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FREE TO MEN '\
BOMBER POWER

& HERE!S YOUR res?setsi.“gabsalutely Free with this offer! You get a sensational

invention called “QUIKY GYM.” Opens the wa

GIFT to got real “HE-MAN’ workouts that start you off to class wi(: big bomhe:

muscle l:nen. A great invention! Made of super resisting rubber with moulded

Be, hand grips . . . but what a tower of strength. Dare your friends to stretch

% it full arms’ length! Carry it in your pocket for workouts in spare time and

collect fast dividends of extra muscles

. . . Read on and learn how to get yours
FREE.

15 MINUTES A
DAY TO BUILD A
MIGHTY BODY

We have just perfected a new superim-
proved, giant strength progressive 10 cable
chest expander . . . . strong men who have
seen it rave at its resisting power. De-
velops bursting strength . . . . Knockout
power . . . . Sizzling muscles that make
you vibrant from head to foot . . . . the
power behind the fists wins, Wins where
brute strength is needed most and wins in
developing confidence and assurance to suc-
cessfully meet probiems that are both men-
tal and physical. Just the thing to develop powerful
arms . . . . to develop a rippling chest like Samson
. ... to develop a back like the village blacksmith and
a crushing grip. You must have graduated, progressive re-
sistance that increases with your muscle ability. That's what
this outfit offers you . . . . and as a short cut and to en-
courane faster results, we furnish you with expertly prepared,
illustrated charts and printed instructions that you nsed use

only 15 minutes a day to help develop any part of your body.
Realize your ambition to get strong! Start today to build for tomorrow
muscles . . . . before long you should be able to easily accomplish feats
which now seem difficult.

Get Strong With
These Muscle
Builders

Don’t be bunked! Don’t
let anyone tell you that
you can put inches on
your biceps, on your
chest, or any other part
of your body by fanning
the air. No, indeed, men.,
you need equipment and
instructions such as of-
fered to you here .
BUT we not

> DAYS
> FREE TRIAL

IF NOT SATISFIED WITH-
IN 5 DAYS, KEEP QUIKY
GYM and return balance of out-
fit for refund of full purchase
price.

oo s n
furnish you with equip-
ment but we also sup-
ply specially prepared
charts which guide you
day by day. And as you
get stronger day by day
you can _increase the

MUSCLE POWER CO.,

Dept. 403, P.0. Box No.1, !
Station X, |
New York, N. Y.
Send me the outfit checked l
below on 5 days approval. I'll
deposit amount of set, plus
postage, with postman in ac-
cordance with your guarantee
above. Encr‘mg free with my order the Quiky Gym. |
SEND No MON EY [J Send™.regular strength set @ $3.98 I
[0 Send Swhper strength set 4.
Order today and get your free ‘‘QUIKY GYM.” Your choice I ho € @ 3198
of the regular strength outfit including the 10 cable pro- Name ..... cesencnn l
gressive exerciser at $3.98 plus postage, or better still order Trtneresesesssresssesseseceee
the outfit with the Super-strength 10 cable chest expander at Address I
s oot IS0 AR mOCIREROR GRS | Pl i o e s iy o i 3
A S g SET, D ! ard ship or outside of
YOU DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK. These are the cables | U.S.A. please send money ordés in American funds 1

that defy the lifting or stretching power of CHAMPIONS. l at prices listed above plus 60c. "=
Rush coupon . . . . NOW! -
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BOYS! GIRLS! ==

BOTH |NOTHING

GIVEN |-,

NOTHING | 1 A5
TO BUY

§ SEND NAME and
ADDRESS

CHOICE OF CASH
COMINISSION

Either :
22 Cal. otfk

L - J.
Riflg or
B 3-8
Regu-
lation size
Guitar for
Boys—
Girls, Men
—Women.

GIVEN

Complete Colorful Bikes for Boys and Girls, GIVEN—GIVE
AWAY FREE colored pictures with White CLOVERINE Brand - -
S8ALVE for chaps and mild burns sold at 250 & box (with

FREE picture) and remit per catalog. Be first. Write or mail coupon now. WILSON CHEM. CO.,
INC., Deet. 104, TVROhL& PA.

