't
have believed me anyway. So muttering
some excuse ahout being busy and not
being able to talk to her any longer, I
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hung up. T vowed then T weuld never tell
anyone the incredible truth about the
double tragedy—that Jimm and Mona
Clarke had died hotribly because of a
dead woman’s curse! And I was cqually
determired never to marry Dorothy with
the same curse hanging over my head. 1
would keep away from her. never cven
see her again. rather than have the thing
I dreaded most come to pass!

But in mnaking that resolution [ reck-
oned without the very person I was so
aunxious to protect from harm. Tt was in-
cvitable that Dorothy should netice how
I was trying to avoid her. Tt was inevit-
able that she should be hurt and bewil-
dered by my strange actions. And s,
barely a week atter Jim and Mcena were
buricd, she came tu my office one merning
to find out what was the matrer with me.

Dorothy’s fips were quivering with pain
and anguish as she saw how I was trying
to keep away from her. “Dick, what's
wrong ? What's come betsween us? Den't
—dor’L vou love me any more?”’

“Love you? 1 cried despairingly.
“Dear God. if T could only stop loving
youl”

“Then it's sometting else? It’s because”
—her voice broke—‘“of what happened to
Jim and Mona?"

I didn’t answer her. I didn’t need to.
She read all too plainly what was written
in my eves

“I knew it!" she gasped. “I've felt all
along that you've heen acting this way—
hecause of that! Dick”—he moved closer
to me, gripped my arm—"vou've got to
tell me all abeut it! No matter how hor-
vible it is, I want to know the thing you're
za afraid of. You're only making us both
wretched by keeping it a secret from
i3 6 o o

She wvas right. [ should have told her
cverything in the first place. And s0 I
blurted out the whole ghastly story of her
hrother's honeymoon with death, hoping
for her ewn sake that she’d believe what

I was saying—thar T could convince her
we must never mmarry,

But cven before 1 Anished, T saw the
look of incredulity on her lavely face and
knew that I had failed. "I can’t believe
anything so preposterous, Dick,” she said
impetuously. It must have been Jir’s
owf imagination that drove him insane
and made him kill Mona and himsell. It
coutdn’t have beer the ghost of this—this
Zola TeBlanc—"

“But it was. Dorothy!” T interrupted
hoarsely. “I saw her, I tell you! And
afterwand she lefr the cottage with the
murder weapon she plans to make me use
on you—='

I felt Dorothy’s slim. cool fingers npon
niy lips, hushing my wornds. “Don’t say
that. Dick,” she whispered. “That’s even
more absurd and unbelievable than the
othier things you’ve told me, Even if this
wornan could return from the dead Lo re-
venge herself en my brother—which is
imipossible to begin with—why should she
have it in for us, too? \Ve weren’t to
blame for what happened between ber and
Jim ... Yeu lovc me: we were meant for
each other. Don’t let a senseless, im-
possible fear keep us apart forever. Marry
me, Dick . . .”

CHAPTER FOUR

Honeymoon with Death

("OD forgive me for yielding, giving in
¥ o her! But I wanted to believe that
she was right and there was no reason
for my dread. I < to believe, hecause
of the emetional hunger for her I cculd
no longer resist. And so [ tevk her in
my arms and kissed her. striving to forget
the dim terror that still lurked in the ®ack
of my mind. telling myself that ir was
absurd for me to think the time would
ever come when [ would want te murder
this glorious creature who was so dear
tome , .,
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But tonight the time has come! Tonight
I know beyvond the shadow of a doubt that
my honeymoon with Dorothy is going to
end just as Jim's and Mona’s did— in
death! For today was our wedding day.
We were married late in the afternoon and
returned to my apartment, intoxicated by
happiness, never dreaming how short-
lived our ecstasy was going to be. It was
not until I opened the door and started
inside that my old fear and horror flooded
back, and I recoiled with a cry of despair
and anguish. The air was heavy with the
scent of gardenia, mingled with the foul
stench of rotting flesh! And lying on the
table in the center of the room was a
blood-stained knife—the knife Jim Clarke
used on Mona and himself !

This evening I sat down with Dorothy
to eat our first meal as man and wife—
the last meal we will ever eat! For hours
I've begged and pleaded with her to leave
me before it’s too late, go somewhere else
where she might be safe. She won’t. She
can’t believe even yet that the inevitable
must happen—that I am going to murder
her! She lies sleeping now in our bed-
room, trusting me, confident that my love
for her is so great it will keep me from
harming her.

The hands of the tiny clock before me
are nearing the hour of twelve. At mid-
night the corpse-woman will come. At
midnight she will compel me to take the
knife and plunge it into the heart of the
girl who sleeps so soundly there on the
bed, oblivious of danger! If only I could
escape, flee to the ends of the earth, stop
this horror . . . . But no! She would be
sure to follow me, force me to do her
bidding! May Dorothy forgive me for
what I am compelled to do! May she for-
give and wait for me beyond the curtain
of death! For like Jim Clarke, I can’t
go on living with the blood of the girl I
love an my hands! If I must kill her, I
will kill myself afterward to be with her!
Perhaps in that other life I will find peace

and fortgetfulness. Perhaps in the land
where we arc going, we will be happy
again . . .

OW that it is all over, I can hardly
bring myself to finish this account.
But it may be that in that way I can erase
from my memory the horror and suffering
of that night.

I was still writing when I heard slow,
dragging footsteps out in the hall. The
door to the bedroom creaked open. The
pen dropped from my paralyzed fingers,
and I turned around, my blood ice water
in my veins. Behind me was Zola Le-
Blanc! She stood half-veiled in shadow,
beautiful yet hideous, lovely yet venomous
as a poisonous snake.

I fought against her as I had fought
before—with all the strength of mind and
body I possessed. And even as I strug-
gled. I rose to my feet and gripped the
crimson-stained knife! A red mist of hate
was gathering in my brain—hate of the
girl T loved! I thought of the way Jim
Clarke had driven the keen ®lade into the
soft flesh of his wife, ripping the life from
her body. Dorothy’s flesh was just as
soft. It would be easy to plunge the knife
deep in her breast, let the warm lifc-blood
gush out. And later I would claim my
reward from the woman there in the shad-
ows—the woman who possessed a ter-
rible, irresistible beauty not of this earth!
Dorothy's flesh, so soft and white . . .

Silently I crept toward the bed. I was
bending over Dorothy when her eyelids
fluttered open. I saw the bewilderment in
their clear depths change to growing fear,
to unutterable terror and horror. I saw
the color drain from her face until it was
like the face of the dead.

“Dick!” Her scream rang out, wild
and high and brittle. “Oh my God, Dick!”

The girl I loved—the girl I was going
to murder!

I felt the muscles tense along my arm
and shoulder. I felt the knife go up, poise
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ahove the spot where her heart sheok her
body with its pounding.

“Kill her!” a voice hissed in my ears.
“You know yeu want to! Kill her just as
Jim Clarke murdered me in cold blood
that he might be free to go to anether
woman !”

It was the voice of the thing in the
shadows—the venomous whisper of the
creature from hell! And suddenly there
was semething about her words that struck
a wrong notc—somcthing that broke the
spell upon me and madc me think and
rcason again. Jim hadn’t killed Zola Le-
Blanc in cold blood! It had been an acci-
dent! He had stabbed her while they
were struggling for the possession of the
knife that night in her apartment—while
he was actually highting for his life!

Scales seemed to drop from my eyes as
I whirled to stare at her. She had drawn
nearer to me, was standing full in the
light from the lamp on my desk. Her
nostrils were quivering, her breath coming
from her open wmouth in quick. short gasps
of haffled rage. Her breath! She wasn't
dead! She was alive—as mmuzh as T was!

I saw sudden fear in her eyes as she
realiced 1 had found her out. I sprang
toward her, but not quickly enough. With
the speed of light her hand darted inside
her dress, drew out a tiny revolver, Gun-
fire roared in the room. Blinding, searing
pain exploded mside my skull. T felt my
limbs turn to vielding rubber, felt myself
falling. But even as my senses dimmed,
I heard the rush of heavy feet in the hall,
fists pounding on the door. I heard the
rear of the gnn again and saw the woman
stagger, crumple to the (foor. Then black-
ness claimedd me and T knew no more ., ..

N THE hospital where T am recover-
ing from the bullet wound in my head,
everything has been explained to me.
Marie LeBlanc shot herself rather than
face arrest and certain conviction for her
crimes. But she lrved long enough to

tell the police something about her fiend-
ish scheme and why she had tried to carry
it out.

Marie LeBlanc? No, that is not a mis-
take. Marie who was Zola’s sister, whe
turned Jim Clarke into a homicidal maniac
and almost succeeded in doing thc samc
thing to me.

Jim had never met Marie, didn't know
that she even existed. Nor did he know
that she was in Baten Rouge at the same
time he was and had an apartment adjoin-
ing Zola's in thc same lotel.

Marie was asleep in her bedresm when
Jim quarrcled with Zola and told her he
was through with her. She awoke while
they were struggling and beard Zola's dy
ing words after Jim had stabhed her.
Since she didn’t knew how the knife battle
had started originally, Marie took it for
granted that Jim was entirely to blame,
had killed her sister deliberately to get rid
of her, She didn't suspect that it was
Zola’s own fault, that her death was noth-
ing more than accident, brought about by
her attack on Jim.

It was Zola’s dying threat that gave
Marie the idea for the scheme she used
to strike back at thc man she hated. It
was easy enough fer her to masquerade
as Zola’s corpse since they closely resem-
bled each other, and any slight difference
in feature could be remedied by skillful
makeup. The use of the dead woman's
favorite perfume mixed with a foul-smell-
ing liquid to give the impression of rot-
ting flesh were incidentals in the effect
she was trying to create. The ghastly
wound ia hLer breast was, of course, sim-
ulated by further skillful use of makeup.

The method by which she turned Jim
inta a fiendish killer was more involved.
She knew of a rare drug—vagué—de-
rived from a plant found enly in the
swamplands ef Louisiana, and related to
the same specics which produces hashish
and marihuana. This drug, though slow
acting, is terrible in its effect on the brain
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and nervous sysiemn, causing temperary
madness and homicidal frenzy. Yet, odd-
ly enough, this tendency to commit mur-
der never reached its full strength unless
someone else was with the individual who
was under the influence of the drug and
incited him on to attack his victim.

The rest is rather ebvicus. Marie Le-
Blanc followed Jim up north and took a
reom in an obscure hotc] under an as-
sumed name. She stayed out of sight un-
til the night before his marriage. Then,
disguised as her dead sister, shc appeared
in his bedroom and added to his torment
by warning bim what was going to hap-
pen. The next day she reached the cot-
tage before Jim and Mona did. planted
the knife where he would see it, and dosed
the bottle of whiskey he was going to
drink with yagwé. And that night ske
made good her vow by cutting the ropes
with which I had bound him and leading
him to his bride to kill her.

Marie LeBlanc bad thought her work
would be finished then. But unfortunate-
ly for me, I was at the cottage and had
secn what had taken place. She was afraid
] knew too much and would expose her
to the police. She first tried to buy my
silence by offering herself to me. But
when I repulsed her, she decided she
would have to get rid of me, toe. That
determination was intensified by thc fact
that she knew I was in love with Doro-
thy, Jim’s sister. So great was her hatred

of Jim that it extended even to his own
relatives, his own flesh and bleod. Why
not eliminate Dorothy, too, while she had
the chance?

And so she tried to turm me into a
killer on my wedding night. This tmme
the yagué was put in my cotfee which
Dorothy never drank. The effect of the
drug was slow, as I said before, and she
gauged the amount so that I would not be
under its influence until midnight. Then .
she could appear, goad me vn to murder
Dorothy and complete her scheme of
vengeance.

As it happened, however, Dorothy sus-
pected a human agency was back ef the
horror, and decided te get help from the
outside.

Without my knowledge, she phoned the
police and instructed them to come to our
apartment at the time when they would
catch the real criminal red-handed.

I know all this now. And yet, even
thongh the woman frou: hell is dead, I
still wonder if T am entirely free from her
influence. Suppose some traces of the
drug remain inmy body. Suppese I awake
some night, lean over Derothy while she
sleeps, reach murderous hands for
her? ...

But no! I dare not think ef that! I must
keep all such ghastly fancies out of my
mind! I snust believe that my love for her
is such that nothing like that can ever

happen. . . .

THE END
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The Sculptor From Hell

Another RAY CUMMINGS Novelette

Once these shatiered fragments as of a fragile marble statue, had been

the warm and vital body of a lovely girl. W hat eerie power had caused

this horrible metumor phis? Was Kent Carter's young wife doomed to

the same fate which had so frightfully overtaken her two younger
sasters? . . .

CHAPTER ONE

Goddess Carved in Marble . . .

first faint stirrings of terror as he

sat this hot summer evening in a
corner of Lee Delmar’s studio and stared
at the nude bodies of his wife, Paula, and
her two unmarried sisters. They were
grouped, posing under the light, to repre-
sent Arethusa, Goddess of the Fountain,

KENT CARTER was aware of the
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with her nymphs around her. Delmar, a
rising young sculptor, had been conunis-
sioned by a millionaire to create this
fountain group for his country estate.
He had asked Carter to allow Paula to
model for the central figure and Carter had




Sometimes a humane impulse can turn a man into a deadly,
diabolical menace!

seen no objection. She had been a pro-
fessional model—as her sisters, Frances
and Dora, were now—before she had
married Carter and had often worked
with the young sculptor, in whose artistic
genius she had the greatest faith.

During the past two weeks, Carter had
sat through half a dozen similar evenings,
watching with interest as the group slowly
toock shape—with stirring emotions and
pride as he gazed at the intimate, flowing
lines of Paula’s body which Delmar’s deft
professional fingers were reproducing in
dead, inanimate clay.

What was there to fear? Uneasily Car-
ter shifted his feet; his fingers were trem-
bling as he lighted a cigarette.

“You girls tired 7’ Delmar said abrupt-
ly. He was tall and slim, with a pale,
g patrician face and longish, wavy, black
" hair. “Shall we stop for tonight ¥’

“I'm all right,” Paula murmured.

53
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Frances and Dora did not answer.
Slim,  virginal nvimphs—high-breasted.
sleek of hip—they stood holdivg the pose
as though already they were congealed.

Congealed. The wortl vaguely
swept 1nto Carter’s mind as though upon
a flood of horror. Living beauty, to be
transformed into the cold perfection of
marble. He Lried 10 fling away the idiotic
thought. He hadn't had it before, \Why
was tonight different from any ether
night? As though fascinated, his gaze
continuec to rove his wife's warm living
body. Paula was tall, brown-haired. ma-
tured into classical fullness. Arethusa.
She was the living feuntain goddess. Liv-
ing woinan, not yet recuced to the emo-
tionless immortality of stone.

To Carter at that instant came the
thought that this was a prewmonition of
disaster: a revelation of horror in come.
For a second he had a wild desirc to shout
at Delmar—to force bim to stop and des-
troy the damnable thing he was creating,

But the words were only in his head
He choked them back [rom his tonguie.
His thoughts were idiotic, senseless,

“I guess—T guess T'n tired,” Dora
murmured suddenly. She was a small,
dark-haired girl of seventeen, with a
whismsical, elfin beauty. But abruptly now
Carter realized that her elfin look was
gene. Her face was pallid, strained. Her
whale slim, little body was trembling,
the muscles of her abdomen quivering as
though with a shuddering breath.

Catter found himscli starting to his
feet. ‘‘Dora,” he gasped. “are you ill?
What's the matter

“I'm sorry,” young Dchoar said. “T
kept them too long. Kent, I hadn't real-
ized.”

ER dark hair flowing over her
breasts, Dora sat on the studio floor,
Paula and Frances sat down beside her.
“What's the matter, Dora?" Frances
murmitred,

Carter as he came jorward, found him-
seif clenching his hands so that his nails
dug into the palms. In God's name, what
was the matter here? He had flung away
his owb horror as imaginative nonsense.
But he could see now that Dora was more
frightened that ill. Iler whole little body
was shuddering. And the statuesque,
eighteen-year-old Frances—was it more
than apprehension for her sister that
showed in her face? Carter could see
beads of sweat on Frances” forehead ; and
beads that were clustered into little rivu-
lets on her breasts.

“Perhaps the drink we had a while ago
was too much for her,” Paula suggested.
“Dora isn't used to it, and then posing
immnediatelv afterward—"

“I'm all right,” Dora insisted. “T’m not
hot—I1'm cold.”

She shivering as  Panla  and
Frances took her into the dressing roomn.

“T'mi terribly sorvy.” Welmar said con-
tritely. “Good Lord, Kent, if I've over-
worked little Dora—"

ITe threw himself down on a cushioned
couch and Carter sat beside him. “She'll
be all right,” Carter said dubiously. “But
I do think I'd better get the girls heme
at once."”

“@f course. @f course.”

This horror. It scened o be upon
young Lee Delmar as well as the otliers.
Carter couldn't miss it. A quiver in Del-
mar’s voice; his black hair plastered
dank on his palc forchead: his hands
that seemed to twitch; his dark eves that
roved, restless, nervous about the shad-
owed studio.

“Well, see you tomorrow evening,”
Delmar said as they stood, a few moments
later. beside Carter’s car at the side en-
trance, “Tomorrow night—the full group.
Jehn Blaine is bringing Edith, and the
two Johnson girls. My whole group of
six—"

“Right,” Carter agreed. “Sce you to-
rorrow, Lee” It was a reliel to get
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away ; but they weren't leaving the hor-
ror in Delmar’s studio. thcy were bring-
ing it with them! Paula teek Frances in
the rear seat of the big car; Dora said
she wanted to ride in [ront. As for an
instant she stood beside Carter, her young
body, firmand apparent beneath her dress,
pressed against him. The moonlight
showed him her pale face; her dark eyes
staring up at him-—eyes with so blatantly
prevocative a look that he gasped. . . .
Carter drove silently through the out-
skirts of the village to their home, half a
mile out in the wooded hills. Dera hud-
dled close against him, Certainly, it was
wholly unlike her—this slyly amorous
pressing of her thigh against his; this
caress from her hand in the darkness.
They were home in ten minutes. It was
still enly ten o’clock. The big rustic bun-
galow drowsed in the summer moonlight,
the tree-shrouded garden around it and
the forest that led up inte the lonely Sioux
Hills steod like a wall beyond the fence.

“I think Dora should go right to bed.”
Paula said. “She’ll be better in the morn-
ing.”

But it was obvious now that little Dora
was really ill. She stood clinging to Car-
ter; her teeth were chattering; her lips
werc blue,

“Y'm—all right,” she insisted. “Just
cold—so horribly cnld” Then as Paula
and Frances hurried into the kitchen to
get her something hot to drink, she mur-
mured ;

“Oh Kent---carry me in to bed. Warm
me, Kent dear. I’m so—sa cold.”

Silently he picked her up, carried her
down the hall and into her bedroem. Was
this just an ordinary chill? Had she con-
tacted a common cold—or some other
minor indisposition ?

“Warm me, Kent dear. Oh, hold me
close—"

Carter’s little sister-in-law had never
been like this before. Should he mention
it to Paula?

He deposited Dora on the side of her
bed. “You'll be all right,” he cncouraged.
“Get undressed. We'll cover you up well.
You've caught a celd, probably.”

RANCES undressed her. They put

her in bed ; piled covers upon her aud
she lay shaking. But the het tea warmed
her.

“T think we’d better give Dr. Torrence
a ring,” Carter teld Paula privately. He
had said nothing of Dora's strange atti-
tude toward him, It would sound silly.
Paula might even think it the product of
his own wayward imaginaticn. Dora
seemed better prescntly; but still Carter
sent for Br. Torrence, the family physi-
cian and old friend. He lived over in
town within a mile and was thcre almost
immediately.

“Why, she’ll be all right” he said
cheerily, after he had examined Dora and
sat for a moment by the bed, talking to
her. She did indeed seem much better
now. The chill wes gone; and no fever
scemed impending.  She lay as though
spent, and smiled wanly.

“Yes, I'm warmer now,” she declared.

“A good night’s rest is all you need,”
Dr. Terrence said as he left the bedside,
In the hall he stood with Carter and
Paula. Dr. Robert Torrence was a big,
distinguished-loeking man of nearly fifty.
His voice boomed with professional cheer.
But in the hall now he was a little diff-
erent.

“Frankly.” he said, ‘T'm a bit puzzled.
Physically, T guess there’s nothing much
wrong with her. It's emotional. Yeung
females, you knew—"

He checked himself. “I'll come first
thing in the morning—examine her
again.” He peered down at Paula with
his keen gaze from under shaggy iren-
grey brows. “Don’t look so solemn, Mrs.
Carter. Dora will be quite all right. I
advise you to let her alone—don’t fuss
over her and get her apprehensive. Just
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see that she gets a good night’s sleep.”

Presently he took his departure. Carter
and Paula went to the living room.
Frances sat with Dora for a short time,
and then went to her own bedroom.

In the living room, Carter reclined in
his big leather chair, smoking. He had
never felt less like sleep. It seemed now,
with Dora in there, ill—and Frances so
suddenly going to bed, hardly saying good
night—it seemed as if the house were
menaced with something weirdly hor-
" rible—

“Aren’t you tired, Paula darling?”
Carter murmured.

She was sitting on the arm of his chair,
her warm veluptuousness enveloping him.
But, God knows, he was in no such mood
tonight—that senuous caress Dora had
given him in the darkness of the automo-
bile still was making him shudder.

“Tired? No, I'm not tired,” Paula said.
‘P

“What, darling ?”

Frightened. She did not have to tell
him. He knew the premonitions were
flooding her as well as himself.

“Nothing,” she said. “You think Dora’s
all right?’

“God knows, I hope so—yes, of course
I do. Dr. Torrence told us not to fuss
over her. I think he’s get the correct idea.
She had some strong emotional upset.”

“We'll go in and sec her before we go
to bed—after she gets to sleep.”

“She’s asleep already, very likely,” Car-
ter declared.

Then in the dim living room they sat
almost silent. To Carter it was as though
they were waiting, poised upon the brink
of something ghastly. . ..

CHAPTER TWO
Run to Death’s Arms

DORA was not asleep. The dim night-
light on the taboret flung a faint yel-
low sheen on the bed where she lay with

her hands locked behind her head. In
the heat of the room she had tossed off
the bed-clothes. and her gaze was som-
berly roving down the slim length of her
body covered only by the shining folds of
her filmy nightdress.

For a minute she gazed at the firm
mounds of her breasts, the gentle swell
of her abdomen, the tapering curves of
her thighs. There was no one to see the
dank sweat that suddenly appeared on her
forehead—sweat that started from every
pore with little tingles like the stabbing
of icy needles. Her breath was accelerated
now; her breasts rose and fell with little
quivering jerks, and her muscles were
taut with sudden strain. No longer was
she gazing at herself; terror was in her
eyes—terror, and something far more
ghastly than terror as like a trapped
animal her gaze roved the room.

And then her whole hody within the
nightrobe was trembling. Her knees
jerked up, and she forced them down. . . .
Paroxysms shook her. All her muscles
were quivering. shuddering. Her dry
tongue flicked out and tried to lick her
bluishlips. She seemed fora second trying
to scream. but her throat yielded only a
gasping, choking rattle.

Then the paroxysms passed. Stiffly
she forced herself erect in the bed. One
of her hands went to her thigh, rubbing
with so violent a movement that the filmy
robe was torn. Her tecth were chattering
now, but grimly she clenched them, slid
from the bed, staggered and stood erect
and wildly tore off the robe.

For an instant she stood erect; and
down all the dank, pink-white length of
her beautiful bedy her muscles were rip-~
pling, twitching, rising with little knotted
lumps that instantly dissolved and rose
again, like waves on a storm-swept sea.
Still she could not scream. Numbly, as
though confused, she staggered toward a
wall; then seemed trying to reach the
hall door.
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And then she saw the window, and
tottered toward it, with her frantic hands
rubbing her body, kneading her quivering
flesh.

The rubbing seemed to give her relief.
At the open window, with the moonlit
garden outside and the forest like a dark
wall beyond the fence, for another moment
she stood peering. Then suddenly she
stooped, climbed through the window and
dropped the few feet to the ground.

Her nymph-like figure with flowing
dark hair and pink-white body was re-
vealed by the meonlight as she walked
to the gate. Her steps were stiff, autom-
aton-like; she was still rubbing herself
with gestures that were almost sensuous,
At the gate she stood clinging, apparently
almost upen the verge of anether convul-
sion. But this time she seemed to master
it.

She was stiffly running as she went
through the gate and plunged into the
dark thickets of the forest. . . .

¢¢TYOOR little Paula, I must take you

to bed,” Carter said, as he reclined
in the big chair in the living room and
held Paula against him.

“Yes,” she murmured. Then suddenly
her white face was upturned to his. “Kent
dear—I'm just unreasonably frightened,
but it’s as if something—"

“You too?” he murmurcd. He hadn’t
meant to say it; but now abruptly all his
weird apprehensions peured out. “T wasn’t
going to tell you, Paula. All evening—
back there in Delmar’s studio—I've just
felt as though some ghastly horror was
upon us. And now, little Tora being
in—"

The words died in his threat. Un-
breathing, with terror flooding them, he
and Paula stared at each other. Some-
thing was ont on the front verandah.
They could hear slow, dragging footsteps
—a tread indegcribably weird and grue-
seme, A tread as of semething stiff, tot-

tering. Then there was a little thump
against the front door,

Then silence . . . absolute silence, preg-
nant with unutterable horror.

“Paula—dear God-—what’s that?”

Hc could only whisper it, as he leaped
to his feet. Paula was with him when he
opened the front door. Then she screamed.

It was Dora, standing nude on the
threshhold with the glow of the hall light
upon her. Like a glorious, pallid white
statue she stood motionless; and for that
second as the door opened, it seemed that
the light of horror was in her eyes-—a
light that instantly faded as the eyes
glazed.

“Oh my God—Dora—"

Paula’s agnoized cry made Carter in-
stantly wheel about. And as he did so,
he was aware that Dora was falling for-
ward. Not crumpling. Falling with all
her pallid white length stiff and straight
—falling pivoted on her toes. Carter tried
to jump forward, but the white falling
thing fell past him and crashed to the
floer.

Paula screamed again, and Carter stag-
gered back with his wifc gripping him as
she swayed against him—and with that
ghastly crash making their senses reel.

Like a fragile marble statue that had
broken, the body of Nura lay splintered
at their feet! An arm was splintered off ;
a leg wus shattered, completely broken
near the thigh. Carter numbly stared at
the cross-sectien of a human leg—flesh
that was as marble, with the white bones
for a core. Frezen tendons, muscles and
liganients, seeming te whiten as he stared
—blood congealing and whitening seem-
ingly all in this second—

“Paula—Good God, don't look!”

Paula was beyond looking. With a
little moan she slipped through Carter’s
arms and sank senseless at his feet. ,

“Paula! Paula dailing—"

Forgotten for the moment was all the
incredible horrer of this ghastly splintered
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thing that was Dora, Carter could think
only ef his wife who lay inert, crumpled
at his feet with bcautiful face almost as
white as the grisly broken thing beside
her.

“Panla—yont too? Oh God—"

But as he shudderingly bent down, she
stirred, moaned and her eyelids fluttered
up.
“Oh, Kent—what happened? I'm all
right. I mwust have—"

Then memory flooded her. Her hands
went over her face. He lifted her up.

“Don’t look, Paula.” He turned her face
against him; carried her into the living
room; laid her on the couclh. And sud-
denly through the ghastly silence of the
house, the clattering of the knocker on
the frent door sccmed loud as gunfire.

WT ITH rcturning strength Paula was

up on one elbow. . . . Thank God,
he could see coler floeding her face and
neck now. He jumped to his feet. The
knocker was again clattering.

“Who is it?” he called.

“Blainc. John Blainc. Kent, let me in
—hurry—"

Light summer portiercs wcre herc at
the doorway. With shaking hands Carter
ripped thera down, tossed them over the
gruesome, broken nude body.

“Blaine? Coming. . .. What is it?”

He opened the door upon the figure of
his friend and a neighbor who lived only
a few blecks away.

“It's Edith—"" Blaine gasped. “Did she
—-did she come here? Have you seen
her?” His voice was tense with apprehen-
sion. Edith was his yeung wife; his bride
of only a few months. She was Daula’s
best friend.

“Edith?” Carter stammered.
has she—"

“Gong,” Blaine said. He was a big,
muscular, handsomely dark young fellow.
Hatless, coatless; shaking with agitation.
“Gone!” he repeated. “She was—sick this

“Is she—

evening—she seemed to have a sort of
chill—"

Herriblc, ghastly, familiar details. Car-
ter could only numbly stare.

“A chill 7’ he repeated.

“Yes. She posed for Delmar this after-
noon, but tonight she didn't feel well so
I didn’t take her. She was in bed; she
seemed better, and then I went in to join
her. She wasn’t there. She must have
gone out nude, Kent. On her bed there
was—"’

Poor Blaine was stammering with his
puzzled terror. He was staring past Car-
ter—staring down at the hall floor. Carter
saw the blood leaving his face, his eyes
widening, his jaw dropping. “Kent,” he
gasped, “what’s that?”

The hall light was gleaming on the
ghastly broken thigh of the thing that had
been Dora, where it lay only partly cov-
ered by the portiere. Carter jumped at it;
covered it up and gripped his friend.

“That's Dora—" he murmured. “My
Ged, Jehn—this thing is horrible—un-
believable, but there—there is Dora—"

Paula came into the hall and stared
nurobly at the floor. It stung Carter into
action go that as he stammered out the
horrible details of what had happened, he
shoved Paula and the wordless Blaine into
the dim living room.

“She—she must have gotten up,” Car-
ter was trying to explain. “Out of her
head, probably—we don’t know how long
she was gone.” His voice was drab with
stark horror. “She must have wandered
out there and felt that the end was com-
ing. and dragged herself here to the front
door, trying to get back to us. She was
alive, John, when I opcned the door. And
she—she died then, standing there. She
fell forward and breke—"

The ghastly sound of his own words
was making Carter’s senses reel. He was
a big, husky suntanned fellow. One weuld
say he was afraid of nathing, but there
are things of horror beyond human cour-
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age to cndurc. Carter was blurred ; dazed.

“Edith was like that tonight.,” Blaine
stammered, “And like Dora—Edith seems
to have gonc out—"

Carter’s mind was a chaos—a blurred
whirling jumble. . . . Was this congealed
white death some horrilite disease? There
was a disease of petrification, Carter knew,
which attacked humans. A ghastly thing
that turned flesh and muscles into stone.
A stew, creeping paralysis of petrification.
He seemed to remember that it took
months, or years. But here was much the
same thing, accelerated—monstrously ac-
celerated to be a grisly sweep of congeal-
ing death—only a matter of heurs, min-
utes or seconds. . ..

“And Edith,” Blaine was still mur-
muring, “then she must be—eutside some-
where now? Wandering—"

JAS she already stiffening, tottering,

trymng with blurring senses to stag-

ger somewhere as she felt the ghastly

death engulfing her? Dora had been like

that. And now, Edith Blaine. . .. Was

it a coincidence? Or was some human
fiend back of this?

“Perhaps she didn’t go far" Carter
said. “We've got to go look for her—"

He felt Paula's tremhling hands pluck-
ing at him. Her eyes now were widened
with a new terror.

“Frances seemed to act queerly just
before she went to bed. Oh Kent—"

In the tumultuous horror of the last
few minutes neither Carter nor his wife
had thought of the tall slim, virginal
Frances, who had gone te bed an hour
ago.

Blaine was with them as they rushed
down the dim hallway of the hig bungalow.

“Frances!” Carter called. “Frances dear
—wake up.”

But he knew in his heart that his anxi-
eus words were fulile, They all sensed
it. Her door was closed but not locked.
They burst in upon her dimly lighted bed-

”"

room; and stood numbced, transfixed by
the mute evidence of a grim, sitent strug-
gle poor Frances must have fought. On
the floor her vightrobe lay ripped and
torn. A taboret was overturned; the rug
was crumpled and scoffied.

The coverings of her bed were wildly
rumpled, partly on the floor. A sheet was
torn; a pillow was ripped, with some of
its feathers scattcred.

It was the battleground of horror. Who
—what had been her adversary ? A buman
fiend? Or the fearful spectre of death,
struggling for possession of her?

The window. here only a few feet above
ground, was open. Its light summer cur-
tain was hanging askew, partly torn down
as though, staggcring at the window, she
bad convulsively pulled at it, Carter in
that stricken second was staring at the
window. Therc was no wind, but the cur-
tain cord with its ring, was swinging!
Had semething, just now, gone out?

With Paula and yonng Blaine crowding
after him, Carter rushed to the window.

“Frances—"

Tt bucst from all three of them as they
stared out beyond the fence where the
moonlight was pallid against thc black
wall of the forest. The glimpse was brief
—the slim, nude figurc of Frances with
her blonde hair burnished by the monn-
light, falling over her shoulders and
breasts. . . .

At the edge of the forest she was run-
ning. Her hands were down at her thighs
as weirdly, sensuously, she rubbed herself.
Running? Her movements were stiff,
weird and shaky as though she were an
automaton. Tn that second the dark thick-
ets parted and swallowed her . . . .

“There she goes!” Carter gasped.
“Come on, John—""

They rushed back into the hall, bardly
hearing Paula’s moan of terror as they
dashed across the verandah, out the front
gate, back along the garden wall and
plunged into the woods.
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CHAPTER THREE

Death’s Dark Forest

WTITHIN the house, numbed by terror,

for a moment Paula stood in the hall,
staring at the portiere on the floor. A
white splintered arm showed. Numbly fas-
cinated, shuddering, she stooped and
picked it up. It was ghastly stiff and
cold. In horror she cast it away, and it
fell, tinkling on the polished floor, and
‘broke again. . .

The dim hallway reeled before Paula’s
swimming gaze. Her head was roaring;
she could fecl the cold sweat running
down her body soaking her filmy summer
clothes so that they werc sodden against
her flesh. Vaguely she realized that she
had wilted to the floor. . . . Had she
fainted? Tt was like lying in bed with
Dora. Here was Dora’s head beside her
own. Dora’s eyes were staring at her. . . .

Paula did not quite lose consciousness.
And as she lay dazed, she was aware of
a dim sound—a creaking of boards. Some-
one-—or something—was here behind her,
Something coming to seize her!

“Kent! Oh Kent, save me!” She tried
to scream it, but her constrieted throat
yielded only a murmur. Behind her there
was a click and suddenly the hall light
went out.

In the darkness Paula tried to get to
her feet—staggered on her knees and
weakly fell again. Something brushed
against her on the floor. There was a
shuffling tread, and then something was
stooping over her.

“Kent! Oh God—save me!”

Arms were around her. A hot, panting
breath was on her face. With her swoon-
ing senses, everything was fading. Vaguely
she was aware of hands plucking at her
filmy garments, ripping and tearing at
them until at last she lay completely nude.
Then the arms were lifting her up. . . .
Hands were caressing her as she was
carried away.

GGBUT Kent, she can’t have gone far.

Not—running like that. You saw
how she looked.” Blaine gripped Carter as
they stopped in the woods. “Stand still.
Let’s listen”

It was queer that Frances had evaded
them. But they hadn’t gone far. And
now in the darkness and silence they could
hear a crashing noise as of someone stag-
gering through the underbrush. It seemed
only a hundred yards or so ahead of
them. The forest glades here, ascending
up into the rocky fastnesses of the Sioux
Hills, were black with shadows, patched
with a lacy pattern of silver from the
moonlight that filtered down.

“There she is,” Carter said. “Not far.
She—"

Abruptly the sound had stopped. There
was nothing now but silence, with the
faint blended murmur of insect life and
the rustling of a little night-breeze high
up in the tree-tops.

“She’s not running now,” Blaine said
softly. “Come on.”

Had she fallen? Wouldn't they have
heard it? Or was she standing stiff,
frozen in that ghastly white death, bal-
anced so that she did not fall?

Then the questions in Carter’s mind
were swept away by another: Was it
Frances ahead of them? Or was it some-
one else? Someone, or something which
had suddenly become aware of pursuit,
and now was standing silent in ambush?

Caution and fear swept over Carter.
Here in the dimness of the pallid forest
there was open space to left and right.
But ahead, from where the sound had
been, the underbrush was thickly black.

Carter swiftly gestured. “You go that
way, John. T’ll go this. We'll circle and
head her off. Only—itmay not be Frances.
You watch yourself.”

Blaine silently nodded and moved to the
right. Carter started to the left. Almost
at once the figure of Blaine was swallowed
in the blackness. . .,
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Carter had gone no more than a hun-
dred feet or se when through the muf-
fling darkness he heard a distant moan.
A choked, floating moan. It was not
ahead, where the underbrush had been
rustling, but abreast of him, te the right.
Blaine was off there! Had something hap-
pened to him?

‘Then as Carter stood tensely listening,
he heard it again—an eerie sound foating
through the silence. It coull have been
a laugh. A cry—unhuman?

Carter turned and ran back. Tn a mo-
ment he was where he had parted from
Blaine. And Blaine had gone off here to
the right. The cry was almost continuous
now, coming from where Blaine ought to
be. Carter ran; then slowed with caution.
The gibbering thing, by the sound of it,
must be on the greund just beyond that
next clump of underbrush,

Then in a moment Carter could sce it.
In a silvery patch of moonlight, Blaine
was crouching on the ground, holding
across his Jap a white thing, pallid as his
face. A thing whitc as marble. Parts
of it would have been heautiful. Those
white-tipped irozen mounds of breasts—
those white rounded thighs—

Numbly Carter moved forward. Blaine
was holding the broken torso in his armns.
He heard Carter approaching and turned
with a movement so violent that a splin-
tered portion of arm fell to the ground.

It made Rlaine langh wildly. “That'’s
all right, Kent,” he cackled. “She—Ldith
she’s broken anyway—"

The meonlight on his face showed his
eyes, white-rimmed, laughing with the
light of reason stricken from them,

“Edith—" Carter heard himself mur-
mur.

“Why, sure—my—my wife. If vou
den’t believe it, there’'s her head.”

HE SAT rocking the torso. "I'he ghastly
head showed in the brush beside him,
With senses reeling, Carter bent down.

He touched his friend's shoulder. “Don’t
let it get you, John. Yeu're all right.”

“Sure—DI'm all right. But Edith isn’t.
She’s dead. She was just dying when 1
got here. Her eyes—she looked as though
she recognized me. When I held her—
the head fell off—" He was about to laugh
wildly again, but he choked it into a sob.
Then he tried to steady himself. “I'm all
right, Kent. She—my Edith—like Dota
and like Frances teo, maybe.”

Carter started to his feet. The dead
were beyond hope, but Frances might still
be living.

“I'm going to go after Frances,” Carter
said. “You'lt wait here, John ?”

Blaine still was numbed. But it seemed
now that his shock of hysteria was past.
“Yes,” he murmured. He was blurred,
dazed. “I just want to hold her. Yes—
I'll sit here.”

Frances might still be living,
Cautiously, Carter crept away. Behind
him for a moment in the moonlight, he
ceuld see Blaine rocking back and forth
pathetically holding the gruesome thing
which had been the wife whom he
leved. . . .

Then Carter was alone in the darkness.
Ahead there was only silence. But he was
sure that tread which so suddenly had
stitled before he and Blaine had separated,
had come from this vicinity. He topped a
little rise of ground. His advance had
been almost soundless. Cautiously and
without a sound he parted a line of
thickets.

And then he saw it! But it wasn't
Frances! It was Lee Delmar, the sculptor,
He was standing beside the dark bole of
a tree. motionless as though listening for
sounds of pursuit. And acress his out-
stretched arms he was carrying the stiff
nucde body of Frances!

Quite evidently Delmar hLad not seen
or heard Carter. For just an instant Car-
ter stood transfixed. A big loose chunk
of rock was at his feet. He stopped,
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snatched it up and leaped forward.

There was no thought of caution in
Carter as he brandished the rock and
plunged across that dark forest glade.
‘That damned fiend Delmar—

The sculptor could not fail to hear him
now, and to se¢ him. But Delmar did not
move. With the pale bedy of Frances stiff
within his outstretched arms, he stood like
a graven image, leaning slightly backward
with his shouldecr braced against the tree-
trunk.

“T’ve got you—you damned rat !’ Car-
ter shouted. Then the rock fell from his
hand. Anger turned to swift amazement
and then to horror as he dashed up and
still Delinar did net move,

“Lee! Good God!” He gripped the
sculptor. It made Delmar twitch; the
body of Frances slid from his outstretched
arms and fell to the ground. Breaking.
... The ghastly white death—

The shock of his herrer made Carter
recoil, Delmar tottered forward with one
twitching step; then he fell and lay quiv-
ering with his lips blue and his eyes star-
ing with the light of anguish in them.

Frances was dead, but Delmar still was
living. Carter steadied himself and bent
down,

“Lee? Can you hear me, Lee?”

Delmar’s body stopped quivering. He
lay stiff, his chalk-white face like a mask,
but at the question he blinked his eyes.

“You can hear me?”

Again the eyes blinked. Carter put
his hand on Belmar’s white throat. It
was cold and dank. The flesh was smooth
and stiff, almost unyielding te Carter’s
horrified teuch. Delmar was dying, ob-
viously—another victim of the ghastly
white death. Did he knew anything of
the: fiendish agency back of all this?

“Lee,” Carter pleaded, “who did this
to you? Do yeu know?”

There was only the blinking eyelids.
It seemed as theugh Delmar’s threat was
struggling to move with a little added in-

take of faint, almost imperceptible breath
—as though he were trying to speak. But
no sound came.

Then Carter bad an inspiration. *“Lee,”
he said, “if you want to say ‘yes’, blink
twice. For ‘no’, move your eyelids only
once. Do you understand?”’

The lids slowly lowered and raised ; and
lowered and raised again.

“All right. Now, Lee—" Carter sud-
denly checked himself as a thought made
him flood with a new tumult of horror.
Paula! He had left Paula home alone!
There was no fiend out here in the woods,
nothing but the ghastly victims. And
Paula was at home alone!

“Lee—I've left Paula at home—ior-
gotten her.” Carter slid his arms under
Belmar’s body, lifted him up. Tt wasn’t
far back to the house. Delmar was heavy,
but Carter was a powerful wman, and fren-
zied now with a desperate strength. Swift-
ly he staggered through the dark ferest
glades with his stiff, dreadful burden. , .

CHAPTER FOUR

Master of the Plague

THE big rambling bungalow was dark

and silent in the moonlight. There had
been lights in it when Carter left so short
a time ago.

“Paula, where are you? Are you safe,
Paula?

He shouted it as he came to the fence.
The dark walls seemed to garble it and
fling it back at him. He laid Delmar on
the verandah and rushed into the dark
house.

“Paulal”

Fumhling he switched on the hall light,
The ghastly parts of what had been Dora’s
beautiful little body ly here, still' en-
tangled with the portiere. And here was
mute evidence of what to Carter was
mere horrible than anything which had
gone before—Paula’s filmy summer dress,
her shoes, her stackings, her delicate un-
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dergarments. Fearfully he rushed through
the silent house, calling, searching. But
it was futile. There was nothing here but
this horrible torn clothing.

On the front verandah, again Carter
bent over the rigid, motionless Delmar.
Had the sculptor died? Was whatever
knowledge Delmar might have, lost now
as the diabolical white death claimed him?

“Lee? Can yeu still hear me?”

The cyelids were closed. But at the
sound of Carter’s voice they fluttered
apart.

“You're still alive! Thank God, Lee.
Paula is gone. Do you know where she
might he?"

“Yes.” The fluttering eyelids clearly
gave the answer.

“Is it far from here?”

(‘AVO.,'

“In the woods?”

“Ves.

These wild, forested Sioux Iills, even
close at hand, could hold many fastnesses
almost unexplered.

“Do you think you know the place,
Lec?”

ies

“You could lead me there?”

Vet

An agony of haste was upon Carter, Al-
ready he was lifting Belmar in his arms.
“T'll carry vou. Do we start toward
where I found vou out there?”

=Yiosss

It was a weird journey, as Carter stag-
gered with his burden, ascending into the
undulating lonely forest, stopping at in-
tervals to find out which way to go. ...

“Are we nearly there, Lee?”

(Iyes.’ﬁ

Carter was in an agouny of fear that
Delmar would die. The face was whiter;
more rigid. The lips which had been hlue,
were whitening. But the eyelids still flut-
tered. . ..

The place was an undercut, tangled
with underbrush, arcking overhead with

an outward bulging cliff. The moonlight
was gone now. He could not see Delmar’s
moving evelids. but his fingers could feel
thero as they fluttered to answer his whis-
pered questions. A little archway was here
—a natural arch in the rock-face. It was
tangled with rankly growing vegetation,
but there seemed broken places, almost
like a tortuous path.