Learn to AWAY FREE beautiful colored
shoot and t pictures with

Lo Gront White CLOVERINE Brand
piay. Gre ALVE used for chaps an
sportl mild burns easily sold_at 25¢

GIVEN— a bhox (with FREH Picture)
and remit per catalog. Qur 47th
year., We are reliable, Be first,
Write or mail cou-

id by us, Special—
ﬁmlcio of fmar;:“i::e
remiums for nd
rno onty $3 coltected.
One to thres bozes

SON
CHEM, €O.,
n I?rept.

rona. Pa. PR g z
ke |GIVEN MOTAING 1o BYY

MAIL Boysl Girls] Ladies! Five tube Superhet RADIO Complete or Cash.

News!—Music!—Fun! FREE colorful pictures wil White

COUPON CLOVERINE Brand SAL for chaps and mild burns sold at 25c a
box (with FREE picture) and remit per catalog. SPEC

Now of mun{ premiums for returning only $3 collected. Be first. Write

or mall coupon. WILSON CHEM. CO., DEPT. 104, TYRONE, PA,

GIVE SEND NAME and ADDRESS

NOTHING TO BUY

Nothing to Buy
SEND NAME & ADDRESS  fusmecim sl
N S e D
Choice of i NG| _ —
Cash Commission wHEIOOT IS T
PORT. ¥
niemll complef

- A ST
2 vy -7 7V/S\N Y
BOYS! GIRLS! Stu Pl Wi VI
L SR N!mllpl! atch QI Elﬂ kgmm.r GIVE AWAY

utiful colored lctures with wel ‘White Cloverine

ve, used for chaps and mild burns, mumn 25¢ a box
(with FREE picture) and remit ger catalog. 'EC! ‘hoice of many
mum for returning only $3_collected, Our 47th year. One to
boxes sold many homes., first. We are reliable. Write or
coupon NOW! WILSON CHEM. CO., Dept. 104, Tyrone, Pa.
ISE LU TE P T o T T T P T Py P

iMAIL COUPON NOW

@ WILSON CHEM. CO., INC., Dept. 104, Tyrons, Pa.

§ Gentlemen: Please send me 12 beautiful art ictires with 12 boxes
FRED.C X will remit within 50 days, Seloct & promiums OF Kooy Cash
Jasion’ a8 Der MW Dromium 'pian Catalog Semt with order.

D2%@.scsocsssvrerassenneacsananns

i

NAM® ssvsscvcvevonvsvesccccssncavecsscsccccccsnsossonse

\ —
CHOICE OF CASH
COMMISSION
Send Name and Address
Lovely watch about size of @ dime for Ladles and Girls, S
%!VE AWAY FREE colored pictures with White CLOVERINE B
LVE for chaps and mild b sold at 25¢ a box (with
FREE P ) and remit per catalog. ce of many
fums for returning only $3 collected. We are reliable.
coupon, WILSON CHEM. 00., DEPT. 104, TYRONE, PA.

BRDesesssscsses BOBicesseses Bliosscecrsssevensnsccncces

TOWDesevsesesasassssnsnscssvssacrasnse SHRB.ceviersncre

PRINT YOUR LAST NAME ONLY IN SPACES BE

Lol o | B

Paste coupon on postal card or mail in an envelope today.
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% 10 New, Different Stories—No Serials ) ¢
1. NIGHTMARE ISLAND (Novelet) . Norman A. Daniels 6

On that isle of disaster, a dead man’s legacy bequeaths
hate-epawned destruction.

2. PROSECUTOR’S PAYOFF . . . . D.L.Champion 26

Satan makes e special reservation at the morgue.

3. TWICE-KILLED CORPSE . . . . Fredric Brown 31

A bookworm sleuth becomes a stooge in @ sinister setup.

4. A NIGHT WITH JOHNNY JETHRO Charles Ingerman 42

Purchase of the bronze Buddha brings him under the spell of an
eerie Oriental wizardry.

5. ALIBI FOR SALE . . . . William Campbell Gault 51

A post-mortem debt demands payment in blood.

6. FIRST FIND THE BODY (Novelet) . . H.Q.Masur 58

The Casket Kid finds that someone hags measured him for a
wooden overcoat.

DEATH IS A TRAITOR « + « o Charles Larson

There is no detowr to the Big House when homicide blazes the path.

8. THE DEVIL'S HANDMAIDEN . . . . S.J.Bailey 81

This detective team pulls a Bowery bum act for the bemefit of o
shakedown specialist.