HEN abruptly a glow was ahead-—not

moonlight but the yellow-red glow of
firelight ; and in the hcavy night air there
was the smell of smoke. And presently
Carter came upon the lip of a smooth rock-
slope—a Tlittle ramp of rock, descending
steeply for some twenty feet. Panting,
with wildly peunding heart, he laid Del-
mad down on the tocks and crouched be-
side him, peering at the weird, firelit
scene.

It was a small rocky grotto, open to the
sullen sky, with walls of rock cntirely en-
closing it—jagged, pitted walls with tan-
gled underbrush on them—walls rising
nearly a hundred feet on the far side as
though here were some ancient crater,
lost in the depths of the forested hills.
There were trees, thickets and underbrush
down on the grotto floor. But in the
center the vegetation seemed to have been
cleared away.

The firc was snapping as though only
recently dried brush had been piled upon
it. The red-yellow tongues of flame min-
gled with the fitful moonlight, painted the
rocks with a lurid glow and gleamed
warmly on a pile of animal furs which lay
nearby.

With that first glance, as the breathicss
Carter stared, it seemed an empty stage
setring—a little hidden lair here, fraught
with horror but empty of movement save
for the swaying firelight. And then Car-
ter’s shifting glance revealed the two nude
girls. Their backs were against the rock-
wall on the far side of the grotto. Arlene
and Grace Johnson, Carter recognized
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them. A tree branch extended almost
horizontally over their heads—a branch
with four ropes hanging down to which
their upraised wrists were tied so that
the girls were stretched erect, with feet
just touching the ground.

Carter’s hasty glance showed him that,
whatever had happened to them, the
ghastly white rigidity was not upon them
—though their faces, framed by tousled
blonde hair, were pale, contorted by terror.
But their slim young bodies, with breasts
uplifted by their stretched arms, were
pink-white—plastic with living warmth as
they twisted and swayed, struggling with
the ropes that held them dangling almost
upon tiptoe.

For that instant, with the rigid form
of the dying Delmar beside him, Carter
stared breathless. And then his heart
leaped and seemed to stick in his throat.

Dear God—this culminating horror—

From what seemed a tunnel-entrance
across the thicket-strewn cauldron, a
figure suddenly emerged—a tall stalwart
man clad in trousers and shirt. He was
carrying a nude woman—a woman with
ankles and wrists tied—a woman with
pink-white body which still had the
strength to twist and struggle as the fiend
carried her forward and dropped her to
the pile of furs by the fire.

It was Paula!

THE figure of the man by the fire

straightened. The firelight bathed his
thick wide shoulders, gleamed on his mas-
sive head of iron-grey hair—revealed the
familiar face of Dr. Torrence! And now
his booming voice sounded:

“Paula, lie still. It will not help you
to struggle.” Then he chuckled. “Be pa-
tient, my little one. Your turn will come
soon.”

At the top of the short steep ramp Car-
ter found himself starting to his feet. Be-
side him, as though lashed into frenzy by
the sound of the fiend’s voice, Delmar’s

stricken body was twitching. Who shall
ever say what desperatc torment of body
and mind was within the dying sculptor
at that instant? A despairing frenzy as
he must have fought to break the bonds of
the white death that held him. From head
to foot he writhed in convulsions. At the
lips of the ramp he jerked his legs so that
they slid over the edge. His body slid
downward, and one of his arms, convul-
sively bending at the elbow, hooked
around Carter’s ankles.

It had all happened in a second. Car-
ter was stooping to seize a loose chunk of
rock. His back momentarily was to the
ramp; and as Delmar’s convulsive arm
hooked his ankles, it threw him off bal-
ance. There was a second when he was
aware that he was toppling backward,
entangled with Delmar’s body. From be-
low there came a startled oath from Tor-
rence. Then in the backward, sliding fall,
Carter’s head crashed against a rock. The
world seemed to burst into blinding light
as his senses went off into an abyss of
uncounsciousness. . . .

“Oh, so you're coming back to us
now ?” Carter’s swooping senses yielded
to the sound of Torrence’s ironic voice.
He opened his eyes to a swaying vision
of rocks and firelight and the burly figure
of the physician bending over him.

“Not dead, Carter? Well, that’s good.
Perhaps you may even be of help to me.”

Carter was aware that his wrists were
lashed behind him; his ankles tied; his
body propped against a rock. . . . The
swaying scene steadied. Twenty feet away
the nude bodies of Arlene and Grace still
hung by their upstretched arms. At the
nearby fire, on the pile of rugs, Paula lay
bound and nude—Paula, dear God, as yet
unharmed. A scream trembled on her red
lips as she gazed with terrified eyes at her
husband.

“Be quiet, Paula,” Torrence was say-
ing. “You must preserve all your strength
to love me. Arlene and Grace may fail—
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then I’m depending on you, little Paula.”

What hideous necromancy was this?
There was gloating, chuckling passion in
Torrence’s heavy voice. But there was
more than that. There was a desperate
urgency hidden in the words of the pant-
ing physician. And despite the yelfow-red
glare of the firelight that colored his cen-
torted, sweating face, Carter could see
that Torrence was pallid. The big phy-
sician leaned down over Paula; his band
stroked her with a lewd caress as she
struggled to avoid his touch,

“Don’t fail me, little Paula, You will
thrill te it. You must keep your mind
on that. Don’t think of anything else.”

Feom Carter's constricted throat his
raging cry burst out:

“You dammned fiend! What are you
going to do?”’

Torrence came lumbering ®ack. “Fiend ?
You call me that? Not a fiend—a physi-
cian, Carter. A scientist, working for vears
to conquer a fearful disease. If I fail—
yes, then they might call me a fiend. A
fiend who experimented upon women for
his own pleasure. But if I succeed, then
'l be a hero. Riches, fame, all to Le
mine with my name ringing around the
world—immortal in the history of medi-

H ”

cine

Was he a madman? The wild light of
madness seemed in his eyes as he stared
down at Carter. DBut wasit the madness of
his desire for these beautiful women—or
the cold passion of a fanatical scientist,
seeking to correct nature’s errors?

“Conquering a disease?” Carter shout-
ed. “A plague of your own making!
You’ve caused this disease—this horri-
ble—"

“Petrification?”” Torrence jibed. “Quite
so, Carter. Of course I caused it—found
it-—created it—"" His heavy hand gestured
at the rigid body of Delmar, stretched on
the rocks beside Carter. “I gave it to him.
He was one of my first victims. A slower
forsn—he has been ncarly a week dying.”

The fiend’s foot kicked at Delmar con-
temptuously. “Not dead yet? Well, vou
will be, any minute. Can you hear me,
Delmar? You poor fool—I never had any
idea of saving you.”

CHAPTER FIVE

Love Me—Else I Diel

TORRENCE swung back to Carter. “I
-~ gave him the virus, Carter, so that
he would have to help me. His models,
these girls, were just what I needed. When
he found he had the sickness, in his terror
he had to help me. He thought the women"
would save him from death.”

Was Torrence’s fiendish chuckle wholly
mad? Were these just the ravings of a
mantac?

“Delmar, the poor fool, did everything
wrong tonight,” Torrence was saying. “I
didn’t want to give that deadly drink to
Edith Blaine this aftemoon. Or to Dora
and Frances this evening. He and I were
going to arrange things together, start-
ing with the Johnson girls. But Delmar
was too terrified—in too much of a hurry.”

Torrence was chuckling with grim
amusement. “Of course, I can’t blame him
—he felt his death at hand——he thought
the women could save him. But the best
he could do was wait in the woods and
see them come out and die! And then die
himself !”

“Create a disease to cure it?” Carter
said incredulously.

“Exactly so, Carter. Not guite the
same disease, hewever. Tt is ironical that
as [ searched fer an antitoxin for the
damnable, slow petrification that creeps
upon humans and so far has been incur-
able—ironical that all T could create was
a more ghastly, infinitely more wiruleat
form of the same disease! But Lthat was
my opportumty, Carter., Surcly you un-
derstand the theory of antitoxins? A suf-
ferer successfully fights a disease. When
he is well, in his blood antibodies have



THE SCULPTOR FROM HELL

67

been created by nature—little seldiers
that fought and won the battle against
the enemy."”

Torrence’s heavy voice was vibrant
now with earnestiess. “Ah, now you un-
derstand, Carter! One of these women
will suffer my disease—and conquer it.
She must! And then fromher blood I will
get the antitoxin. The cure for all those
other sufferers in the world who are dying
of the slow, normal ailment. Grace and
Arlene will win the battle. We’ll watch
them now. And if they do not—then Paula
must! @ne of them must win!”

His dark eyes under bushy brows were
gleaming with a fanatical light. His thin
lips, parched and bluish. twitched back
with his leering grin. “My discase has
seme interesting symptoms, Carter. The
female victim is stricken with a chill—a
" creeping cold, deep-rooted within her.
. Every fibre of her being instinctively cries
out fer warmth. Amorous warmth—a
.. sudden, instinctive, desperate eroticism, as
" though only from amorous embraces could
come the warmth her body needs in its
grim battle. Then the brain is blurred—
numbed. The stiffening muscles demand
action—a dcsirc for movement—the urge
to run—"

Carter’s shuddering mind swept back
to little Bora . . . her strangely wild. fur-
tive caresses. . . . And she had gotten up
from bed, left the house with a dying urge
to run. Frances and Edith Blaine had
done the same. . . .

Torrence abruptly turned away, crossed
to the dangling Johnson girls. “We're
ready now—Arlenc—Grace—I've told
vou what yeu must do.”

Carter sat numbed. Struggling with
his bonds was futile, so that in a moment
he relaxed. spent, bathed with the cold
sweat of horror as he sat staring, Ter-
rence cut down the ropes, gripped the
cowering, terrorized girls by their wrists
and dragged them forward.

“Here by the fire,” he was panting.

“You need warmth, . . . Move away a
little Paula. Give us room.”

Paula drew her bound body away in
horror; and Torrence cast Arlene and
Grace down and crouched beside them.
He was panting now. The sweat was pour-
ing out of his pallid, contorted face. His
bluish lips were snarling with animal
desire.

His hands were trembling with litle
jerks as he produced a hypodermic. The
cords of his neck quivered with little ris-
ing and falling lumps in the muscles,

“Hold still, my dears,” he panted. “I'm
going to inoculate you—pur the virug di-
rectly into your veins. That will be
swifter. A really swift battle—it will be
ever and done with, one way or the other
—all in a few minutes now. Because we
have—need for haste. I hadn’t realized
how quickly new we must—find this
cure.”

“You damned fiend,” Carter gasped.
“Stop it! [t's deliberate murder!™

TORRENCE Larely turned his head. “I

hope not, Carter. Turn your thigh
toward me, Arlene, . . . Grace, you little
fool, don’t struggle. It won't do you any
goed. Just a few drops ef this, in the
vein of your thigh—"

They whimpered a little, and then the
ghastly swift poison was in their veins—
rushing through a myriad channels all
ever their bodies. . . .

Torrence laid aside his hypodermic with
shaking hands, “There—in a few seconds
now. . . . Don't forget my instructions.
It's your only chance, Arlene. Remember
it, Grace. Fight the deadly thing. Don’t
let it conquer you, my sweet little ones.”

He was wildly caressing them now,
crouching over them, holding them against
him. “Now', you feel it? ‘I’he chill? The
shudder? Den't lct it frighten you! Love
me—Ilove me or—"

Carter sickened at the sight. For a mo-
ment it seemed that the two stricken girls
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wcre trying to embrace the fiend as he
sprawled and pawed them.

“That’s right, my dears. Fight the chill!
You'll win. This thing can’t kill you. Fight
it—"

Swift and ghastly hattle. The bodies of
the two girls were flushed pink-white,
with sweat pouring on them as convul-
sively they ciutched the mad scientist.
And then they were shuddering; jerking
with shuddering, twitching muscles.

“Bon’t do that!” Torrence scrcamed.
“Don’t let the final convulsinons seize you !
Fight, damn vou! Get past the crisis and
you'll live! This is swift—I told you it
would be quickly over—one way er the
other. We've got to hurry—hurry 1 tell
you—"

Pink-white, beautiful nude badies—but
the pinkness was leaving them. Carter
caught a glimpse of one of the girls’ faces.
A face contorted with anguish, wide star-
ing eyes, parted red lips that were turn-
ing blue. Grace suddenly twitched away
irom the fiend’s clutch and staggered to
her feet, but he jerked her back.

“Dor’'t do that, vou fool! You can’t
run. You have to have thec warmth of the
fire—the warmth of my arms—"

Then Torrence saw that they were dy-
ing and he cast then off and jumped t his
feet. “You fools—you've lost! Dan’t die,
I tell you! Don’t die!”

His raging voice went suddenly inte a
wild despairing plea. “Don’t die, T tell you!
Don'’t you understand, you've got to live.”
He was laughing wildly, hysterically as his
own terror blinded him. “You've get to
live and save nte. That's what I want you
for—you damn little fools, don’t vou un-
derstand? I've had the natural disease for
vears—I've felt it creeping upon mec so
that 1 had to find this cure!”

He was wildly gasping now. “T thought
I had—plenty of time, but tonight I—
find I haven’t. 1 scratched myself with the
needle a few days ago. I didn’t think it
would take effect—but it has—it has.”

Torrence stood shaking, twitching, @n
the rugs now the white bodies of the dying
girls fer another moment lay writhing in
convulsions.  And the quivering, twitch-
ing muscles were stiffening. . . .

“They've lost!” Torreuce wailed, and
then he raged with demoniac anger. His
feet lashed out, kicking the girls. “Damn
you—you failed me. And now there is
only Paula—"

TMHE horrible scene was swimming be-

fore Carter’s numbed gaze. Vaguely
he was aware that he still was futilely
jerking at his hands. Then hefelta clutch
at his ankle, . . .

Belmar! The slowly dying sculpter,
again with superhuman effort, had forced
himself into a little movement., Iis stiff
fingers were ferking at thc bonds on
Carter’s ankles.

“Paula darling—vou'll save me, won't
you little Paula?™ The frenzied Torrence,
his hypodermic again it his hand, was
bending over Paula “Your thigh, Paula
dear. . .. Non I'll try that vein in the side
of your abdomen—"

Delmar’s twitching fingers were jerking
at the repe around Carter's ankle. Then
the rope fell away.

“Thank God,” Carter breathed. “Now
my wrists, Delmar—"

But the sculptor’s body suddenly {fell
back. There was just a little ripple of con-
vulsion, and he was dead. On the rugs,
the white bodies of Arlene and Grace were
motientess.

“We must hurey, Paula darling. I can
feel it—it is sweeping—""

Witl his wrists crosted and bound be-
hind him, Carter staggered to his feet.
Torrence was hending over Paula. Carter
charged with lowered head like a raging
bull. His head and shoulders struck Tor-
rence so that botl: of them sprawled wpon
Paula. Her scream mingled with the
fiend's startled oath. Then the burly Tor-
rence leaped to his [eet; and Carter was
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up almost as quickly. His lashed hands
behind him jerked at the rope. Futile!
He lowered his head to mect Torrence’s
advance; and as Torrence swung a fist,
Carter could only duck and lunge with his
head.

It was a weird, unequal combat. But
before Carter's raging rushes, Torrence
staggered back. He tried to swing a fist
at Carter’s face—missed, and as Carter’s
head hit his chest, he fell backward with
Carter on him. Lashing, with flailing legs,
they rolled on the ground. Carter felt the
fiend’s powerful arms around him; he saw
a jerking hand roving the rocky ground,
seizing a chunk of rock.

The poison was working! Torrence’s
encircling arm was quivering, jerking
convulsively, Carter caught a glimpse of
his face—agonized eyes—face white as
chalk now, stiffening like a mask. Lips
that had been blue, but now were whiten-
ing. ...

The rock fell from Torrence’s stiffening
hand, His hold on Carter leosened; he
staggered to his fcet. And as Carter rose
up, for that second they faced each other.
Torrence tried to lunge forward, but with

lowered head, Carter struck him again.
He went backward; plunged backward
over a little brink of the uneven ground,
and fell a few feet and crashed on a
jagged rock. . .. Perhaps he died during
that brief fall He crashed—

Carter stared down, panting, with that
gruesome splintering crash ringing in his
ears—stared at the dead hedy of Dr. Tor-
rence where it lay cracked and broken, . ..

“Paula, dear—he’s dead—"

Carter turned back; leaped over the
rigid, marble-white things which had been
Arlene and Grace. . . . On the rug by the
fire, for a moment he held the nude shud-
dering body of his wife in his arms.
“You're all right now, Paula.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Oh, Kent—he’s
dead? Like those others ?”

“Yes. Scratched himself,” Carter mur-
mured. “Inoculated himself with his own
damnable poison. God, that was ironic
justice.”

“Oh, Kent—" Paula was gazing down
at her breast. A little red welt was there,
with dried blood upon it. And Paula’s
murmur was almost a whimper of horror:

“Oh, Kent, look! He scratched me!”

THE END
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Fury of the Crimson Fog
A Mystery Novelette by LEON BYRNE

It was a warm soft fog of autumn thas drifted over Laurelton—warm

with blood and red with madness. And it brought with it mutilation

and death for the fairest girls in town, all doomed because of an age-

old wrong. How could young Phil Montgomery solve the mystery of

the fog, and slay the winged monsters that it bred, before his lovely
sweetheart could be claimed? . . .
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If you lice in a little town like

Laurelton, and the Autumn

fogs are rolling in—don’t read

this story. Wait until the sun
is shining bright!
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CHAPTER ONE

Crimson Fog

UTUMN fogs were no rarity in
Laurelton. The town lay close to
the river, and not far from Buffalo

Wallow Swamp. But I had never scen
such a smothering white pall as hung over

Laurelton that @ctober night as Naomi
and I said good-bye to the rest of the
crowd at the rown hall, and started down
the street toward my parked car.

The billewing grey mists swirled and
eddied abeut us like clammy fngers,
reaching out to pluck us away from the
warmth and cheery light ef the hall; and
before we had gone fifty feet the illumina-

tion behind us had been blotted out com-
pletely.

“It’s almest like walking on the bottom
of the ocean at midnight,” Naomi said,
laughing nerveusly as we felt our way
down the sidewalk. We almost got into
the wrong car before we located mine, but
once we found it and I turned on the
headlights we could at least see each other,
although the lights, instead ef cutting a
path through the feg, made it leom: up
like a white, impenetrable wall,

“They'll at least keep us from bumping
into another car,” I muttered as we started
off. I ceuld barely make out the curlb, but
I managed to navigate.

As slow as I was geing, I just missed
the figure that loemed up out of the mists
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ahead, and as I jerkec] the wheel hard over
to avoid striking it, there was a sudden
reverberating explosion.

Naomi screamed and I ducked, jam-
ming my foot down on the throttle. I
hadn’t gone ten feet befere the wobbling
of the wheel told me that the explosion
hadn’t been gunfire, sut a blowout. 1
eased the car over to the curb, jumped
out and started to replace the tire,

“A fine time fer this to happen,” I
growled, and I jumped involuntarily as a
fog-nimbussed figure loomed beside me, a
figure in a long capelike mantle or coat,
with a drooping hat pulled low ever the
eyes. It was the man who had startled me
so by appearing in the roadway.

“My young friend,” he said in a weary,
ageless voice, “can you tell me if this is
the village of Laurelton?”

I loeked into his gaunt and somber face
—the face of a man who might have been
thirty or seventy, peered into his lacklustre
eyes. “Some of the leading citizens might
object to its being called a village,” I told
him, “but it’s Laurelton.”

For an instant the eyes seemed to hlaze
with a red fury in (he white fog, then he
heaved a weary sigh and muttered, “The
end of the trail, at last.”” Then the curtain
stid down over his eyes again, and he said,
“I don’t suppese you've ever heard of a
man named Smollett—Roger Smollett?”

I shouk my head. “Sorry. T know of
nobody by that nime around here”

“Of course,” he went on, as though
talking to himself, “he would have
changed his name.” He suddenly straight-
encd, likc a man weary after long wan-
dering. murmured his thanks, and van-
ished into the fog.

“Poor old duffer,” I said to Naomi,
who had been watching and listening.
“Sounds like he’s batty-—~and lost, to
boot.”

But Naomi was mere interested and
excited about what had just happened at
the town hall—where I had been elected

chairman of the committee to arrange a
celebration for the one hundredth anni-
versary of the founding of Laurclton,

“Just think of the fun we’re going to
have, Phil'" she said as she snuggled
against my sheulder when I had the tire
fixed and we were again groping our way
through the fog toward her home. “Par-
adces, and dances. and parties. Laurcliten’s
in for a lot of excitement the next few
days!”

“Excitement?” I said absentmindedly,
my atrention concentrated on the difficult
task of driving. “It would take more than
a little cclcbration to throw any life into
this town.”

“Grumpy!” she said. with a little laugh.

“Serry. Maybe I am grumpy, Naomi.
It’s a terrific strain trying to drive through
this pea soup. Unless I'm mistaken, this
is the cormer where your house is.” [
stopped the car, and we sat there a few
minuates chatting. I was so engrossed in
Naomi’s presence, her nearmess to me,
that I forgot all external things until she
suddenly seized my arm, pointed out
threugh the windshield with a little gasp
of surprise.

“Phil!” she said. “Look—the fog! It’s
not white any more; it’s turning red{”

I stared eut inte the swirling mists illu-

mined by the headlights, and for an
instant I had a sensation of looking
through colored glass. Then I saw that
what Naomi had said was true-—the cling-
ing vapors outside the car were no longer
white. They were a pinkish, coral shade.

“What in thc world could be causing
that?” I mused. Then I dismissed the
phenomenon with a shrug. “Prebably a
smudge fire somewhere. Some woods burn
with red or bluc flames, and their smoke
could tint the atmosphere. Do you mind
if I leave the car here until morning,
darling? I can walk home easily, and
there’s no telling where I might end up if
I tried to drive back—or what I might
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hit. The fog seems to be getting thicker
all the time.”

I saw her up to her porch, went back
and locked the car, and started out on foot
down the sidewalk.

The fog was growing redder now,
changing to a smoky, murky haze that
hung lifeless in the air like a smothering
pall. There must have been a moon shin-
ing high above, for the whole unreal world
about me was faintly illumined by an eerie
glow. It was as though I was walking in
a smoke-stifled forest that was ablaze with
distant fires.