9. FRAME FOR THE PHONIES . . . Edward James 88

Barney Suttow locks horns with @ hot-money mob.
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Detective Brandon seeks information at a strange seance.
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RADIO TECHNICIANS HOLD GOOD JOBS i.!.\ more than

ANTED

Anxious To Make
$40 $50 a Week

Busy Radio industry Increasing Demand
For R_adin ‘Ilperators and Technicians

LEARNING RADIO AT HOME NIGHTS THIS WAY
HAS LANDED GOOD JOBS FOR HUNDREDS

Here is a quick way to more pay. Radio offers beginners a
chance to make $5, $10 a week extra in spare time a few
months from now, and to train for opportunities paying ap
to $30, $40, $50 a week for full-time Radio Techniclans and
operators. On top of increasing civilian interest in Radio, the
Radio Industry is rushing to fill hundreds of millions of
dollars worth of Defense Orders. Many Radio Technicians and

U. 8. with average pay among Operators have entered military service, opening many oppor-
21?3 .,'i,f,",.’f,"}“:”b"éﬁt’ﬁ,“,‘i‘é’“fnﬁﬁmes Aviation, Police, Commer- tunities for men with Radio training. Clip the coupon below
cial Radio aro other fields which employ Radio Technicians ﬂd and mail it. Find out how I have trained men from 16 to
?hperators 1 fgive you th%x Babczlo x'e'ié‘}mﬁh’é%" lﬁdev;g{o{:woneng 50 years old to make more money in Radio—how I will train
nes:eiobnsnm the l’\y;gl‘xlre. Get the facts, Mail the Coupon. you, too, for Radio’s opportunities.

/‘ Extra Pay(s

Every man likély to go into
military service, every sol-
dier, sailor, marine, should
mail the Coupon Now!
Learning Radio helps men
get extra rank, extra pres-
tige, more interesting duty
at pay up to 6 times a
private’s base pay. Also
prepares for go Radio
Jobs after service ends. IT’S
SMART TO TRAIN FOR
RADIO NOW. Mail the
coupon.

N. R. I. Trained These Men At Home

Chief Operator
Broadcasting Station

Before I _completed your
lessons, I obtained my

ip Broadcast Oper-
ator’s license and imme-
diately gned Station
WMPC re I am now

ef Operator.—Hollis F"

Hayes, 327 l(;dllon St., Lapeer, Mich.

340 a Month Exira
in Spare Time

I do Radlo Service work

in my spare time only, op-

erating from my home, and

1 net about $40 a month,

1 was able to start servie-

enrolllng with N. R, I.—
J. Chermak, R, No, 1, Box 287,
l‘opklns Mian,

Beginners Quickly Learn to Earn
$5 to $10 a Week in Spare Time

Nearly . every neighborhood offers opportunities for a
good part-time Radio Technician to make extra money
fixing Radio sets. I give you special training to show
you how to start cashing in on these opportunities early.
You get Radio parts and instructions for buflding test
equipment, for conducting experiments that give you
valuable practical experience. You also get my modern
Professional Radio Servicing Instrument, My ﬂrty -fifty
method—half working with Radlo parts, helf studying
my lesson texts—makes learning
Radio at home interesting, fas-
cinating, practical,

Gt Mail Coupon for
BRETING 64-page Book

NG, SERVICING,
mREPAIR(I’ uto Radio sets (there are t tells about my Course; the
more than 50 000,000 in use) gives good ypes of jobs in the different
obs to thousands. Public Address branches of Radio; shows letters
i ems are another source of D! rom more than 100 men I
die’ Technicians. Many Radio Techni- trained so you can see what tmy
clans operate their own swe time or full are doing, earning. Mail
time Radio business. Mail the Coupon, Coupon 1n an envelope or putg

it on a penny postal.

3 E. SHITH. President,
A8

National Endlo lnstltut
Washington, D. C. .

FREE Ji wine BETT ER JOBS

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept, 2cA8
National Radio lnstitute
Washington, D. C.

FREE without obl!guon. ﬁmr 64~

Mail me
page book, “Rich Rewards in Radio.” (
man will call. Write phlnl.y)

Now Chief Radio
Engineer

I am now Chief Badlo
Engineer _at Kankake

Ordnance Works and very
pleased with my new posi-
tion. If I hud no'. taken

i the urse I
mlght bo dl.iz‘lng dltches

r perhaps un
410 ‘Whitney St. Joliet. 1.

Had Own Business 6
Months After Enrolling

I went into business for

AROiscrssecsssanssnsene

INAM® soevesccessscorancssassessacssssssanrsns

worth of business a month,
1 can’s tell you how vam-
n.ble your Course has be

fo mec—a. J. Baten, Box 1168, Glade- ORY cosvserissvnscoonsirisivne: DRI+ EsIN0

water, Texas. G O TE TV O O G SN S G U N R G WY O

Address ..eceeccesnoncescsssscscscscsssavssnes
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START
$1260 to $2100 YEAR

Defense program increasing o=——————

appomtmenu. ‘[ FRANKLIN
¢  IKSTITUTE

MEN— " " Dept. G231

WOMEN

Prepare now for / Gentlemen: Rush to
1942 E;mn-hom S, me, FREE of charge,

32 Page Civil “list of U. S. Government

Savvice big pay jobs. Send me
= ’ FREE 82-page book de-

¢  Rochester, N. Y.
& @

® Vi scnbmg salaries, vacations,
Mail Coupon / hours, and full particulars
Today— /telling how to qualify for one of
/these jobs.

l Name IERER RN IR R RN R IOUR O

Address R R R R Y R X

SONGWRITERS

oﬂ inal unn and song poems mM no cHAnez FOR MELO.
Marketing Saneo Free
HOLLYWOOD REOORDIIB S'I‘UDIOS
Dept. H11, Box 87 Preuss Sta.

LOS ANGELES

FALSE TEETH /ow %1782
» K@\ J§) 90 DAYS TRIAL

TEST THEM
EXAMINE THEM

Wemrmmluwu"m gour
;n‘oumlmpmm Money-Back GUARANTI!B SEND
Satistacti FREE NO

terial, directions. Booklet of M -
Styles and Information, Write today to m MONEY

PARKER DENTAL LAB., 127 N. Dearborn St., Dept. 15-B, Chieago, [IL.

Want MON’EY :

Do You

(nnud New York Public Relations Execu-§

(;‘ve has compiledda Fk?m:i“h For Ss‘::ieum

. tatcanOnwne:e oot to Su s

et D B e b e e
oteno ’s greatest pleasures. Fo irecti

B Q) Ll. GUARA EF. SATISPACTION OR

name and Addreu When thc postmtn bungs your Formula
Success, w only $1 plus a few cents
e pay pomge). Get the
amf -~ ou have always wanted, Wril

DEANE HAMMOND 003 voviwce

BULLETS FROM THE
BEYOND

That was what *“Death Notice” Dayle had to
contend with. Dayle, obituary salesman extraor-
dinary, had had plenty of experience in dealing
with live hot lead, but this was the first time he
encountered a ghost’s message of doom. . . .
You'll be baffled by this compelling mystery
novelet by

Frederick C. Davis

Broadway. . . . Glitter, glamour and gold bricks.

. Bright light, night spots and hot shots, . . .
Amid this array of tinsel and tinhorne, greed
and ambition change the sound of revelry into
a dirge. For murder has blacked out The Great
White Way. Don't miss., . . .

MANHATTAN MURDER-
G0-ROUND

Exciting Detective Novelet

by B. B. Fowler

—And 8 Other Ace Detective Yarns,
including stories by

D. L. Champion
H. Q. Masur
Norman A. Daniels

3> out
H&!‘IV b
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BE .mba{rluod by a flat, undeveloped

Do as thousands of other
ing. Th
out the lovelie
ou' nwru. whatever their bust
hulu. Now you can do SAM e
easily Md pooltivoly.

Highly Endersed
By Many Doectors

Your flat be 1
buuuﬂod into full nnd alluring eontourl.

r if you are the pendulou.
be roundod into high and 1 love«
lineas. All you have to do ll follow the
easy directions on exercise, mas:
brassieres, diet, etc. given in the gre:
m-d:enlly endorsed *‘Th

lete Guide to Bust Culture.’ Mn

ese ﬁlmpla aell-help measure
once and bust will pmlhvoly
appear, full ﬂrm and shapely « . «
the proud. glamoro\u curves that
attract men everywhere.

Our Offer-—Send No NMoney

You ¢an now obtain this unique book by A. F, Ntemoel!or A.B,, M.A
at a remarkable pnco reductlon JFormerly §3. 50. Now on

$1.93, harmles: resuits. Enjoy 1

anew, am'act. men., SEND No MONEY. Just mail coupon NOW.