I couldn’t see ten feet in front of me,
but I could hear, and as I felt my way
cautiously along the sidewalk I heard the
tapping of heels on pavement approach-
ing. I stopped and listened. There was
the quick staccato click of a woman’s high-
heeled shoes scurrying along with fright-
ened little steps. There was no sound save
that, but somehow it carried an air of
panic, of hurried desperation.

Then, looming out of the red mists,
swimming at me through the vapors, came
a luminous, fiery circle of incandescence,
a bobbing blob of glowing light. As I
watched, fascinated, it floated through the
mists toward me, resolved itself into a halo
surrounding the disembodied head of a
woman—a beautiful young woman, whose
facc was drawn with apprehension and
fear.

Then, as the face came up within touch-
ing distance, I recognized it, saw that it
was attached to a body—the face and body
of pretty young Ann Naylor, one of the
girls who had been at the meeting tonight,

She almost bumped into me before she
saw me, and then she gave a little scream
of fright and clutched at my coat lapel.

“Oh, Philip,” she said, “isn’t this fog
terrible! I guess I was foolish to start
home alone. Thank goodness, I'm almost
there.”

I had been staring at her open-mouthed,
hardly hearing what she was saying.

“But Ann,” I stammered, “what’s hap-
pened to you? What's that outlandish
thing abont your head—that light ?”’

She looked at me in wonderment.
“Light? I don’t understand. Oh, you
mean this funny fog. Isn’t it weird? So
red, and—unearthly.”

Obviously, she was unaware of that
aureate nimbus about her head. I didn’t
want to frighten her, and I said: “Can’t I
see you the rest of the way home, Ann?
You really shouldn’t be out alone in this.”

She laughed off the idea of danger.
“Don’t you worry about me, Philip. I
have only two more blocks to go—I'll be
there in a jiffy. Good night. . ..” And
she was gone, the outline of her body dis-
solving quickly in the crimson mist, the
glowing aureole of light gradually reced-
ing. T watched her a moment. Then, just
when the light was fading into nothing-
ness, a startled, gasping scream came lanc-
ing back through the mists to me, a scream
that ended in a choking appeal for help.

The girl could not have gone more than
fifty feet, and without an instant’s hesita-
tion I flung myself after her, raced toward
the spot where I had just seen the crimson
halo of fire. But the light was no longer
visible. It had vanished into the red fog,
and Ann Naylor had vanished with it.

I called her name, blundered around in
the fog looking for her, groping with out-
stretched hands. I ran headlong into a
tree, bounced off that and got my feet
tangled in a low wire fence. But of Ann
Naylor I found no trace, heard no further
sound.

CHAPTER TWQO

Red Massacre

OMEHOW 1 found my way back to
the center of town, located the meet-

ing hall and found a score of people still
there, mystified, frightened by the red
mists that had settled down on Laurelton.



74 TERROR TALES

I spread the alarm about the disappear-
ance of Ann Naylor, and searching par-
ties were hastily organized. But the quest
was foredoomed to failure before it began.
That murky, crimson tinted haze obliter-
ated everything recognizable, caused the
searchers themselves to come groping back
to the lighted hall for fear they too would
become hopelessly lost.

“A celebration—a hundredth anniver-
sary cclebration of the founding of Lau-
. relten—haugh !” The queruleus twang of
Evan Stroud’s voice ended in a grating
chuckle as his rhenmy eyes wandered over
the circle of taut faces there in the hall
Then the mirth was suddenly wiped from
the old man’s grim face, and he growled:

“l was against this crazy notion from
the start—Ilot ef dang fool nunsense abeut
nothing. But since you all insisted on
going ahead, it looks like you've started
something you can’t jinish.” His gleam-
ing eyes roved over the crowd, settled on
me. “When my father told me about it,
like his father had told him, I thought it
was a crazy old woman’s tale. But i
appears it wasn’t. Looks like the curse of

Laur<!ton is coming true—the Dying -

Woman’s Curse.”

“The Dying Woman's Curse?” mut-
tered Gil Ruckman, the baker. “I've never
heard of that.”

“Of course you haven’t,” Evan Stroud
croaked. “Probably none of you young
upstarts of the younger generation have
heard of it. Your parents and grand-
parents were too asharned of their heritage
to tell you of it. Respectable pcopie prefer
to forget the skelctons in their clescts,
and the people who founded Laurelten
had skelctons all right—a hundred of 'emn.
Yes, my forbears were just as guilty as
yours. We're all in the same boat.”

“You mean—" It was little Archie Gil-
son, the bank clerk. “You mean that mas-
sacre that was supposed to have happened
here ycars and years ago?”

“It wasn’t supposed to have happened ;

it did happen,” old man Stroud, the ven-
crable Elder of Laurelton, went on grimly.
“Nowadays people in this country throw
up their hands in holy horror at the
thought of killing defenseless women and
children, but they forget that a short hun-
dred years ago massacres were as connon
as dirt here—and it wasn't only the In-
dians. They did most of the actunal killing,
of course, but often as not they were put
up to it by whites who wanted land that
somebody else had.

“I¢’ll be just a hundred years ago next
Saturday that the town of Laurelton was
started—started on the site of one of the-
bloodiest and cruelest massacres this coun-
try has ever seen.

“There was a settlement here then, a
group of thirty families ; a hundred people
in all. They had come west to find reli-
gious freedom, establish a new ‘kingdeny’
for their particular sect, just as the Mor-
mons did in Utah. They settled here and
prospered because this is rich country, but
they scon aroused the envy and animosity
of ncarby settlers, who hated their religion
and coveted their land.

“Like I say, the Indians did most of the
killing and got the blame, but it was the
whites who put them up to it. A band of
the red devils swept down on the village,
burning and plundering and killing, wip-
ing out the entire band of emigrants—-
except omne little boy they werc supposed
to have carried off, according to the story.

“And as it was told to me, the last one
to die, with an arrow in her heart, was an
old woman whose dving breath went out
in acurse of vengeance. She said that just
like the redmen had swooped down to
destroy her and her family, some day a
red blight would descend on the men who
were responsible, and on their children
and their children’s children.”

Evan Stroud pavsed, luoked round at
the drawn circle of faces. “It looks to me,”
he croaked, “that the old woman's male-~
diction is being carried out. This red fog
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—TI've never seen anything like it. never
heard of anything—"

“Nonsense I” Blue-jawed Matt Glover-
man, town marshal of Laurelton. scowled
his contempt of the old man's story.
“That’s superstitious child’s talk! There's
a natural explanation to this phenomenon
outside, just like there’s a natural explana-
tion for everything. There's a forest fire
near liere, probably. And as soon as the
{og lilts we'll ind Ann Naylor—she »rob-
ably fell and hurt herself, probably lost
conscivusness so we couldn’t find her in
the fog. . . .

THE morning sun dissipated the red

palt that had hung over Laurelton,
leaving the town just as it had been the
day lbefore—a quietly prosaic little village

but the quiet and the calm were shat-
teresl when a schoolboy crossing the lot on
the way to school came across the muti-
lated furm of Ann Naylor lying in the tall
weeds of a vacant lot.

Laurelton, where nothing cver hap-
pened. was thrown into an uproar, and
half the town came running to gape in
lascinated hotror at the twisted. broken
body. I leit my work at the Merchantile
Store, where I was manager, and joincd
the processinn. When I got there, Matt
Gloverman has just thrown his coat over
the pallid form. He was swallowing hard
and his eves bugged out like a man who
had seen a ghost.

“My Ged!” he half-whispered, “you'd
think she’d been run through a cement
mixer. There isn’t a boue in her body that
isn't broken, and her heart—her hearl's
been torn out!”

“But who could have done such a ter-
rible thing 7" It was Naemi standing be-
stde me, wide-eyed, horrified. “Ann didn't
have an enemy in the world. Surely no-
body here in Laureiton would think of—"

1 seized her arm suddenly. “Remember,
Naomi,” I said excitedly. "that tramp we
saw an the street when [ was fixing the

tire? He was a stranget here, and he mut-
tered something about waiting a long time
for revenge. I thought he was only a
harmless old derelict, but—it must have
been he—"

Matt Gloveriman scowled at me. “Why
didn't you tell me about this fellow last
night? Where’d he go?”

“I don’t know. He just seemed to dis-
appear in the fog. And he was so quiet
and so—so old and decrepit that he seemed
perfectly harmless. It'll probably be a
simple matter te round him up now."

But it wasn't a simple matter to round
up the mysterious old stranger. Ile had
vanished as completely as the red mists
had vanished. And that night the red
mists came back—and the stranger of the
mists came back. too.

Despite the pall of gloom that overhung
Laurelton because of Ann Naylor’s death.
we went ahead with eur plans to hold a
dance that night at Hermann's Grove. We
thought of calling off the affair—one of
the social events we had planned to raise
money for the anniversary celebration—
but the committee in charge finally de-
cided that a dance would help to allay the
near-panic that had taken hold of the
populace since the inexplicable red mists
had come and gene the previous night.

The grove, situated near the southern
fringe of town, had a pavilion for dancing,
and with gaily colored lanterns strung
about among the trees, it made an ideal
spot for an autummn party. I worked late
at the store, had a hasty meal and cleaned
up, then drove over and picked up Naomi.

It was already dark when T reached her
house, and I had definite misgivings when
I saw thin tendrils of fog creeping along
hedges, rising wraithlike from lawns and
gardens. These early evening mists were
colorless, true encugh—but so had the
fog been last night. in the early evening.

Naomi had becn shecked by the death
of Ann Naylor, altkough they had not
been close fricnds, But she was buoyved up
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by a mood of tense excitement tonight,
because this was the evening we had
chosen to tell our fricnds of our coming
marriage, and even the imminence of
tragedy conld nat overshidow her ligh-
spirited anticipation of the pleasures of
married  life she loeked forward to
with me.

Then, when T had helped her into the
car and she saw the mists creeping dawn
the street, she shuddered involuntarily and
drew cleser Lo me.

“Oh, Phil,” she said. “do you think it
will be safe to ge eut? When I think of
what happened te poor Ann—"

“You're safe as long as you're with
me,” I told her with more assurance than
Ifelt. “Anyway, this mist is just ordinary
fog—not that the smoke in the atmosphere
last night had anything to do with what
happened to Ann.”

IT was only a shert drive to the grove,

but by the time we reached there the
fog had dccpened perceptivly. I drove
down the lane between the trees and
parked the car near the pavilion. Once
inside the brightly lighted hafl we threw
off the burden of apprehension that had
weighted our spirits, and {or the next
hour we forgot evervthing but the jov of
dancing in each other’s arms.

Then Naomi suggested that we go out
on the verandah for a breath of air. We
were seated on a porch swing, enjeying
the caol damnpness of the evening mists,
when Naomi suddenly seized my arm,
pointed out toward the trees, where the
lanterns were glowing dully through the
mists.

“Look, Phil!” she exclaimed.
blue light—it’s turning purple!”

As my gaze {ollewed the pointing fin-
ger, I saw the vapor clouds eddying past
the light begin to gleam with sullen, red-
dish highlights. And the next instant I
sprang to my feet with a muttered oath.
@ut of the dim mists had suddenly ap-

“That

peared two glowing, plasphorescent hlolis
of light—twin circies such as old-time
painters haloed about the heads of saints
and martyrs.

“Good Lord!’ T said, “that’s just the
way Ann Nayler loeked last night coming
at me through the feg—" and T leaped out
irom the porch, went rumming out into the
tawny muark, sheuting back at Naomi to
stay where she was. It was curiosity that
drove me aut there, and 1 was a feel to
go single-handed, but I was reassured
when 1 reached] those two circles of light
and found the Blake girls, Grace and Lois,
calmly walking teward the pavilien,

“Grace left her vanity in the car and I
went out with her to get i1,”” Lois said,
apparently puzzled at my anxiety as I
rushed up to them. And then, as if she
were seeing it for the first time, she said,
“Why, Grace, what's that funny light
round yeur head ?'

The two sisters stared at cach other in
bewildermient, and I stared at them, and
while we stood there like foelish children
there was a sudden soft fluttering in the
air above us. I remcniber telling some-
body aftcrwards that it sounded like the
fluttering wings of the Angel of Death.
Then a dark shadow flitted across the spot
where we stood.

I instinctively threw up an artn in a
gesture of self-protection, and as I gazed
upward I saw a huge, birdlike form flap
lazily past in the red mists overhead. saw
twe baleful green eycs in a monstrously
beaked head glaring dewn with a buz-
zard’s rapacity at the terrificd girls who
stood in front of me.

Even as the hideous creature disap-
peared into the fog I saw it starting to
wheel about, its prodigious wings swirling
the wet red mists into billowing undula-
tions, and I scized a hand of each of the
girls and started runoing with them
towards the safety of the pavilien.

Fear paralyzed their limbs, and we had
taken but a few steps when Lois stumbled
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and fell, her hand jerking loose from
mine. Before I could turn back to help
her there was a furious rush of air past
my face. A smother of feathery, foul-
smelling flesh swooped down to smash
against me, knocking me sprawling, and
that monster bird of prey flashed gripping
talons into the prostrate girl’'s tender
body, soared off and upward with her as
a marauding eagle snatches up a lamb.

RACE screamed wildly and I made a
desperate, futile lunge after the kick-
ing, struggling form of Lois, but she went
sailing off into the muggy, swirling mists
before I could clutch her dangling ankles.
Her rapidly diminishing cry of terror,
and Grace’s screams brought a crowd of
the dancers into the yard.

They hadn’t seen Lois disappear, but
they did see Grace, weeping hysterically
as she clung to me, and a shout of wonder
and awe and fear welled up from their
throats when they saw the crimson fog,
the golden burning halo round Grace’s
head. .

“The red mists again!” someone cried,
and then T was yammering excitedly about
the great vulture-like creature that had
swooped down and carried Lois aloft.
They gave me queer looks, some of them,
and Matt Gloverman said gruffly: “Sure
you ain't had a drink too many, Mont-
gomery?” Old Evan Stroud seized my
arm, whispered: “A vulture, you say? A
buzzard? Good Lord, it is coming true,
the prophecy!”

Matt Gloverman whirled on
“What do you mean, Stroud?”

Evan Stroud glared fearfully about him.
“The massacre,” he croaked. “The mas-
sacre that led to the founding of Laurelton
a hundred ycars ago. The sky was black
with buzzards then for a day afterward,
as if they had come for the feast—"

“But,” Gloverman protested angrily,
“no buzzard’s big enough to carry off a
full-grown woman.”

him.

“This wasn’t an ordinary buzzard,” I
told him. “It was as big as a house; as
big as—" and then the blood suddenly ran
cold in my veins, and I pointed a shaking
finger toward the hall—"as big as that!”

As one man the throng whirled about,
peered through the red mists at the ridge
pole of the dance hall. Squatting there
like a huge and evil gargoyle, its purple
neck and scimitar beak stretched out
toward us, was the monster that had just
carried off Lois Blake, or one like it.

A low moan of apprehension welled up
from the throats of the people about me
as the huge bird of evil omen leaned
slowly forward, spread its wings and
swooped down from its perch in a gliding
arc directly toward us.

“Down!” Matt Gloverman shouted
hoarsely. “Hit the ground, everybody!”
And as T flung myself to earth in the
welter of humanity about me, I saw with
a feeling of helplessness that one lone
{igure remained standing—the glowing-
headed figure of Grace Blake, standing
above me, too paralyzed with dread to
move.

There was ne time to reach her, to pull
her down beside me. In one breathless
second the winged monstrosity had plum-
meted toward her, a cawing cry ot evil
triumph shrilling from its throat, had
seized her swooning form and swooped
away with her—out and up into the angry,
swirling red mists. The girl must have
fainted, for there was no sound from her,
no sound at all save the strident flapping
of feathery wings, the raucous cawing of
a lzathery throat.

CHAPTER THREE
Mission of Vengeance

A HAT crimson light about their

heads,” I stammered. “That’s just
the way Ann Naylor looked last night be-
fore she disappeared.”
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Beside me I heard the muttered croak
of old Evan Stroud. “Ann Naylor, Grace
Blake, Lois Blake—all of them descended
from the original settlers of Laurelton, the
people responsible for the massacre.” He
started hobbling rapidly, apprehensively,
off into the red mists toward his car, and
as he disappeared from sight his voice
came floating querulously back in baneful
warning to the terrified, bewildered
throng:

“You people can jaugh at an old wom-
an’s curse if you want to. I'm not laugh-
ing at it—I'm getting home out of this
damined red fog, where I'll have a chance
to protect myself.”

All theught of dancing and gayety had
vanishe from that crowd by then, and we
were only too eager to follow Evan
Stroud’s advice and example. Matt Glov-
erman was running about the grounds,
bellowing like a mad bull, seeking some
clue to the vanished girls, craning his neck
forward and upward as though the very
fury of his gaze might penetrate those
swirling crimson clouds of vapor that
rolled and eddied like smoke from the fires
of hell about the pavilion.

I forced my way through the milling
crowds back to the verandah, where
Naomi was standing mute and terrified,
seized her arm and propelled her urgently
toward my car.

“Come on,” I said. “We're getting out
of here, quick!”

As we ran toward the car—we were but
a part of the general stampede of scurry-
ing couplcs, all bent on getting away from
Hermann’s Grove—I heard her frightcned
whisper: “Oh, Phil, I heard what you said
about Ann, and the light around her head,
and what Evan Stroud said about all three
of the girls.” Her fingers were clutching
my arm. “Phil, you know that my great
grandfather was an early settler here
too!”

“Terget it, Naomi,” I growled. I told
you there’s nothing going to happen to

you while you're with me. Besides, there’s
no halo shining round your head.” But
even as I said it I glanced sidewise at her
quickly, to reassure myself. No, there
was none of that damnable, shimmering
Juminosity about her, but I was taking no
chances. I pushed her hurriedly into the
car, groped my way round to the other
side, junped i and switched on the
lights.

Again, as last night, the glare of the
headlights made a solid wall of the angry
red mists in front of us, and I drove more
by instinct than sight as I swung along
the rutted road to the highway, turned the
car back toward the center of town.

And again, as on the night before, I had
gone but a short distance when I was
startled by the sudden looming of a
cloaked figure in the road ahead. This
time the figure was crouched, stooped over
a white, pitifully sprawled form on the
ground, and as I slammed on the brakes,
leaped from the car, the man in the cloak
and low-brimmed hat turned fierce, gleam-
ing eyes un me,rose to meet me as I ran
toward him.

“She's dead,” he muttered, and it
seemcd he was speaking more {0 himself
than to me, “nor will she be the last one.”

“Yes, you devil,” I shouted, “she’s dead
and you killed her!” Then I leaped at
him, over the sprawled and naked body of
Lois Blake, but as my body thudded
against his, that billowing cape swirled
over my head, and fingers of steel gripped
my arms, holding me helpless. Through
the suffocating folds of the cape I heard
the sullen rasp of his voice:

“You fool, do not try to interfere with
me. I have a mission here—a mission of
vengeance, and you nor anyone else in
Laurelton will stop me until I have com-
pleted it.”

HEN the cloak was whisked from my
face, and in the instant before [ re-
ceived a stunning blow on the side of the
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head I had one glimpse of those blazing.
infuriated eyes. the grim. bleak face of a
man who might be ageless, a face marked
by ageless, undying passions. That blow
on the head sent me thudding to the pave-
ment, and before I could grope my way
to my feet the robe flickered briefly in the
headlights’ glare, disappeared into the red
murk.

The other cars were screeching to a
stop behind mine, and I was babbling eut
my story to Marshal Gloverman. and ten-
der hands were picking up the mutilated
body of Lois Blake—I saw with a shudder
that the heart had literally hcen torn fram
her breast—and the cavalcade of men
whose wemen seemed coomed fo grisly
death, was again headed toward {own.

We left Marshal Gloverman alone back
there. not because we were afraid to stay
and aid him in his search for the rurhless
monster who was respensible for this
weird murder maze that had dropped
down out ef the skies, but because we
were afraid to leave the women we leved
out in this red mist of madness an instant
longer than was necessary.

But we weren't going to get them home
that easily. The red fog was a hungry fog,
and its appetitc hadn’t been satisfied yet
—not by a long shot. Therc were prebably
twenty cars in that funereal caravan that
carried Lois Blake's body into tewn, and
we stopped a brief moment in front of
Doctor Sheldon’s mortuary while the
bedy was carried inside, placed on a slab
beside the sitnilarly desecrated form of
Ann Naylor. Then, just as the crowd
began to disperse and the cars began to
drive off, there was a sudden shrill scream
from across the street.

The Sheldon Mortuary fronted on
Ceurtheuse Square, and as I paused at
the side of my car, I saw the form of a
girl leap from a car standing next the
small park in the center of the square.
She ran headlong out into the epen area
of the park. I could not see who it was,

but I ceuld see why she ran, screaming in
mortal fear.
The terrified creature seemed to be

trying te run away frem herself, from the

damnable ring of luminous fire that had
suddenly enveleped her head and torso.
And the wild, unreasoning fcar that drove
her was propelling her straight inte the
waiting claws of death,

“It's .Alice Tomkins! Stop her!” I
heard someone sheut, as for an instant
she disappeared in the cddying red mists.
Then she reapnearved in the spletch of
garish illumination cast by the cluster of
park lights. and even as T and other men
raced forward to intercept her, we zaw
that it was 10e late.

Standing ou the lawn. dimly discern-
ihie through the angry red haze, was an-
other of those huge. mordant, crueily
beaked hirds of piey. As T raced [orward.
praving futilzly for a weapon el some
sort, | saw it crouch, take a sudden jerk-
ing hkop forward, and seunce on the
flecing girl.

She screamed wildly, and her scream
was smothered, choked off in a flurry of
grozesquely flapping, mensirens wings as
the nightmare buzzard soared upward
with her. But morc than onc of these
beasts ef the air wanted her, for she had
not been carried ten feet from the ground
when there was a furious cawing and
scrcaming. and out of the red sky above
appeared a second monster bird, swoop-
ing down to crash against the other in an
artempt to snatch the prey away for its
own.

WWhile we steod en the ground staring
upward in helpless and horrified impo-
tence, the twe grisly creatures fought over
her. The vulture that held her would not
leosen its cruel talons from her body, and
the other creature began tearing at her
with claws and beak. While the girl
screamed madly with pain and terror her
clothes were ripped from her body,
snatched and torn away te come shower-
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ing down in fragments on our heads. Anrl
then I could see the writhing beauty of
her lssome, palely white figurce slowly
turn into a weltering horror of red, gap-
ing wourds,

Rloody spray splartered down inte my
face, fell het upon my staring cyes. Then,
as the red mist grew crimson, there was a
furious flurry, a storm of slashing claws
and fluitering wings while the two feath-
ered monsters worried at the limp, naked
form of Alice Tomkins, and then there
was a herrible squashing thud as a gory
mass of palpitating flesh splashed en the
ground at my feet.

Sickened, weak with nausea, I saw what
it was—a human hcart! With a fmal
scream of malicious triumph, the vulturcs
flapped off up into space, bearing what
was left of the mutilated body between
them,

CHAPTER FOUR

Madsmen’s Holiday

AURELTON, a hundred years old,
was dying. The town that bad been
making such gay and happy preparations
to celcbrate its founding, was fast becom-
ing a descrted village, By midmorning of
the next day. when the ghastly red fog
had again lifted, Elder Strcud had called
the townspeople together by prolonged
blasts on the firc siren, had warned them
that safety and sarity could ne longer be
assured in the town until the mysterious
red scourge had been conguered.

“T've phoned for state troopers,” he told
the terrified, bewildered throng that gath-
ered in Courtheuse Square, “and scien-
tists {rem the state university are coming
to trv to discover what causes this dam-
nable red feg. But, in the meantime, if it
comes again tenight—'" he held out his
hands in a helpless gesture—'l1 don’t
know what we can do but get eut, and
get out as fast as we can. It’s nothing

human that’s attacking Taunrelton—it’s
semething hellish, something beyond
human comprehension.  These monster

"

birds, these vultures, and the fog. . . .

They left in droves: by car, wagon;
nor did the arrival of chemists and state
detectives allay the panic or stop the ex-
odus. The detectives had nothing to work
on but two mutilated corpses and a part
of a third; the chemists found nothing in
the atmosphere of Laurelton but clean
sunshine,

The men of science advanced theories,
argued hotly over them. Some said the
red feg was caused by poison gasses gen-
erated in the nearby swamps; or it was
caused by distant forest fires; others said
it came from factory chimneys farther
upstate—but of ali these theories there
was no proof, and as nightfall approached
and the grey mists began to swirl about
the town again, the exodus became a
stampede.

There were many who had started toe
late,. many who had waited, hoping
against hope that they would not be
forced to abandon their homes. Naomi
and I were among the laggards, and we
were caught. Her parents had left Laurel-
ton early in the afternonn, but she had
remained with me at the store while I
worked feverishly to board up doors and
windows against pillagers, in the event
we should have te stay away indefinitely.

My car was in frert of the store, and I
thought that all we had to do was step
into it at the last minute and speesl away
to safety—but night had drepped down
with ominous swiftness, and, when we
hurried eut to the machine through the
mists that were already creeping along the
pavement, my heart sank within me. The
car would not start. I had left the ignition
on in my excitement, and the battery was
dead,

Naomi turned frightencd, questioning
eyes to me, and I had no answer for her—
no answer save action,
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I leaped from the car, seized her hand.

“Come on,” T said. “We'll get a ride
with someone else.”

But I was wrong. The fog was already
taking on that dreaded crimson tinge, and
the few cars that were in motion, speed-
ing out of Laurelton with their terror-
driven occupants, would not stop for us.
Hand in hand we raced along the side-
walks through the ever deepening, ever
reddening mists.

And the fog, now carmine as the paint-
ed lips of a wanton, was different tonight.
It was pungent with a heavy, sweetish
odor that stung the nostrils, caught in the
throat, dizzied the senses with a queer,
heady exhilaration. I thought, as we
breasted our way through the opagque
nebulosity, that Naomi was staggering—
then I realized that I was staggering with
her.

T caught her as she reeled, steadied her
against my own trembling, tingling body.
Her breathing was labored—it sounded
like the terrified panting of an animal that
had been pursued many miles, had at last
been cornered, weak and helpless and sick
with fear. And the thing was all the more
terrifying because I could not help her—
I shared her plight. T was panting, weak
and dizzy.

THERE were no street lights in Lau-

relton this night; the man who should
have turned them on had fled long ago;
but just as I thought black unconscious-
ness was about to claim me, my staring
eyes caught a glimmer in the murk ahead,
and I dragged the half-swooning form of
my sweetheart toward it.

I breathed a prayer of thankfulness
when I saw what it was—the illuminated
windows of the town hall—and pressed
against those windows I could make out
terror-grey faccs peering out, saw arms
frantically gesturing for Naomi and me
to hurry mnside. As we staggered through
the door Matt Gloverman slammed it shut

behind us, caught Naomi just before she
fell.

I heard Gloverman’s voice dimly:
“Thank God you made it in time—the fog
doesn’t affect you in here.” Then, as I
gulped in great draughts of the clean clear
air inside the huge hall, my head cleared;
the numbness left my mind and body.

“It’s the fog that does it,” Gloverman
went on tightly. “It was getting me just
before I got in here—just like it's getting
those poor devils out there.” He pointed
out through a window, and I saw other
forms out there, men and women, reeling
and staggering about drunkenly in the
crimson murk. They had been drawn to
the lights of the hall, as I had, like moths
to a flame.

“But good Lord, Matt,” I said, “we
can’t leave them out there to die like
gassed rats. Come on—we can get them
one by one and lead them in here.”

“Wait!” The tautness of that growled
command spun me back to the window
again. “Look—Ilook what’s happening!”’

The color of the atmosphere outside had
suddenly, subtly changed, and as the hue
shifted from carmine to a luminous, glow-
ing purple, the demeanor of the men and
girls out there changed just as swiftly.
It was as though they had abruptly been
plunged into a chemical bath that washed
away their helpless stupor of a moment
before, brought them out glowing and
vibrant with new life, new activity. But
it was an activity that was appalling to
see, a vibrancy that was first amazing,
then shocking to see.

I stared, unbelieving, and Naomi,
standing beside me, gave a horrified little
gasp. ‘“Phil,” she whispered, clutching
my arm, “have they gone insane? Why—
why, Glenda Rivers is actually . . . Phil,
she’s taking off her clothes. and George
Stevens is helping her, he’s . . .” She
buried her face in my coat, as though the
incredible sight were too much for her.

Nor were the pretty Rivers girl and
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Grorge Stevens the enly ones who were
stcdddenly acting like drug-crazed sybarites
oul there in the eerie fog-glow,

The men were suddenly so many lust-
crazeid voluptuaries, pawing and clutching
ard leeritg at the girls, and the women
were eager, wanton slaves. respoading to
that lust. No, not slaves, but instigators.
The others had seen Glenda Rivers slip-
ping out of her clothes, and the idea had
seemed to catch their fancy.

With provecative smiles and suggestive
posturings they were discarding their gar-
ments, casting them from their boidies
with carefree, reckless abandon, taunting
the men with their undraped charms,
flaunting their tantalizing rudity before
the cager, gloating eves of the watching
males.

They were young, nearly all of the men
and women out there, and these clean
voung bodies had never before been so
displaved. The effect was cataclysmiic,
terrible to witness.

T saw little Archie Gilson. the bank
clerk. v2ach eut and seize a mass of dam-
ing red hair, twine his fingers in it and
hend the gquivering, pulsating wody ot
Cherrie Sloan backward while his hun-
gering lips sought hers; saw him kiss her
lorg and fervently, saw him suddenly jerk
lier upright and bash his fist against her
face in an access of sadistic lascivious-
ness. And T saw Ler accept his kiss ard
revel in it, and accept his brutality and
glory in it. She, hke the other mked
girls. was demanding caresses heyond the
pale of ordinary affection--—caresses that
burned and stung and climaxed in pain.

Tliey were no longer village maidens,
those girls out there. They were hunger-
ing, atavistic beasts whose cravings knew
no limits; and the men who fondled them
were heasts of the same ilk.

That wmad play went on for a minute,
five minutes, while the half-dozen people
inside the hall stared in increduleus,
shiocked disbelicf, then I heard a low

growl heside me. saw a gun cresping out
of Matt Gloverman'’s holszer.

“I'll stop it,” the man panted. "I stop
it {0 T have to kil them all I?

T seized his gun as it came up. twisted
it upward so the shot he had aimed ar
George Stevens went wild, hut the bultet
had done its damage. As glass irom the
shattered window pane clattered down to
the Aoor a gust of purple vapor swirled
in through the opening, struck Matt and
Naomi and me in the face. And at souud
of that pistol crack the revelers out there
it the square whirled about, saw the hor-
rified, accusing faces at windows.

A howl of wild fury welled {ram a
score of hysterical throats: I had a quick.
knifing sense of animal exvherance as the
purpte mist surged into my lungs: [ saw
the windows on the side of the “all sud-
denly shattered by a ficrce havrage of
stones flung by the infuriated throng in
the yard. and as T went down. sickened
and dazed by a stone-blow on tie head. T
saw the hall filling with that volatile,
devil-bred purple mist, saw a wob of
angry and cruelly laughing men and
women swarming toward the hall; saw
fluttering above their heads the leathery
wings of a saber-beaked bird of prey.

T was the cloth of my coat-sleeve. flung
over my face when I fell, that saved me
from inhaling much of that insidious fog
that now filled the hall, for when cen-
sciousness returned to me T was dazed vet
still sane, and the others in that huge
chamber were not.

They had jomed forces, those inside the
hall and these fromn without, and it was
a carnival without shame they were stag-
ing, a carnival of lust wul desecration
an:d cruelty. As I lay there on the iloor,
holding my sleeve tigiin against my uos-
trils, struggling to whip strergth back inco
my cnervated body, I saw Naomi Wilson,
lher firm high breasts atremble, flinging
herself with sutstretched arms loward—
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With a low growl of fury I raised my-
self en clbow, pushed myself to my icet.
Some calm inner sense warned me to keep
the protective sleeve against my nostrils,
but that was the only calm thing about
me. That was my Naomi out there, offer-
ing herself recklessly to another man, and
as I hurled myself forward to protect her
the red mists that swam before my eyes
were not the mists of that dreadful night,
but the hot human vapors of furious
anger.

The impetuosity of my rush smashed
aside half a dozen figures that stood be-
tween me and Nao:ni, carried me forward
in a surge as I seized her naked form
about the waist, clutched her to me and
raced en toward the door, but even as [
ran, pounding down the length of the hall
and out into the night, a clamorous warn-
ing jangled in my mind, telling me that I
was only carrying my darling from deg-
radation out to certain death, for at the
mement I had seized her I had seen the
sign. the stigma, glowing aureate about
her head—the golden halo that marked
her as a woman doomed.

No seoner had I reached the open air
than T was struck head-on by a [eathery
monstrosity, a vulture-like crecature that
swooped down out of the swirling mists
to crash me to the ground, snatch the
white figure of Naomi from myv grasp,
surge upward again in unabated violence.

I was up on hands and knees, staring
up with helpless fury at the vanishing
body when I half sensed, half heard a
rush ef air bchind me. Then I was
knocked sprawling by the crushing impact
of a bedy against mine; cruel talons dug
into my ribs, and I was whisked off the
ground and up into space.

Up through the sullen mists I went,
gasping for breath, fighting against the
steel-barbed constriction about my chest,
my brain nui:ked by the whirling spirals
of the upward flight, drugged by the nox-
ious vapers I was inhaling.

I knew only that I had been soaring
upward inte space for eons, that I had
passed through the fog and emerged into
pure moonlight, that I was suddenly
thrust through a narrow hole in the sky
and was plumped down on hard board.

A masked figure in cloak and drooping
hat bent aver me, swifuly fastened bonds
to my wrists and ankles, straightened up
with a dry chuckle and hurried over to
the other side of the circular platform on
which I lay.

The keen cold air T was breathing
quickly revived me, epeted my eyes with
painful clarity to what was geing on abeut
me. That naked, ominously quiet figure
lving over there on the platform—that
was Naomi Wilsen, the girl I was geing
to marry. That furtive, gloating figure
bent over her, feeling with one hand for
the region about her heart, fingering a
Dood-red scalpel iu the other hand.

THE groping fingers of the left hand

found the spet they wanted, the knife
in the right hand came forward, paused a
moment while the fist took a firmer grasp
ahout it.

I screamed then, with all the pewer of
my lings. “Stop, you devil! Step!” But
the volume of my voice was drowned out
hy the thunderous roar of an expleding
cartridge, a cartridge in the gun held by
the [igure that had risen specter-like
from the same aperture through which I
had been hoisted to this moon-drenched
perch.

The bullet smashed through flesh and
bone of fingers, splattered against the
glinting knife, knecked it in swirling
fragments out into the air. But it wasn’t
the wounded hand that caused the crouch-
ing man in the mask to cry out in sudden,
gasping horror. It was the sight of that
grim, saturnine, ageless face that had
come bobbing up through the hole in the
floor—the face I had theught was behind
the mask there on the other side of the
platferm.
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“With your mask or without it, Reger
Smollett,” that thin-lipped, ageless, long-
Lreeding face was saying, “I know you.
I've followed you many ycars, many
miles, and now I've tracked you down
and now I'm going to kill you.”

The man I had called a tramp, too old
and dcerepit to be dangerous, shifted his
cyes to me, toek a quick step over and
slashed the bonds that held wme, never
cnce shifting the gun he keld pointed at
the other man’s. chest.

“Long years ago,”ﬁ he went on, straight-
ening up as he spoke, “you robbed me of
the two things I held dear in life—the
wonian I loved and the chemical secrets
I had evolved. I swore then that I'd be
avenged, if I had to spend the rest of
riy life tracking vou. T finally followed
you here, found yeu'd become a respect-
able citizen of Tauvrelton.

“I found oul more. I learned what you
had knewn a long time—that the town is
buill above a vast natural oil reservoir,
worth countless millions of dollars.

“Yeur vulture’s brain schemed. You
wanted it all for yourself, just like you've
always wanted everything for yourself,
whether you could use it or not. You
started a deliberate campaign to drive out
all the residents, so you could get their
land for notking,

“You had a huge captive balloon built,
placed it on the flat roof of your big
house near the outer edge of town—this
balloon we're in now. You waited until
autumn fog came to Laurelton, then you
sent yeur balloon aleft, tied down to your
house by a thin, tensile cable, yet free to
lover above the town, to ge here and

there as the winds and the electric moters
dictated,

“You used the chemical formulas you
had stolen from me to sprinkle down
powders into the (og. coloring it at will,
charging it with insidious aphrodisiacs,
chemicals (hat worked as powerful sex-
ual stimulants, making those young folk
down there go mad with lust. You rigged
thic balloon cupela with automatie lift ap-
paratus that would enable men, disguised
as manster vultures, to lower themselves
down into the crinson fog you had
created, te torture and abduct and slay,
tn raise themnselves at will, by mechanical
device.

“Your two human buzzards are down
there on the ground now, dead. I killed
them-—and after killing them I removed
the cable-conhected liarness ol one and
used it to swing myself up here."" The
man with the age-old face took a step for-
ward, his hand tightening on the gun he
held. “NWow, Roger Smolleit,” he said
with quiet finality, “you make atone-
ment.”

There was half defiance, half querulous
anger in the croaking voice that answered
that call to eternity. “I'm going now,
Hawks, but you're not finishing me. I'm
gaing—hy myself—"

Evan Stroud—the mask whipped oft
his face as he placed his hand on the rail-
ing of the balloon's gondola, vaulted over
it—uttered no word afler that. If he did
speak, if he cried out, his voice was lost
to the three of us crewded there at the
cupola’s rim watching his dewnward
flight, fer he plummeted swiflly and re-
lentlessly and with grim finality down into
the red sea of herror lie had created.

THE END

Featured in the January-February Issue of TERROR TALES is a long novel
in which that ace of mystery-terror authors, Russell Cray, takes gou to the

city without a soul, the devil-ridden town of Doom, whose inha

itants are

a people apart—the town from which no man or woman ever returned
elivel . . . In the same issue are stories and novelelles of eerie terror by
such popular mystery fictionecrs as: Nat Schachner, John Kobler, Ralston
Shields and others! . . . Don’t miss great issue!



No. 2—Murder Cults of India

by John Kobler

Societies whose rituals are built upon murder and desecration!

’ E \HUGGEE! Since the beginnings
of Indian history that word has
brought shuddering terror to one

of the world’s largest populations—and

defeat to the harassed British Colonials
who have tried to administer its govern-
ment. Thuggee, with its symbol the
strangling silk, its Goddess the terrible

Kali, Giver of Life and Death, its ex-

quisite refinements of torture and destruc-

tion and lust. . . .

Here is the typical story of a Thug's
vengeance:

In October of 1858, near the Indian
village of Sinnur, a native of peculiarly
wolfish ferocity named Bhagoji Naique,
snaked up behind the local superintendent
of police and split him with his already
bleod-drenched knife from jaw to navel.

This murder, an expression of protest
against Pritish dominance, was followed

by an uprising among the Bheels, a tribe
to which Bhagoji belonged. Routed, they
took to Thuggee under Bhagoji’s gen-
eralship and fled into Sinnur.

Old Yesoo, Bheel hunter's guide and
friend of Bhagoji, refused to join his fel-
low-tribesmen on the grounds that he was
aged and lame. He begged them to leave
the village in peace, for it was a favorite
camping-base of FEuropean big game
hunters and the presence of Thugs weuld
frighten them away. The Thugs agreed,
little dreaming that Yesoo was a police
informer, secretly divulging all he had
learned about his fellow-Bheels turned
Thug.

The rebellion was quelled. Certain ring-
leaders were executed by the unspeakably
barbarous methods common to India—
others imprisoned. Among the latter was
a young savage named Hanmant. It was

85
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e who learned of Yesoo's betrayval of
which the old man vo longer made anv
seeret, hut openly beasted.

From that moment Hanmant lived only
fr vengeance, suclk vengeance as only a
Thuy can covteniplate. And he
patient man. Fle waited iive years.

was a

Released from jail, he returned to his
native village, settlecd down quietly in a
hut not {ar {rom Yesoo's. He appeared
friendly and (ergiving, frequently in-
viting Yesso. lus two wives, numerous
sons and daughters and femnale servants
to feast with hin.

But the old hunter was wary. Ile had
hetrayed Hanmant once. He did not
believe the Thug could ever forgive. And
50 the two men began a long, hideous
game of cat and mecuse, with Hawmmant
ceaselessly seiting traps to draw the eld
man inte the open and Yesoo craftily
avoiding them.

This continued for a year. Meanwhile
Hanmant was not idle. He was roundiug
up ffteen or twenty Thugs, sworn like
himseli to vengeance. He was ready.

One evening these desperate killers si-
lently formed a cordon around Yeseo's
house. Two of them then repaired to the
village  woodyard some {ive hundred
vards distant. They produced flaming
brands, thrust them inte the piles of cut
weed and straw. Fire leaped skyward,
casting a hirid glow over the entire cem-
munity.

As they had planned, every male in the
village rushed to the cenflagration.
Among them ran Yesoo and his twe sons.
The wemen and children gathered outside
the hut to walch the blaze.

At that moment the human tigers at-
tucked. Hanmaut personally attended to
Yesoo's wife and his daughters. Wield-
myg the strangiing silk of the Thugs. a
strong kerchief or handana. he circled
her threat with it, jerked hev head back
and with a deft twist cloked thie life from
the mistress of the household. Then he

feil with relish upon the hodies, plunged
mto orglastic vengeance. The head he
hacked off with a razor-sharp blade, ex-
ultantly letting the blood spurt inzo his
hate-maddened face. Working the blade
like a trip-hammer, he sauk 1t again and
agam 1mto the breast, the stomach, the
ablomen, reducing the woinan's body to
a welrer of formless gore and blood.

His companions were not adle. With
equal savagery they hacked the various
members of the family, wives, children,
servants, to shreds, ultulating like hyenas
as they struck, wading ankle deep in the
streaming blood. Tong hefare the fire
had been extinguished, the entire heuse-
hold of Yesoo, the informer. had been
butchered like cattle.

And still ITanmant’s lust for venge-
ance had not been slaked. Arming this
time with matchlocks, be and his mien
deployed themselves areund the bushes
fringing the path which Yesoe must take
on his way home.

Presently Yesoo and his sens appearcd.
Hamuant sprang irem hiding, jammed
the muzzle of his gun against the okl
wan's chest and literally blew him to
bits. The sons showed fight. They were
soon overpowered by the Thugs, battered
to death. It was over. The ghastly five-
vear dream had heen consummated.

HAN.\IANT escaped inte the jungle.
£ % One of his confederates talked on the
government's premise te deal mercifully
with him, A week later Hanmant was
found, hali-starved, wounded by wild
heasts. With his cempanions he was
hanged. Before the trap was sprung, he
crowed beastiully, "I have had my re-
venge”

The savagery of that massacre was al-
togetlrer characteristic of the society of
Thugs which for two thensand years have
murdered virtually miltions of men, wo-
men aud children. At one time in their
lustery it \wwas not unusual for entire vil-
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lages to be decimated. Once fifty trav-
elers were set upon, butchered at onc
fell swoop.

The word “Thug” has come into Eng-
lish usage. We think ef a thug as a ruf-
fian, a bully. Compared to the Indian
Thug. the petty criminals who infest
American cities are benefactors of man-
kind.

What is Thuggee and who are the
Thugs? The answer lies in the worship
of Kali, Mother of Destruction, the most

" feared deity in Hinduism. It is she who
is responsible for the wide-spread Indian
belief that human life has little or no
value. Tt is in her name that the practice
of Suttee, whereby a widow leaps to
Geath upon her husband's blazing fune-
ral pyre, is cairied en even today, And
it is in her name that the Thugs justify
their atroeities.

Grotesquely hideous in appearance, a
black-mawed mad woman dripping with
blood, she and her equally terrible hus-
band, the God Siva, can be placated onty
in bloed. She approves of murder, She
demands it. The gates of her kingdom
open wide to the mother who flings her
first-born infant to crododiles, who bathes
in the warm blood of other murdered
children,

Once—the practice is now fortunately
gone—Kali-worshippers weuld kidnap in-
fants, fatten them for years, drug them
and tie them te a tree, Then they would
shred them to fragments and scramble for
the bits of their bloody flesh with which
to fertilize their fields.

Out of this religious blood-worship
grew the Society of Thuggee or profes-
sional stranglers. They lived by robbery
and always killed their victims, believing
that each murder was pleasing to Kali
and Siva.

Of wmurder the Thugs made a strict
ritual. When they ventured forth to kill,
they observed rigid rules of procedure.
Departure from these rules, they believed,

would eventually bring them disaster.

On the eve of a crime they appealed
to Kali for an omen. Their je:mader, or
chieftain, would namc the moment of de-
parture and the road they would take,
Then he would himself start out along
this road, holding in one hand the lota,
or brass pot filled with water; in the
other, the kwssce, or sacred pickaxe, A
strangling handkerchief and several coins
completed his equipment. He would pro-
ceed a mile or se, then stop and pray to
the Mother of Destruction.

Then he would listen for omens of ap-
proval. Of these the most propitious was
considered to be the braying of an ass.
Following the emen, the jemadar would
sit on the ground with his lota before
him. He would reman there for seven
hours while his companions brought him
food. If the leta should fall from his hand,
disaster would surely accompany their
adventure and the jemadar himself would
die within the year.

If the sound of wceping was heard
frem the nearest village, this, too, fore-
boded evil. A corpse, an oil vender, a
carpenter, a dancing master, a blind or
lame man, a fakir or a jogi—the sight
of any of thesc mcant bad luck. Worst
of all was the cry of the jackal. On the
other hand, a lizard was good.

ANY volumes have been written on

these weird ceremonies preparatory
to wholesale butchery. During them the
Thugs would be as mild and reverent as
pilgrims. Once completed, they set forth,
ravening beasts, prepared to destroy the
first human beings they found,

Some of the individual horrors perpe-
trated by members of the Thug sect have
no parallel in the annals of Occidental
crime, The intended victims seldom es-
caped. Yet there was one who lived to
record the tale. . . .

One evening toward the turn of the
century a man, wild-eyed and shivering
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with fright, entered the police station at
Burma. He gasped out this story:
Early that morning a native named
Nga Pyu invited him and twe fricnds
to go prawn-catching in a jungle lake
where the highly-prized delicacy was said
to be plentiful. The man, a simple-minded
peasant, agreed, and instructed his son,
aged ten, to carry the basket and net.

Nga Pyu had the reputation in the vil-
lage of being a magician, a worker of
miracles. En route he informed his cem-
panions that when they reached the hcart
of the jungle he would show them a new
trick he had invented. He was carrying
with him a deh, an enormous, vicious-
looking scimitar. A strange weapon for
prawn-catching, but he explained to the
satisfaction of the others that it was for
defense against jungle beasts,

Arriving at a thickly-treed spot, Nga
Pyu offered to show them his trick. The
men eagerly agreed.

“It will be necessary,” he explained,
“for each of you to submit to having
your thumbs tied together with plant fibre
and be tied to a tree-trunk with your fore-
head against the bark. I will then retire
some distance and work a spell which will
magically free you.”

Te Western ears this sounds pretry
fantastic, but it must be remembered that
these native villagers were as credulous
and superstitious as children. They al-
lowed thernselves to be siackled in this
way and Nga Pyu selected a tree for each,
at least a quarter of a mile distant from
the others.

The narrator was the last to be se-
cured. For half an hour he waited for
invisible fingers te release him. The plant
fibres were tough and he could move
neither hands nor legs. Nothing happened,
Slowly he grew alarmed. e called to the
magician. There was no answer. He
called his companions, his voice grown
shrill withh uneasiness. Silence. . , .

Now, thoroughly alarmed, he struggled

to free himself. With gruelling effort he
brought his head close enough to the
fibres binding his thumbs to take them be-
tiveen the teeth, He Dbit through them
and was free.

Filled with apprehension for his friends,
he repaired immediately to the spot where
he had witnessed Nga Pyu lash the sec-
ond of them te a tree. He approached to
within ten feet. It was as far as he got.
What he saw paralyzed him with fear,
Nga Pyu was standing calmly by a thick-
boled Cocoa tree. He was rhythmically
drawing his deh back and forth over the
long grass and at each stroke the ground
dyed shades redder with fresh, glistening
blood.

Then the man lifted his eyes to the tree.
One of his companions was still fastened
to it. But the head was missing, From a
gaping hole abeve the neck blood geysered
ever the smeoth bark. Nga Pyu had
hacked it clcanly through with his dak,
hacked so viciously that the trunk itself
was sliced halfway through.

The head had rolled a few feet away
amcl rested against a retted stump. Al-
ready red ants were crawling toward the
glazed, wide open eyes and the mouth
from which a tengue lelled redly.

All this the man absorbed in a second.
Nga Pyu saw him and with a howl of
rage lurched after him, brandishing the
dah. The man winged straight inte the
jutigle, kept running madly with the mur-
derous magician liot on his heels. Soon
the outskirts of the viltage came into view
and Nga Pyu dared pursue him no fur-
ther.

More dead than zlive, the man reached
the police station and told what happened.
His fear was heightened by his uncer-
tamty over his own son’s fite. He, too,
had been tied up with the ethers.

TNFORTUNATELY dusk had fallen.
It was too late to scarch the jungle.
But at dawn a posse set out. led by the
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frantic father. They reached the spot.
Nga Pyu had completed his rhapsody of
blood-lust.  All the prawn-catchers had
been decapitated, the ten-year-old lad
among them. Their bodies still clung to
the trees. Their heads lay half-hid in the
sharp-bladed grass. Jungle insects had
added the final touch of horror.

The police launched a man-hunt. They
knew Nga Pyu could not have escaped
from the jungle without being seen in the
village. After days of searching they
spotted campfire smoke. They surrounded
it, closed in. The monster made no re-
sistance. It was the end. He submitted
to imprisonment and execution.

The motive? It is hard for a Westerner
to accept it, but it was nothing more pro-
found than the fact that the villagers had
dared to flirt and joke with Nga Pyu's
pretty wife. Mass murder had been his
revenge. At least that had been the im-
mediate motive. But every one knew Nga
Pyu was a member of a Thuggee society,
that society which demands human life
in the name of Kali and Siva.

It is ironical that the Thugs were ex-
ceeded in cold-blooded ferocity only by
the groups of detectives who hunted them
down. These natives, themselves mem-
bers of various Satanic sects—and, yes, at
times Thugs—were often corrupt, cruel,
demonic. They brought the Indian ritual
of torture to its mest subtle degree.

These were the fates of some of the
Thugs who fell into their rapacious
hands: A prisoner’s ears and nostrils
were filled with Cayenne pepper. He
literally sneezed to death. The arms and
legs of another were skilfully bound with
right ligaments, thus stopping the circula-
tion of the blooad and bringing death in
its most frightful form. Gangrene. . . .

Other processes of fiendish torture con-
sisted of applying a lighted torch, burning
charcoal or red-hot tongs to naked flesh,
pouring boiling oil into the ears and nose.
Torture by cold was inflicted by exposing

the prisoner naked in the night air and
sprinkling the body with freczing water.
In this way human beings were frozen
mto, statues.

Suspension by cars, wrists, feet, hair
and even mustache, accompanied by beat-
ing with stinging nettles, thorns and cud-
gels of split bamboo was a favorite form
of torture, as was confinement in a cell
filled with quicklime that slowly con-
sumed the inmate; rubbing the face on
the ground so that the nose was frayed
to the hone, the lips torn and the upper
jaw fractured ; fastening gnawing insects
uncler the skin; sticking pins under the
fingernails ; beating the joints to a pulp
with a soft mallet.

The bull’s hide torture was perhaps the
most agonizing of all. The victim was
sewed up in a newly flayed skin and
exposed to the blazing Indian sun. The
outer cover would naturally contract with
the heat, drawing the live flesh with it and
the victim would slowly be squeezed to
death after suffering all the pangs of
hunger and thirst.

It was in the infliction of capital pun-
ishment of Thugs that Indian law-men
achieved even more gruesome results. The
records reveal that in 1709 a Thug from
the province of Gentu was cast into a
dungeon alive with deadly Cobras. The
Cobra will not ordinarily attack unless
bothered in some way. Thus, the wretched
man spent hours of the most harrowing
fear imaginable while the reptiles hissed
and slithered around him and finally,
alarmed by some involuntarily movement
on the Gentu's part, lanced him to death
with their flicking fangs.

INDIA is the only nation in the world

which has trained the elephant to play
the role of executioner., In 1814 a Thug
was bound, fastened by his heels with a
small chain to the hind leg of an elephant
and dragged two miles across country
until every shred of flesh had been worn
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from his bones. At Baroda. in the same
year, another Thug was likewise lashed
to an clephant’s leg. Al the goading of
his 3anrout, or tratner, the beast walked
jerkily in such a way that at every step
another limb of the Thug was dislocated.
He was broken bone by bone. And then
still living he was dragged to a block,
madc to rest his head on it. At another
signal from the Mahout the elephant
placed his front foot on his head and
crushed it like an egg-shell.

Thuggee is by no mcans the only mur-
der cult in India. There are hundreds of
them, most motivated by some fanatic re-
ligious ideal, some simply devoted to
crime for prefit. To this latter category
belong the Dacoits. Although largely sup-
pressed by British magistrates, acts of
Dacoity still hreak out from time to time
in all parts of the country.

Dacoity is a profession. The terrible
secrets of its craft are passed on from
generation to generation, with new devel-
opmenls of cruelty introduced by each
practioner. The weapons of the Dacoits
are varied and subtle. There is the lathi.
a stout, heavy bamboo staff, its end bound
in sheet iron. Skillful use may inflict hor-
rible non-fatal injuries to liver, heart and
spleen, fractures of the scalp and bones.

The favorite cutting weapon is the
tulevar, a curved swerd which can slash
a man into ribbons with clean-edged cuts.
Chopper, axc and hook-pointed ®ill are
uged for the sert of orgiastic blood-letting
the Dacoits relish. For quick deaths they
prefer the spearhead, arrow or dagger,
the kris or the aro, a three-pronged
weapon like a strident.

Like the Thugs, tae Dacoits favor
sttangulation. They are adept in the
throwing of a weighted rope which coils
areund the victim’s neck, breaking it in-
stantly as the weight winds around and
jerks it back. They, too, use the stran-
gling silk and sometinles baboo sticks,
one of which iz placed over the Adam’s

Apple. the other under, and the two slow-
ly drawn together, choking the victim to
death.

The Dacoits are carefally organized so-
cicties of criminals, numhbering anywhere
from fifteen to fifty or more in each chap-
ter. led by some particularly conscience-
less monster. Often the leader is a wom-
an, as was the notorious Tumbolin. They
roam the lengith and breadth of India.
seemingly immune to capture, frequently
boasting of their crimes in public squares
and vanishing befere the police reach the
spot. These crimes usually consist of way-
laying a greup of travelers, stripping them
of valuables and butchering each and
every ene with their favorite weapons.

What makes the Dacoit the most dan-
gerous fiend on two feet is his frequent
addiction to bashish. This poweriul drug,
otherwise known as cannabis indica, ar
Indian hemp, has the same base as mari-
juana which has stimulated so many na-
niacal atrocities in this country.

Half-mad with hashish, armed with a
variety of death-dealing weapons, well-
organized and as cunning as the vipers
they sometimes trained to inflict death,
the Dacoits are as formidable a band as
ever slew a lonely traveler.

The pages of Indian crime 1un crim-
son with their exploits. There was, for
example, the above-mentioned Tumbolin
who was as beautiful and deadly as a
Vampire orchid. History confers upen
her the distinction of leading the boldest
Dacoity attack ever attempted.

Tombolin. a sort of “gangster’s moll,”
took over the Icadership of some Dacoits
when her husband was trapped in Madras
and strung up to the nearest tree. Her
men adored her, abeyed her commands
L0 the letter. She would lead them to the
point of action, then retire from the front
line while Himtya, her ierocious, giant
liewtenant organized the actual attack.

One day Tunibolin received word of a
military treasure situated in the center of
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the military cantonments of Sholapore.
She and her men were camping at the
time sume fifteen miles away from the
city in the territory of the Nizam of
Hyderabad, who was then—as he is today
—one of the world's wealthiest @riental
petentates.

ACCOMPANIED by Hintya and a

picked group of her fiercest ruffians,
she approached the military quarter dis-
guised as a wandering minstrel—the Da-
coits have always been masters of dis-
guise. They sang sengs before the
officers’ bungalows and audaciously
strelled right into the general’s garden
where a sentry was posted. They could
see him showing above a hedge. They
could also see that he was guarding the
treasure chest, containing the regimental
funds.

Meanwhile Himtya, determined to kill
two birds with one stone, had wandered
off alone and “cased” the home of a rich
banker in the same town.

That night they weighed the advan-
tages of both objectives. Tumbelin finally
ruled that they would attack the military
camp only and planned to strike within
forty-eight hours.

The garrison was large, consisting of
a native infantry and European horse ar-
tillery. The post was important, housing
many weaithy and impertant Colonial of-
ficials. A tough assignment, but it only
whetted Tumbolin’s appetite for slaughter
and combat.

The first step was to pitch camp closer
to the garrison. This was done, selecting
a spot within striking distance of the little
cell in which Himtya had observed the
sentry lock the treasure chest.

Night fell, and the Sepoy sentry guard
was doubled. They were huge Goliaths of
men, armed to the teeth, But Himtya
knew how to dispose of them. He
crouched nearby in the underbrush. Be-
side him waited two or three crack Dacoit

marksmen. At a signal they raiscd their
wiry, sinewy arms. Kach fist gripped a
slender bamboo pole, tipped with a steel
point. Himtya gave the signal. The
spears shot from their hands, slicing the
blackness with their deadly hiss. The
Sepoy guards barely had time to wheel
around. They saw their doom winging
toward them. The next instant the spears
struck, passing cleanly through their
bodies with the ease of knives cutting but-
ter. The guards dropped like poled bulls
and the shaits cracked under their weight.

Himtya gave the second signal. A
horde of Dacoits emerged from the bush,
shadows that were a part of the night.
Silently they ringed the treasure cell.
Here more sentries were posted. This
time the Dacoits used short blades,
stabbed again and again, then, wading
through the streaming blood, stole into
the cell. Here a bitter disappointment
awaited them. The treasure had been
transferred elsewhere!

Before they could decide what to do
onc of the stricken sentries, gasping his
final breath, made an outcry. @fficers
came on the run, gripping their rifles.
The attack had failed. The Dacoits turned
and fled, with bullets whistling over their
heads.

Despite this failure, the incident is still
considered the boldest exploit of the Da-
coits, for the general in command of the
garrison later reported that a veritable
army of Dacoits had attacked his men.
Actually only five of them had taken part
in the massacre.

Tumbolin continued her crimes for long
years and seemed to bear a charmed life.
Ten years after the Sholapore murders
she and her faithful Himtya visited the
city of Poona. They timed their arrival
nicely. The chief of police was getting
married and every menber of the force
was attending the ceremony. Tumbolin
and Himtya profited by this situation to
break into a number of wealthy house-
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holds, butcher the occupants and make ofT
with a small fortune in jewels and gold.
This terrible Amazon, most feired and
hated of all Dacoits, with 2 price on her
head, continued to avoid all traps laid
for her. When she grew too old for vio-
lent activity, she retired to a mountain
retreat and dicd peacefully of old age.
Latterly the more obvious signs of Da-
coit activity have been somewhat cur-
tailed by modern crime-prevention meth-
ods. This docs not mean that the Dacoit
1o longer exists. On the contrary, he has
emerged in a more subtle and far more
deadly guise as a professional poisoner.

¢ePPROFESSIONAL poisoning,” re-
ports Major Arthur Griffiths, fa-
mous crime authority, “in carrying out
highway robbery was spread over every
portion of the province of Rengal
Murders were constantly cotmuuitted along
the road upon unwary travellers who
rashly joined company with strangers de-
liberateiy planning to kill and rob them
. The drug most commonly used by
the road poisoners is produced from the
datyra plant, stramonien, both the pur-
ple fowered and the white flowered, and
is prepared frem thc sceds or the leaves
. . In Bengal it was usunally yiven as
an ingredient of swcetmeats or mixed
with bread and coffee, sherbet, milk, tari
or intraduced into tobacco. It was relicd
upon tw stupefy; not necessarily to kill,
but to produce intoxication or delerium,
or profound lethargy resembling coma.
Even when life is not seriously endan-
gered, the effects of the poisun upon the
persen are such that they seldom recover
their bodily vigor. Onc was a cripple
after a dose taken seven years before; wn-
other continued unable to articulate and
was like a man stricken with paralysis.
Memory is long impaircd and often never
recovered ; idiocy sometimes supervenes.
The detection of the cvime is thus pre-
vented. If death occurs, it may be at-

tributed to disease, suicide or wild beasts;
if the patient survives, he has no clear
idea of what happened to him,

“The action of datura is generally an
indication that it has been administcred.
It is not only a powerful narcotic, but
there are quite unmistakably characteris-
tic symptoms. The patient if not incapa-
ble of movement, will perform the most
fantastic antics, will exhibit great excite-
ment, ramble in his talk, fly into violent
rage when questioned. As it takes effect,
the sufferer grows very thirsty and dry
in the throat. There are three stages or
sets of symptoms observed: First, the
headache, dryness of the mucous mem-
brane, difficulty in walking, impairment
of vision, with the pupils greatly dilated:
second, aniacal dilerium, flushed face,
eyes glistening, violent perspiration from
incessant molion; third, insensibility,
coma and possibly coilapse with fatal re-
sults. . .”

Such a Dacoit crime was committed in
a Jain temple near Bhagalpur in Bengal.
The High Priest and two acolytes were
the victims. The acolytes were found one
morning with all the signs of violent in-
toxication. They were writhing on the
ground and frothing like mad dogs. The
High Priest was missing. Three days
later they found his body mutilated and
stuffed down a well.

Investigation revealed that the triple
crime was the work of Professional Da-
coit poisoners. They had visited the tem-
ple ostensibly to make sacrifices to the
Gods. They had brought swectmeats
dusted with powdered datura seed and
handed them to the High Pricst for sa-
cred nifering on the altar. According to
custom, the High Priest atc some of the
food, sharing a portion with his attend-
ants.

The killers then waited, pretending to
pray. With ghastly appropriateness they
prostrated themselves before the Goddess
Kali.



DISCIPLES OF DEATH 93

They had not long to wait. Shortly the
thrce hapless victtms began staggering
about helplessly. Immediately the killers
—there were seven of them—sprang upon
the priest. One throttled him, others held
his arms and legs, kneeled on his chest.
The murder was accomplished in a hor-
rible way. The most vicious of them,
wearing great hobnailed boots, stamped
up and down on the High Priest’s head,
reducing it to a jelly.

The attendants were unconsciousness
-and the killers were too busy looting the
altar to murder them.

It was not for several years that they
were caught and sent for life to the Anda-
man Islands, hellish penal celeny.

INHUMAN as they are, Thug and Da-

coit seem comparatively harmless when
contrasted to the most brutal of all Tndia’s
evil societies. This is the Beggar’s Syn-
dicate, backed and operated by a group
of wealthy, unscrupulous men.

Begging is one of India’s largest trades.
The obscene monstrosities who drag their
withered, diseased limbs through the gut-
ters, whining for alms, are familiar sights
to the tourist in India. What that tourist
does not know is that these cripples are
often deliberately wmanufactured, made
cripples while still in their infancy!

Formerly parents sometimes made hor-
rors of their offspring in order later to
turn them out on the streets to beg.

Today, however, India supports a reg-
ular cripple-manufacturing industry. One
of the first to learn the inside story of this
racket was George Franks. In his book,
Queer India, he writes:

“Although the greatest secrecy is ob-
served in the location of these cripple-
factories, it is known that there are at
least two, one in the north and one in
the south, which keep up a never-failing
supply of mutilated and deforuied cripples
for the leading towns as well as the pil-

grim centers. . . . It may be argued, of
course, that India’s cripple factories are
little ditferent from that factory in Cen-
tral Europe which produces human freaks
for circuses and side-shows. True, the
ultimate aim is almost the same, namely
financial gain; but how different the
methods! The western ‘ireak’ factory en-
sures a lucrative income for the freak,
because bearded ladies, owl-faced men,
and over-fat children earn good salaries
and live under excellent conditions, whilst
even in the preparatory period every care
is taken to minimize pain. But the Indian
freak factory must be an appalling place.
Kidnaped or discarded babies are literally
tied into knots in order that they may
later be able merely to crawl about the
streets and successfully excite public sym-
pathy to the advantage of those to whom
they are sold. Only those people who
have visited India’s pilgrim centers and
temples and out-of-the-way shrines can
picture the terrible agonies which must
have accempanied those years of horror
during which young children were tor-
tured to make them into unbelicvable
shapes. More like animals of another
world than human beings, these poor
creatures, collect their charity during the
day from those who feel their duty done
when they religiously give alms. Then,
with oncoming night, they drag their
hideous forms back to their owners, pre-
pared for beatings and kicks and starva-
tion if their collections are not up to
standard.”

Nor do the cripple-makers content
themselves with these cruelties. Some-
times two f{reaks are mated by the hopes
of producing an even greater monster !

The buyer of beggars has paid the
dread syndicate as much as a thousand
dollars fer a cripple. And why not? A
really repulsive wretch may make three
dollars a day and more. An investment
in evil which civilization may mnever
stamp out in mysterious India.




THE DEADLY ARTS OF
DOCTOR GIRONDE

A Featured Novelette by

ﬁmﬂ'f"'i}‘u HJ:

H

HENRY TREAT SPERRY

There Are Some Things With Which No Man May Tamper With
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CHAPTER ONE

Sorcerer’s Apprentice

NTOIN BRUN looked at his mas-
l.% ter with bitterness smoldering in
his young black eyes. “Yeu are
no scientist, mensieur,” he said. “You are
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nething, mensieur, but a plain sorcerer!”

Br. Marcel Gironcle’s hloadless lips
writhed in an ironical grin, “How right
vou are, mon petit chou,” he cackled, “you
will never know. Or—perhaps you will.
At any rate, sorcerer or scientist. old
Gironde's name will be on the lips of the



Side by side in that tomb of glass lay
the bodies of a lovely young girl and
an aged, misanthropic scientist. One
was dead-—and the other doomed to
die, should Antoin Bran fail in his ter-
rible task. And there were those who
had sworn that he should fail! . . .

whole world a month hence—and your
name, too, if you do as I say, Well, what
is your answer? Will you be my assistant
in this greatest of experiments--—or shall 1
take a new apprentice and train him, as I
have trained you for these many months?

Are you indeed an ingrate-—or have you
some crumnbs of gratitude for the man
who lifted you from the gutter?”
Antoin’s eyes swept helplessly about the
laboratory. Laboratory! It looked more
like the den of a fourteenth-century al-
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chemist. Surely, in all of Paris there was
no more anachronistic antiquity than was
displayed in this workshop. Dnst of the
ages was on the shelves and every corner
was veiled with cobwebs. Weirdly obso-
lete bottles and retorts stood en rickety
tables, and against one side of the room
a forge, censtructed at least four huadred
years ago, sent out a livid nimbus ef light
which only increased the gloom.

Yet in the midst of all this ancient clut-
ter, in the exact center of the room, stood
a number of startlingly new and modern
pieces of equipment. These included a
shining porcelain table with bright nickel
fittings, a dozen tanks of the type that
oxygen is sold in, and a complicated look-
ing piece of brass and steel apparatus
whose use Antoin had only lately lcarncd.
The whole collection, except for the ma-
chine, was housed in a sort of glass case,
about seven feet high by ten long and six
wide, having a door which fitted snugly
into its rubber-padded frame and was pro-
vided with a dial combination lock.

On the whole, reflected * Antoin, the
room very aptly expressed the character
of its master. A graduatc of Heidelberg
and the Sorbonne, old Gironde could have
made a name for himself, perhaps, in the
fields of physics or biochemistry. Yet for
fifty years the whole of his talents and
energies had been directed toward a goal
long since abandoned as impossible of
achievement by the world of scicnce—
cternal life!

“There is little for you to do,” said the
old scientist. “Little enough to repay me
for what I have done for you. I, myself,
shall apply the needle—give myself the
dose which shall accomplish my death.
You will be innocent of all blame in this
particular, should the police learn of what
is happening here. After that you arc
mercly to drain the blood from my body,
seal it up in the container I have already
provided, and inject the sterile fluid which
we hayve manufactured together. You will

set the pump, there, in motion, connect
up the oxygen tanks so that the solution
in my veins will be properly aerated—and
watch. For thirty days. Then, when
Venus and Mars are in conjunetion in the
heuse of Mercury, you will drain out the
solution, replace my blood and inject ad-
renalin into my heart. The solution, hav-
ing circulated in my veins and arteries
for a month, feeding the cells of my body,
restering and cleansing them of the ac-
cumulated impurities of my three score
and fifteen yecars, will have given me a
new lease on life—another three score
years in which to enjoy this world of

"

ours. . ..

Young Antoin glared bitterly at the new
equipment. This was what had become of
his dream of learning laboratory (ech-
nique. Poverty had forced him out of the
University of Paris two yvears before he
was te have graduated. Roth his parents
had died pcnniless and Antoin had been
left in the streets. It had seemed a god-
scnd when the old scientist had picked him
up one evening in a shabby café, prom-
ised to help him complete his education,
accepted him as an apprentice at a small
salary. But only lately had Antoin learned
the end toward which his mentor's labors
were directed. . . .

“Think—" cajoled the cracked voice of
the old man —*you will have riches, hon-
ors.” His pale watery eyes narrowed as
he watched the young man shrewdly,
“You will be able to marry your little
Annette,, . .”

Antoin looked up quicklv. “Annette!”
he exclaimed. “How did you know
about—"

Old Gironde laughed rattlingly. “Oh,
I know—I know,” he cackled. “Old
Marcel has keen eyes, my voung iriend,
and long ears. She is a pretty picce, to be
sure, Well—what do you say?”

The mere mention of Annette’s name
had been enough to set thc young man’s
heart beating wildly. Annette Claire, an



THE DEADLY ARTS OF DOCTOR GIRONDE | 07

artist’s model whom he had met in the
same café where Gironde had picked him
up. She was beautiful—adorable. Science,
ambitions, wealth—they all meant less
than nothing when he thought of her.
Above all else in this world he desired
(S

Suddenly Antoin raised his eyes to old
Gironde’s. “Very well, monsieur,” he
said. “I shall do as you wish.”

THE preparations, it seemed to Antoin,

"were endless. That glittering thing
of brass and steel, that somehow evil
pump which was to take the place of old
Gironde’s heart in this experiment with
life and death, had to be tested over and
over. Above all things, it must work
smoothly, accurately, ceaselessly. Over
and over his master made Antoin repeat
his instructions, made him go through the
motions of draining the blood from his
body. sealing it in the container—a large
earthenware jug with a glass and rubber
stopper, which, after it had been filled,
was to be kept in a hidden refrigerator
bencath the forge. Repeatedly he demon-
strated how samples of fluid must be tak-
en from the machine every day and tested.
Gironde had provided a table which
showed how the speed of the pump must
be accelerated or rctarded according to
the impurity content of the fluid.

But that wasn't all. There were less
scientifically orthodox things to be done,
precautions to be taken. “Don’t think,
mon ami,” said old Gironde, “that the
professors know it all, these days. Science,
with its great reverence for sterilization,
has succeeded only in sterilizing itself.
The ancients knew many things which we
are fools to ignore. All wisdom is not
now, and never has been the sole property
of les Académicians. . . .

And so Antoin must consult the stars
before he dare undertake anything of im-
portance. ‘“Watch Jupiter,” cautioned
Gironde. “He is my béte noir. @n the

second day he will be in ascendence in the
house of Virgo. Take no samples of the
solution on that day. Do not touch the
pump. . ..”

Then there was the matter of consulting
Frere Simon at L’Eglise de St. Auguste.
“As soon as I have taken the needle,”
said Gironde emphatically. “You must go
to him. Walk to the Rue de Medici and
turn north until you have come opposite
the Luxembourg, cross the park and you
will be there. It is a little church just off
the Boule’ Mich’. Tell Frére Simon that
you are from me, and listen attentively to
what he has to tell you. Then come back
and drain the blood from my tired old
veins.”

®n this journey Antoin must not take
a fiacre, must not even walk too fast. And
most assurreclly he must not telephone!
We might as well, thought Antoin dis-
gustedly, be living in the time of Savron-
arola.

One last evening Antoin had with An-
nette. They went to a little place he knew
of on the other side of Montmartre—Le
Chien Vert. They drank cheap red wine
and tried to pretend that they were hap-
py. celebrating Antoin’s departure for
L'Hospice Ste. Périne in Nice to serve
a month’s term as un stagiaire or proba-
tioner chemist. For he had told her he
had received such an appointment, and
to cheer her up, spoke of it in the light of
quite an accomplishment. “Soon,” he
whispered, leaning over the table to clasp
her slender hands, “we shall be married
—after that, Annette. And then—no more
separations !”

She smiled, but her violet cyes were
troubled. “It is strange, mon cher,” she
murmured, “I can not be happy about
this, even though it secems to mean so
much to you. There is something—some-
thing I'm afraid of. For a week I have
felt it hanging over us. Sometimes I sus-
pect that I am being followed in the
streets—spied upon. . . "
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He patted her hands. ‘Tt is lecause
you are so beautiful The whole world
turns to look at you, my darling. You
feel their eyes upon you. . ..”

But by the next day Annette’s vague
fears had somehow communicated them-
selves to Antoin. Heretofore he had
thought of the imminent experiment with
feelings of distate ; now he began to know
a weird sort of horror as the time for
the first operations approached. Gironde
had surrounded the affair with such an
aura of superstition and esoteric skuldug-
gery that he began to find it impossible
to regard it in the light of an excursion
int science. Suddenly the emaciated, senile
chemist had deceme a practitiener of the
black arts, and Antoin his apprentice—a
neophyte in magic. . .

In a musty cormer of the laboratory was
Antoine’s cot ; piled near it was a month’s
supply of food and drink—loaves of
bread, cheeses, canned meats and vege-
tables, a case of win ordineire. A small
lavatory opened off the west wall. It was
provided with tub and toilet—there was
no need, as old Gironde remarked re-
peatedly, for Antoin to stir out of the
place even for an instant.

“The rent, gas, and electricity are paid
fer well in advance,” he said for the doz-
enth time, “and the concierge has been in-
structed to tell all callers that we have
gone to Brittany. Especially that pesti-
lential niece and nephew of mine.” He
laughed harshly. “How they would love
to know that oid Gironde had died—and
how they would move heaven and earth
to keep me from returning from the
grave!” He turned and looked keenly at
his young assistant. “You could make a
fortune, Antoin,” he murtnhured softly,
“if, while I am lying there helpless, you
should breathe a hint to one of them. Ah,
yes, they weuld pay you well. And there
would be no risk whatever, for you. I shall
be dead—really dead—do you under-
stand? Simply call thc morgue—"

“Monsieur I Flushed aud angry at the
old man's insinuations Antoin glared at
him indignantly.

Girende held up a claw-like hand. “I
but jest, of course. I am sure you will
carry out your duties with the greatest of
exactitude and conscientiousness. Yes, I
am sure of that—very, very sure!” There
was a curious smug quality to his dry,
cackling laugh. ...

CHAPTER TWO

Two Enter Hell

OLD Gironde, his repulsively cmaci-

- ated body naked under its stiff, ster-
ile sheet, thrust the piston of the hypo-
dermic home, and lay back on the table
and closed his eyes.

“Don’t wait,” he breathed, as Antoin
took the instrument from his lax fingers,
“go now—to Frére Simon. .. .”

A cold lump had gathered in the pit of
Antoin’s stomach. He stood there look-
ing down at the parchment-yellow of old
Gironde’s face. The man looked pitiably
small and hefpless, now—yet semehew
sinistcr, too. He was like an aged ser-
pent, feeble with years—but still charged
with a slow, deadly venom. Antoin shud-
dered and turned away. . . .

It was a long way from Monimartre
to the Luxembourg Gardens, and mindful
of his master’s orders, the young man did
not hurry—zailthough some unsponsored
instinct kept urging him to hasten. On
the Rue de Medici at last, he tumed off
into the park, cut across behind the pal-
ace and came out on the Boule’ Mich'—
but he saw no small church. There were
many old houses, two or three new apart-
ment buildings—but no church of any
description.

TFearful that delay would upset his
schedule, Antoin accosted the first gen-
darme he saw and hurriedly asked
directions.
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“But. Monsicur!”’ exclaimed the fel-
fow, "There is no Eglisc de St. Auguste
in the Tuxembourg. There is no Egiise
de St. Auguste in the whole of Paris!”

“What I Antoin could scarcely credit
his hcaring. “You must be mistaken

“Monseiur,” the gendarine spoke with
confidential earnestness, “for ten vears I
was a guide in the cmploy of Le Bureau
des Tourists. I know every church, every
chapel, cvery shrine in the city. There is
Notre Dame de Paris, St. Gertnain-des-
Piés, St. Pierre-de-Montmartre, St. Sul-
pice, St. Eustache, St—"

“Very well,” interrupted Antein, fear-
tul that the reatation would go on until
cvery church in Paris had been named.
“T must be mistaken—"

A telephene call to the Séminaire de
St. Sulpice confirmed the gendarime’s in-
formation. Antoin kuew that he had
heen sent on a 1ool’s crrand.

But why? What possible rcason could
old Gironde have for doing this? lgnor-
ing the old man's orders, new, Antoin
took a cab back to the Montmartre, his
heart filled with a vague foreboding.

Arrived at the Rue Ramey, Antoin
paid off his cah and descended the stone
steps to the gloemy half-basement which
was his and Marcel Gironde’s home. A
moment he paused before the scarred,
worn-eaten door, wendering whetce kad
come the cold fear that was clutching
his heart, Then he pushed the door vpen
and went inside.

For many seconds he steod frozen to
immebility, straining his eves against the
dimness of the scene betore hira: aware,
even betore objects had taken on recog-
nizable definitien, that the very air was
charged with portents of evil. Something
had been changed—

Suddenly he knew what it was: There
was not enly ene bedy in the glass cubi-
cle in the center of the room—there were
two !

Breath-takingly beautiful, in its white

uuditity. the body ef Annette Cicive lay
on a tahle nexe ro that which supported
the shrunken torm ot ¢oid alarcel Gironde.
And Anroin had no need o tost the pulse
of the girl he loved better than life, itself,
tu know that it no lougsr beat. . .

HE rnofe lay folded on the tahle be-

side Annette’s exquisite body. \With
tands (lat trembied in horror Autoin un-
folded it and read the words okl Gir-
onde’s perfidious hand had scrawled
there :

1 am sorry, my young friend, thus to have
deceived you—but in time you will for.
give me. It is a matter of life and death,
you comprehend, and ene should be very
careful in such matters. Therefore, I have
used your lictle Annette as an insuranee
that veu will follow out :ny instructions to
the letter. She is in a cataleptic state
which no one in this world is capable of
bringing her out of save only myseif, Thus
she shall remain, suspended between life
and death, until I have awakened and done
what is necessary to revive her.

T confess to playing two tricks upon you:
1 did not actisally take the dose which -
duced my present condition while you were
here, That was a harmless saline sofution.
As 300n as you had gone on your fruitless
errand—svhich was the second deceplion I
practiced upon yeu—I went abuut procur-
ing the person of your loved one, It was
not dfficult, you comprehend, in a city
where the very life of an enemy may be
purchased for a few francs. But as soon as
I had cast the spell upon your fiancée, I in-
troduced the drug into my vein: which, for
a time, has put an end to my life.

Tt remains for you to follow out the in-
structions in which I have so carefully
schooled you. Do this, and have no fear
——yeur Annette will be restored to your
atis an thirty shore days.

Marcel Gironde.

For a tine the cahm crucley of this letter
drove everything hut a hot, consuming
rage from Anteine’s mind. The veung
man bent over the parchment-skinnes
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form of the eld scientisr, his strong hands
working convulsively as theugh he longed
to throttle that scrawny ncck.

But at last a kind ef sanity returned
to him, and he began to think. He re-
read the letter, and noted the words:
“cataleptic state.” Was Annette really in
a trance? Had old Gironde actually in-
cuced in her body a state of catalepsy?
If it were true, there were remcdies, anti-
dotess s

He went to a dusty shelf at one side of
the room. With trembling fingers he
washed and sterilized a beaker, uncorked
bottles, hegan compounding a mixture—
a solution of sulphur and oil. Finished, he
filled the barrel] of a hypodermic and went
to the side of the girl who lay so white
and still on the table next to old Gironde.

But e found his courage unequal to
the task of injecting the preparation into
his sweetheart’s body. Twenty cnbic cen-
timeters of this solution should create an
artificial fever in that bedy, which in time,
would ceunteract the effects of the catal-
epsis and eventually restere conscious-
ness. But would old Gironde, knowing
Antoin’s prowess as a chemist, leave as
simple a problem as that? It was dan-
gerously unlikely. In this, as in all the
old scientist’'s works, there was seme
trickery.

Standing with Witterly clenched jaws,
Antein silently acknewledged himself de-
feated by his master. He dared net depart
an iota from the instructions the eld man
had left him. | . .

WTTHIN an hour the two bodies lay

in the sealed and lecked glass vault,
in an atmosphere of nitrous ether and
carbon monoxide. On a table at one side
of the room stoed the earthen jug, filled
with five quarts of blood-—old Gironde’s.
And in the septaugenarian’s veins there
now flowed gently the chemical solution
which had taken its place, the smeothly
working pump which propelled it through

his vascular systemn providing the only
sound to disturb the tombiike stillness of
the room-—a faint, soft clicking. . . .

Shortly before dawn, on the second
night of his vigil, Antoin was wakened
from his uneasy slumbers by something
which, at first, he could not identify. He
sat up on his cot in the darkness, strain-
ing his eyes and cars—but he could see
nothing in the deose, pre-dawn gloom,
anl his ears reported only deep silence.

But that was it! There was utterly
no sound in the room-—and that meant
that  Gironde’s mechanical heart  had
ceased to beat!

With a startled exclamation, Antoin
threw back the bedclothes, and reaching
over to the simall table heside his bed,
turned on his dim reading lamp.

As the light went en he thought he ce-
tected a shadowy form disappcar quickly
from sight behind tke table on which the
machine rested ; but he could not be sure,
his eyes being temporarily dazzled. He
leaped from the bed and ran to the gleam-
ing little machine, neted with a chill of
horror that one of the brass piston rods
had heen bent out of line so that it would
not follow its guide inte the cylinder.

There was no time for mechanical fin-
esse. Antoin sprang to a bench, caught
up a small hammer, ard gave the bent rod
several smart taps. Then he replaced the
belt from the electric motor on its pul-
leys—it had flipped off as thc piston rod
jammed—and turned the switch back en.
The motor and pump began eperating im-
mediately.

Only then, with beads of cold swcat
standing out on his forehead, did Antoin
look about for the intruder who bad at-
tempted to wreck the machine. He
searched the room high and low, tried all
the doors and windews—they were all
securely lecked—and looked every place
where a human being could possibly hide.
But he found no one-—no evidence, except
the condition in which he had found the
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pump-—that anyone had been there.

Cold fingers of weird terror fluttered
at Antoin’s throat. The strain of living
in this room for only as short a time as
forty-eight hours was already beginning
to talke its toll of his nerves. With a kind
of horror his eyes suddenly fell on the
astrological calendar which old Gironde
had hung above the workbench—and he
remembered the old man’s admonition:
“Watch Jupiter. . . . He is my béte noir.
On the second day he will be in ascend-
ence in the house of Virgo....”

CHAPTER THREE

Lady of the Night

Y THE end of the second week one
who had known Antoin Brun, before
the beginning of his vigil, would not have
recognized him. His enforced confine-
ment within four walls had bleached his
skin to a deadly whiteness. His sleep had
been irregular and brief, and as a conse-
quence his eyes were darkly circled. For
several days he had subsisted on nothing
but coffee and a few pieces of bread, being
utterly unable to eat anything more sub-
stantial. His hands, as he made the daily
tests of the fluid flowing through old Gir-
onde’s veins, shook so that he could hard-
ly hold the test tube. . . .

There was no surcease from the tor-
ture of his thoughts in sleep, for his
dreams were plagued with fevered vis-
ions in which Annette came to life dur-
ing the night in her glass case and called
to him vainly through its thick walls to
come to her. In other dreams it was Gir-
onde who revived, and under the cloak of
the laboratory's murky darkness, violated
the naked, helpless body of the girl who
lay beside him.

Then, one night during the latter part
of the fourth week, one of the dreams
turned into horrible, brain-shattering
reality. .

Again, it seemed to him, Annette had

come back to life. He saw her rise from
her table in the darkness, pass bewil-
dered, trembling hands across her dazed
eyes. Then she slid from the table, stag-
gered to the wall of the cubicle and called
to himz.

Vainly he tried to burst the bonds of
sleep to go to her aid; he strove to reply
to her, to say that he was coming. And
then, somehow, without his having
moved from his cot, she had escaped from
the cubicle, had stumbled across the room
to his side. In the darkness his arms en-
folded her cold, smooth body and he feclt
the chill of death strike through the thin
material of his pyjamas, conveying to
him the dreadful message that though his
Annette moved and spoke, she was still in
the thralldom of death—and that the force
which activated her was not of this earth.

Then, with a jerk which threw every
muscle of his body into steel-like rigidity
he awoke—and found that it was no
dream. Annette was lying beside him on
the bed, clutching him convulsively with
her cold, round arms, babbling strange,
formless sounds into his ear.

With a roughness born of terror, An-
toin partially disengaged himself from the
girl's frantic embrace and switched on the
light beside his bed. Instinctively, in spite
of the fact Annette screamed piercingly
and clapped her hands over her eyes as
the light went on, Antoin’s frantic gaze
went to the table beside Gironde’s in the
glass cubicle.

It was empty—and the door of the
chamber was still securely closed. .

He had just time to sce that—and then
the violence of the girl's movements
caused his arm to jerk, and the lamp fell
from the table, crashed into darkness as
it struck the floor. , . .

THE girl clutched Antoin more tightly.

“I am cold—so cold,” she whispered.
“It is like death. . . . Warm me, Antoin,
for the love of God. . .."”
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His mind a maelstrom of horror the
voung man drew the bedclethes over the
naked form of the girl beside him, pressed
her body close to his. For though he knew
that something unearthly, unimaginably
horrikle had happened, it was enough that
Annette, whether alive or in some un-
thinkable state of half-death, had returned
to him for help and comfort.

After awhile, as they lay there in si-
lence, Antoin became aware of something
which caused his heart to give a leap of

_sudden hope: the girl's bedy was becom-
ing warm, lifelike! No revenant corpse,
endowed with some infernal, unclean life
would react like this!

He reached up and passed his fingers
over the girl's velvet-textured cheek—it
was warm, imbued with the elastic feel of
normal blooming life. She stirred luxuri-
ously in his embrace, pressed her lithe
body more closely against his.

“Warm me, my darling,” she mur-
mured, “for soon I must go back to that
cold, dark placc where poor, tortured
souls call endlessly to their loved ones on
earth and only L for a time, am able to
escape. . . .’

Galvanized by a resurgent tide of frigid
terror, Antoin started up in his bed, but
the girl clung to him insistently. And
now, through the uncanny fear which
possessed him, the morbid horror which
enshrouded his soul at his sweetheart’s
weird words, he felt his senses sinking
into a slough of terrible passion. Sudden-
ly he ceased to care whether this gir}
properly belonged in this world—or in the
depths of hell, itself. She was young,
beautifully formed—and desirous. . .

Just before dawn a sleep that was like
death plunged Antoin’s senses into oblivi-
on, and when he awoke again the little
clock on his bed table showed noon. His
eyes, still stupified with sleep, flew im-
mediately to the table beside Gironde's—
and a spasm of supernatural terror raced
over his nerves as he saw Annette’s body

resting there. as though it had never
stirred !

Throwing back the covers and leaping
out of bed he ran to the cubicle, stared
unbelievingly at that white, terribly com-
posed body. Then he frantically mspected
the lock, the dial whose combination only
he and old Gironde ceuld possibly know.
It was exactly the same as when he had
last inspected it—and the door was still
securely locked!

MECHANICALLY, that day, Antoin
went through with his duties, his
baffled brain refusing to cope any longer
with the ghastly riddle of what had hap-
pened the night before. From a valve in
the pump he took the customary sample
of the flurd which was circulating in old
Gironde’s bedy, submitted it to the tests
which were required. The rest of the day
he spent gazing as though hypnotized
at Annette’s body, his mind a welter of
hopelessly confused thought-phantoms.
At length, as darkness flowed into the
little raom, he lay back upon his cot—
and as though he had been dealt a pow-
erfu! blow on the skull he sank immedi-
ately into unconsciousness. . . .

When he awoke it was dark as pitch,
He rose to a sitting position on the cot—
and felt his nerves go suddenly taut while
cold worms of terror burrowed into his
heart. From nearby had come the soft,
almost inaudible sound of a naked foot
slithering over the bare floor, then the
muted hiss of quiet breathing. A whis-
per came out of the darkness: “Antoin—
Antoin. .. .”

The young man felt a febrile scream
rising in his throat. He wanted to strike
out—to force this half-living apparition
back to the glass tomb whence it had
come. Then cold but soft, slenderly
rounded arms stole about his neck, a
lithe body pressed against him—and the
desires of hell seized upon him, banishing
all thought save for its gratification. . . .
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And again, as on the night before, a
death-like sleep claimed hiin as dawn was
breaking—arkl once more he awoke o
find Annette lying upon her table and
the lock of the cdoor undisturbed. . . .

And then, on the fifth right, he heard
the words which he knew spelled the final
and absolute condemnatien of their souls.

As they lay in a lax embrace, Auntoin's
body sunk in the apathy of satiation, the
girl whispered to him, telling him the
thing he must do to reclaim her bedy
from the clutches of the half-death which
held her bondage.

“For it was no drug that Gironde gave
me, nor any sort of bypnotic spell he cast
over my senses,” murmured the girl. “He
is in league with the devil. my Antoin,
and he has made a bargain with the
Prince of Hell according to the terms of
which the spirit of my youth has passed
into eld Girende’s hloed, and when that
blood is again restored to Gironde's veins
he shall become as a young man—and I
will return to life as an ancient, bent
crone, unfit for love, repulsive to look
upor. . . . So you must give me his blood,
Antoin, that I may take it back with me
to that cold, dark place where I dwell
when I am away frem yeu. And I shall
return it to you when that which is nec-
essary has bheen done—and you may re-
place it in old Gironde’s veins, so that he
will live again—but with the years that
are rightfully his, and not in a youth
which he has fiendishly stolen. . . . Prem-
ise me. Antoin. . . .”

Antoin promised—and sank into the
death-like sleep which seemed always
waiting for him like a yawning black pit
after he had embraced his beleved. . . .

CBAPTER FOUR
Death’s Disciple

NTOIN awoke to the realization that
the cay appointed for old Gironde’s
resuscitation had arrived. He arose shak-

ily from his cet and staggered to the cubi-
cle. For a leng time lie stared within the
glass enclosure, first at the deliciously
rounded hody ol his Annette——and then
at the weazened, vellowed countenance ol
Marcel Gironde. And out of the chaos of
his thoughts came, at last. the clear, cold
conviction that he must break his promise
to his sweetheart. He must, instead, com-
plete his pact with old Gironde and re-
store him to life if it was within his power
to do so. Then, if the old man did net
revive Annette—bring her back te the
vouth and beauty which had been hers—
Antoin would kil him with his own hands.

In a kind of frenzy, then, Antoin be-
gar preparations to awaken Gironde from
his long slees. Nearly an hour must pass
before the final opcration of draining out
the solution and supplanting it with Gir-
onde’s blood could be undertaken, but
there was much to do in the meantime.
He took a final sample of the fluid from
the pump, analyzed it carefully. He
nedded grimly as he found an enermous
impurity content in the hacmatopaphorin
which the fluid contained. Perhaps old
Gironde had made a contract with the
devil—but the scientist had leit no scien
tific stone unturned to rid his body of the
true cssence of okl age: the accumulated
deposits and impurities lett in the body
cells throughout the course of the years.
Absorbing this matter like a liquid spenge,
the haematopophorin had left those cells
clean as those of an infant.

Accelerating the action of the pump,
Antoin now closed the petcocks which
centrolled the flow of nitrous ether and
carhen monoxide into the glass case,
opened other petcocks which introduced a
stream of oxygen. Then he turned to the
hidden electric refrigerator bencath the
old forge, removed the false front at the
basc of the ancient furnace and withdrew
the earthen jug which contained Gir-
ende’s blood mixed with a fifth part of

(Continued on page 105)
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BLACK
CHAPEL

FIEW months ago, workmen en-

gaged m clearing a dump near

Clevetand’s lake frent uncovered a
few bones and a grinning, fleshless skull
that was obviously not that of an animal.
The worknien, not built ef sterner stuft
than most of us, dropped their tools and
fled with panic-stricken haste. They did,
however. summen the pelice who com-
pletedt their excavation and found the
greater part of the skeletons of two
young women. The boncs, according to
the cerener, had been buried for a peried
of over six menths and it was impossible
te tell anything abeut the persons whe
ence had surrounded thern except as to
sex and probable age. The skulls showed

{ ne signs of violence and—further com-

plicating the hope eof identification—the
teeth of beth were in almost perfect con-
dition. A strange feature of the case was
that the bones of the hands and feet of the two
girls were never found, and ene police theory is
that they must have pessessed some characteris-
tic that would have pointed to the killer—though
hew, the authorities can not evem guess.

This gruesome double-murder was a terrify-
ing shock to the good pevple of Cleveland, but
not the surprise it might have been under other
circumstances, for it was mercly another pagc
to a pattern of horrer that was already five years
old : twe more victims fer the Mad Butcher of
Cleveland—Aumerica’s Number One Horror !

The known list of murders attributed to this
ogre is now twelve—and hew mniany mere the
actual total is may never be discovered until,
and if, he is ever caught. Fer with uncanny
cleverness, he has eluded every police trap set
for him; has nullified every effort to discover
his identity. Were it not for the fact that all
bedies found had been dismembered and decapi-
tated with the same skilled and sure technique,
one ceuld hardly believe that the Mad Butcher
could be still at large. Of oeurse, tius crime
may have been cemmitted seme time ago, and
the monster whese perpetration it was may have
come to a natural death, or perhaps he has met
dcath at the hands of his last dying victim, But
we de net know.

The Aad Butcher may this instant be prepar-
ing for his next heinous atrecity-—in some
locale far removed] frem the scene of his original
crimes. He may be hiding in a great city; he
may he hiding his time in the guiet nf some

| peacaful, rural district. Wherever he is, he is

more than likely to strike again; and at this
instant, his victim is alive, happy, carefree. Who
is the Mad Butcter? And whe s kis next
vicum!?! ARE Y@U?
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(Continued from page 103)
four percent saline solution to keep it
from coagulating.

His lips compressed into a thin, white
line, Antoin banished all thoughts of the
girl from his mind, and turned to the final
operation of resuscitation.

Retarding the action of the pump, he
slowly drained the fluid out of it—and
Gironde’s body—into a large glass jar.
Then, while the pump still moved, he
poured the blood solution into an intake
valve. Pulsing quietly, like the substitute
heart it was, the machine gently forced
the crimson liquid back into the old
scientist’s artcries.

When two-thirds of the fluid had been
poured into the pump, Antoin lowered the
jug and closed the valve. This was suf-
ficient for the needs of the body. Its bulk
increased by the saline solution, the blood
would quickly be enriched and augmented
by the functioning of Gironde’s vascular
system as soon as the action of his heart
had been restored.

Antoin now stopped the pump, and
taking a small surgeon’s kit, unlocked the
glass door of the cubicle and went inside.

Throwing back the sheet from Giron-
de’s withered old body, Antoin carefully
disconnected the pump’s intake tube from
the scientist’s femoral artery high upon
the groin. Quickly he sutured the wound,
bound it securely with sterile gause. Then
he turned to the other tube, which had
been inserted into the median cephalic
vein at the crook of Gironde’s left el-
bow. This, too, he disconnected, stitched
up the wound and bandaged it.

Drawing a decp breath, Antoin took an
adrenalin-charged hypodermic from the

(Continued on page 106)
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(Continued from page 105)
sterilizing casc at the head of the table
and plunged it into the old man’s hcart,
pressed down the piston. . . .

At that moment a woman’s scream
rang out from the head of the stairs lead-
ing down into the laboratory.

NTOIN turped to see a man and a
girl running down the steps. @uickly

he leaped out of the cubicle and closed the
door. As he did so the man reached the
foot of the steps—and Antoin found him-
self Jooking into the black mouth of an
automatic pistol held in the fellow’s hand.
“Danin you,” the intruder snarled at
his companion, “this is what has come of
your elaborate plan.” He was a slender,
dapper individual with a short black mus-
tache and small evilly glittering eyes.
The girl, a cheaply preity blende, came

: and stood at the man's side, her eyes

fixed wonderingly on Antoin's.

“But I would have sworn he fell for
it,” she murmured. ‘“He promised—"

The man’s glance went beyond Antoin
to rest on Gironde’s body behind him in
the cubicle. “That was a shet of adren-
alin you just now pumped inte his heart,
wasn’t it?’ he snarled.

Antoin did not answer for a moment,
He regarded the man steadily, then
turned his eyes on the girl. “Who are
yeu?”’ he asked quietly, at length.

The girl giggled suddenly, “Really,”
she said, “I thought we were rather—in-
timately—acquainted. Did you never sus-
pect during all those five nights that I
was not really your Annette?” She
turned laughingly to her companion.
*“You see whal an actress I am, Pierre,”
she simpered. “And you thought T would
not be able to get away with it!”

“What difference does it make?”
growled the man. “He was able to fix
the machine after I broke it—and you
weren’t able to get the blood away from
him. So now we'll have to go threugh
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with my original plan, kill them borth,
and make it appear that this icllow
doublc-crossed the old man.”

The girl sighed. It seems a pity,”
murmured. “Such a lover! You've no
idea. Pierre . . . What abeut the girl?”

“She goes out, too. Shut up and let
me think for a minute.”

As the man the girl had called Pierre
stood there, still holding the pistol on
him, but with a speculative expression in
his eyes which showed that his theughts
had, strayed from the weapon, Antoin
tensed his muscles, He had identified
this pair, now, and knew the purpose of
their visit—Lknew, moreover, the reasen
for the appearance on five successive
nights of a girl, in this room, who pro-
fessed to be Annette:

This must be Pierre and Phyroe Giron-
de. the dissolute niece and nephew of
whom the old man had often spoken witl
bitterness and disgust. The two ol them,
apprised hy somne mystericus means ot
Gironde's experiment, had plotted to pur-
suade Antoin to surrender the old man's
blood to them. Undoubtedly they had
planned to introduce a poison iato it, and
then return it so that Antoin, himseli,
should be the direct agent of bringing
about Gironde’s death. As the only living
heirs of the old scicatist they would re-
ceive a handsome fortune.

Now, thwarted in their more subtle
plan, they were determined. nevertheless,
to kill their uncle—and along with him,
Antoin. himself, and Annette. . , .

Suddenly, noting that the muzzle of
Pierre Gironde’s pistol had lowered a
fraction of an inch, so that it was no
longer pointing at his heart, Antoin
sprang at the man, striking his gun-hand
just as the weapon exploded. . .

she

UT the bullet crashed harmlessly to
the (loor, and the next iustant An-
toin’s fist hitd crashed inte the intruder's
jaw. The man collapsed to the floor with
(Continied o1 page 108)

AUDELS Carpenfers
and Bll“delf' l:;uides

How sbom-h?uer-ﬂmrw fils and st
nwﬁ!:.: urniture—ilow to i B
mitre box=—How to use the chalk Bne—Fow to nse
rulss and scales—How to make

arithmoet!

timati

lo—fickvring mensuration problame—Ese
unmﬂhdﬂmb«r—mw

and sills—Hovy hmahm:u-
;E'.—Dn up n ax-
vavats—How {0 use settings lz,Ismd 7 on the
steal square—How buibusﬂ hobuﬂsnd:nﬂ'd?;

(%) staire—Tow
low ww

nleybghta——FH
Interice trim—How to hoog d
lay Aoors—How 10 paint

THEO. AUDEL & €O, IB w- 33!" St., New York CHy
Mail Audels

Au Carpsiters o ers Gl an das-
PO 2 e mﬁmumliu-n 36 is paid.
um:ruam I = return them. Nu ob Tlnurm unles am matisfied.

Addrees.. ...

Y ¥ N

$l09 a Month Slck B;ﬁef't
Policy at Special Low Gost

Whan sick you don’t want pity, you want pa.v Yi
smﬂmu\uu safe, secure, well ed for though disabled.
A sick benefit polley paylng up to $100 a month. t special low
cost, la now issued b:M\huo'\al }‘murﬂn Insurance Ca., nationally

famous fir thete 9. ucmm poucv
The Natipnal F onty U:Ium a haalth
poticy covering nny and mry Mm and paying such largs benefits

at this low

SEND NO MONEY

Thoy will mail you this siek beneft

froa for inspection withouwt obl

fill out And no medical examination.
18 o0 BC- in oll occupath

and all
Lon, ‘Wo & cation to

Men awea 18 to 69 amiwomm

are LOW health ai

Just wennd neme, age, address nnd sex to the Nnm
allgible, your e, e ity Mo
Mmlmmmeruuﬂl in effect.

l”:l

Protective Insurance Co., 3012
toflay, Write thein whi

ORIGINA
POEMS, SONGS

mmedlate Conside Send Poems to
Gmﬂllﬂl Music nnumm. lm- M H. TORONTO, CAM.

HOME-STUDY
BRINGS BIGGER PAY

t na when k
tbem:ﬁh ppntandmoremrm:ybyu:m-
now for the job ahead, Free 48-Page Books Tn!!

? Write for the book on the business field you like

or mail us this ad with your pame and address in

the margin. Now, please,

OHigher A o M
Salesmanship CBusiness Corresd.

ST:qfﬂx. Management 0O Credit and Collection

CLaw—Degree of LL.B. rrespondence

bal Law OModern Foremanship
Bf:&?&‘?.’h Management l:ll!»tnert 3‘"‘:,‘;”'“‘
O Stenotypy O C.F.A, Goaching
D Effective Speaking
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondonce Institution
Dept. 11334-R

Chicago
107.



GUICK CASH

IN'NEW POTATO. CHIPS
ET AT HOME

chance—a money- .
of your own. Tum
cas cash by making new kind of
Chips with my improved outft. Hm:
delicious, superior, “NON-GREASY'' Chlps &
low cost, A few hours practice doea (., Bexin
1 ¥illage, town. Potatoes che.
1y

ususlly #0. You can start thi
m\:nw-n::llrjw husiness on =&
ke S
. Write fl‘l"f\s PM;.:lu: Chip
LONG-RAKING Company.
1135-8 High 84 Seringfisld, Ohle

xuminaiions oF
rmos necenssry. Partonal Frain
Bt W e e e e Brofesian ot P
LaSalle Extanslon Universtty, Dept. 11334-H Chicago

A Corresp

Treatment malled

on FREE TRIAL. If
satisfled, gend §1; i
not, it's Pree, Writs
for treatment today.

“Righ -School Course
*at Home
Saempy syn o st b by Sy

trance_ o . Bt 2=
&immg}_;%%; Y

completed. Bin
el D S S
S, S o

i idoots, Btart rooe

reanas :

Schosl, Dpt, H-849, Druxel st §5th, Chicago
PainInfFew

Rheumatism:::

To relieve the torturing pain of Neuritis, Rbeumatism,
Neuralgia, Lumbago in_ fcw minutes, get NURITO, the
Doctor's formula, No opiates, no narcotics. Does the work

uickly—must relieve worst pain_to your satisfaction in |
&w mibutes=~or money back at Dr @gist’s, Bon't suffer.
Get trustworthy NURITO oo this guarzntee. Don’t wait. |

Retlieve

D ONLY 20 CENTS with name, age and address,
-nE!ENbv re!gum mail RECEIVE a set of 1¢ TRIAL
GLASSES to select from to fit your eyes NOTHING
MORE TO PAY until you can ses werfectly far and nenr.
Then the above Beautiful Style wili cost you only $3.60.
no more; other styles $2.20 and up.

We only bandle Bigh Grade Single Vision and DOUBLE
VISION or KRYPTOK BIFOCAL toric lenszes, ground
into ONE SOLI® PIECE of GLASS. DOCTOR H. E.
BAKER, O.D., with over 30 vears’ experience. GUAR-
ANTEES to give you Perfect Fit er NO COST. Circuiar
with latest styles and loweet vricas FREE.

MODERN SPECTACLE CO., Dept. 811-0,

5125 Peosacola Ave, Chicago, 111,

108

TERROR TALES

(Continued from page 107}
a finality which testified that he would
need no more attention for some time to
come.

Then, with a leap which carried him
half across the reem, Antoin caught the
arm of the blonde girl just as she was
screamingly rushing for the stairs. She
fought like a tigress, but in a few sec-
onds he kad thoroughly subdued her, and
trussed her up with steut cerds. Leaving
her squirming on the floor beside her
insensible brother and filling the air with
feul maledictions, he raced up the stairs
in search of the concierge.

The latter, a grim-visaged Alsatian,
appeared at the top of the staircase be-
fore Autoin was bhalf-way up—and to
the young man’s constcrnation he saw
that the fcllew held in his hand an aute-
matic pistol,

In a moment the shock of encountering
this new and formidable obstacle was
gone, and Antoin realized that the con-
cierge had been in the plot all the time—
had to he, else the girl and her brother
could never have obtained access to the
labaratory, By spying on him the con-
cierge had learned the combination of the
cubicle's lock, had prebably aided the girl
in removing Annette’s body while she
masqueraded in her identity—and then
replaced Antoin's fiancée so that he would
find her there the ncxt morning, ap-
parently having passed in and out of the
cubicle in seme supernatural manner. ...

With a growl of rage, and utterly
ignoring the concierge's weapon, Antoin
flung himself at the fellow’s ankles, felt
a searing pain in his shoulder as the gun
exploded and hot lead cut through the
cleth ef his shirt. Then the two of them
were tumbling down the stairs.

Landing with a crash at the bottom of
the steps, Antoin felt the bedy of his an-
tagonist go limp beneath him, realized
that he had been knocked senseless by
the fall—and then looked up to behold a
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scene of such horror that he was unable
for an endless moment to meve a muscle.

While he had been fighting the con-
cierge, old Gironde had come back to
lifte—but a life whiclh was net that of a
human being. His eyes frightful with
the blazing lights of stark insanity, Git-
onde, smeared from head to foot with

blood, stoald over the mangled bodies of |

the girl and man who had been his niece
and nephew, waving a dripping scalpe!
and babbling wild, inchoate phrases.

Apparently oblivious of Antoin’s pres-
ence, the old man now turned his ter-
rible cyes toward the cubicle—then lcaped
with incredible swiftness through its
door, swung upward the bleody knife di-
rectly above the white, unguarded breast
of Annette who still lay unconscious upon
her table,

An instant longer paralysis held An-
toin’s muscles locked as in a vice—then
he sprang toward the cubicle with every
atom of power at his command. But in
that instant the knife had ample time to
flash down to bury itself in Anunctte’s
heart, had not Antcin's movement di-
verted the old man's attention.

Then there was the shrill sound of a
whistle outside—and the next moment
a squad of gendarmes came claltering
down the stairs into the laboraory.

T WAS a good hour before (ke police

had left with their prisoners—the now
insensible and dying Gironde and the
forcibly revived concicrge—and the bhast-
ily summoned ambulance had carted off
the grisly remains of the old scientist’s
nicce and nephew. By dint of savage
elequence—and the helplessness of the po-
lice in the face of a scientific riddle for
which even the internes who bad accom-
pouied the ambulance had no answer—
Antoin bad obtained permission te re-
main alone with the body of Annetre 1m-
til he had either succeeded or definitely

(Continucd on page 110)
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(Continued from page 109)

failed to revive her. He had explained to
the internes that her revival, if it
were possible eof accomplishment, de-
pended entirelv on his special knowledge
of her condition, and impressed upon
them the warning that if they attempted
to interfere in any way they would be
responsible for her death and be held an-
swerable for it.

But gazing down at the still, cold form
of his sweetheart, Antoin was plunged in
despair. The stethoscepe detected not the
slightest evidence of a heartbeat, there
was not the least ebservable sign that his
beloved lived—save that her body per-
sisted in its state of perfect preservatien
which it had maintained for the past thir-
ty days.

Then his eyes, searching feverishly
about the room for some inspiration in
his dilemma, lit upon the table where,
for such a long time, the body of old
Gironde had reposed. And with an eerie
sense of surprise, he saw that something
had been scrawled upon its surface, about
the place where the old man’s shoulders
had rested. He bent ever the table and
read the faint pencil script, almost oblit-
erated, as it was, by long contact with
Gironde's flesh:

Men Cher Antoin:

I know that you will find it hard to for-
give what you will congder my villainy in
taking your sweetheart a3 a hostage, as it
were, into the valley of death. Yet my
great concern for the conclusion of this ex-
periment is not so much for my own bene-
fit s for that of sdepce—and any mwans
that serve the ends of ecience are justified.

I have led you to believe that ¥ was sure
this experiment would be a success—but as
a matter of fact I am almaost sute that ir will
not be. I know that a certain degenera-
tion in the brain is not to be avaded—
although, in the desperate hope that there
is some virtue in oacult science I have tried
to forestall chis cne obstacle which nvy skill
is unable to surmount by attempting to
evoke super-mundane assistance. However,
I do not anticipate success. I am all too
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certain that, even if you follow my instruc-
tions to the letter, T shall return to life
only as a mad man, WNevertheless, this ex-
periment will prove of immense aid to
science. 1 charge yeu with the task of
writing a paper for the Académy, describ-
ing in detail all the stcps we have taken,
and augmenting the notes I have left by a
description of the final outcome of the ex-
petiment. I ask., also, that my body be
turned ever to the scientists of that body
for dissection as soon as the fact of my
death is fully established.

As a partial recompense for taking your
Annette from you for a time, I have named
you as my sole heir in the will now in the
hands of my attorneys. My villainous niece
and nephew I have cut off without a cen-
time. May this fortune bring you and your
fiancée happiness.

As for the gitl—do not fear for her. I
induced in ber body a form of surgical
shock by the injection of a small anount
of hystamine. She will be kept unconscious,
with every appearance of death, as long as
she lies with me in the cubicle under the
influence of the nitrous ether and carbon
menoxide. But within two to four hours
after this gas has been cut off and oxygen
introduced into the atmosphere about her,
she will begin te breathe once more, and
shortly afterward she will be entirely nor-
mal—save for a slight weakness which may
be overcome within a few days. Do not
try to revive her prematurely with drugs
or artificial stitnulants of any kind.

Marcel Gironde

As Antein finished reading this strange
letter, he turned once more to look at
his sweetheart’s body—and new, for the
first time in thirty long days, there was
jov in his eyes.

Kueeling beside the table he gently ca-
ressed the girl's check—~a cheek which,
within the past five minutes had begun
to assume the warm tincture of life-——and
preparcd to wait. . . .
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