AT RN S N NN S RN N W N G P R S S O OO O

HARVEST NOUS!. 70 Fifth Ave., Dept. C-348, NEW YORK
th ‘OMPLETE GU: 'URE

FUE lm p‘l-m v;:l:; ]
eltve l will ostman 1. plus few c
5 p‘n{ P etamn 1t Withih ten days

ana

Address .,..... D “rrsereerar e

[[] CHECK HERE if you want to save postage, Enclose $1.98 l
with coupon and we ship prepaid,
'-------------------------------‘

1 and Make up to $12ina Day!

© Let me gsend you a fice all-wool union tailored suit
FRHE OF ONE PENNY COST. Just follow my

lplan and show the suit to your friends. Make

to $12 in a day eagily. Partial Payment Plan.

house-to~house _canvassing nemsanl

END FOR SAMPLES—FREE OF COST
‘de todaxréor FREE details. ACTUAL SAMPLES
" money-getting money,

Send no
H. .l. COLLIN, PROGRESS TAILORING COMPANY
hmp Streot, Dept, C-192 Chicago, Illinois

Razor

Blades, Tooth Paste, Shaving Cream, Personal

Needs, ete. Send for our FREE Complete

Catalogue.
KEYSTONE CO.

Buy Wholesale and Sell Drug Sundries,
Eeesssssevsssm—" 72 Fifth Ave., Dept. 403, New York, N. Y.

BUILD A BIG PAY ROUTE
Sell to Stores on New Plan
Carry a co%eu ‘“Wholesale Supply House’” in
I:u' nd. t us start you making- Big Money
permanent bugn your own. Show Store-
&eepers in every business how to DOUBLE profits
on Nntlonally Advertised Goods. Over 200 Prod-
No experience needed. We lupply ewry-
lhlu. Free Book gives amazing f
World’s Products Co., Dept. 293, 8 , Ind,

THE TRUTH ABOUT

Stomach Ulcers

Caused By Gastric Hyperacidity

FREE Booket en simple home treatment. Many report r.hu{
were uved tmm expensive operatioms, Learn all abou
this amazing o home trenemont, Pain relleved from the
etart. No'rigid eor lhxuld diet. vsluabla bow:e FREE
with information as to guarantsed tri ﬁ N cITY Vo

CO., Dept. 208, 2938 Pillsbury Avu.. polis, Minnesota,

! TRAINED THD
MEN WHO THEN
GOT THESE
B8IG JOBS

Students or graduates of mine have complete charga
of the Bureaus of Identification in the following
states and cities—and, they are only o few of mazy!

State Bureau of Delaware  Albany, N. Y,
State Bureau of Florida Trenton, N. J.
State Bureau of Maine Canton, Ohio

State Bureau of Michigan Tulsa. Okla.
State Bureau of New Mobile, Ala,
Phoenix, Ariz.

Los Angeles, Calit,
Seattle, Wash.
Madison, Wis.

Mex

State . Bureau of Rhode
Island

State Bureau of Texas

State Bureau of Utah Miami, Florida

Lincoln, Nebraska Leavenworth, Kas,

BE A

Mot Expensive lo Lears
lll will teach you Finger Print Identg‘icatian—}’xrmrms
Identification—— Police Photograp, and_Secret
Service!” That’s what I told the men who now handle
those jobs.
And now I repeat, but THIS time it’s to YOU.:. Just
give me a chance and I’ll train youto fill an important

sition in the fascinating field of scientific crime
etection,

GET IN NOWI But don’t be m:sled Scientific crime
detection is not as simple as it might appear. It’s not
an occupation at which anyone without traxnmﬁ mig
succeed. It’'s a science —a real science, whic
mastered THROUGH TRAINING gives you some-
thing no one can EVER take from you. As long as you
live —you should be a trained expert——able to make
good in scientific crime detection.

LOOK AT THE RECORD!Now over 43% of ALL
Ideatification Bureaus in the United States are headed
by our students and graduates. They have regular jobs
~regular salaries—often collect reward money besides
~—and many of these men knew absolutely nothing about
this work before they began their training with me.

FREE BLUE BOOK OF CRIME

This book takes you right
behind the scenes where crime and science
come to grips. It’s full of exciting informa+
tion on scientific crime detection, including
fascinating real case bistories! It will show
YOU how YOU, at a cost so low you
shouldn’t even think of it, can get started in
this big important work without delay. Don't
wait. Clip the coupon ; : : send it NOW?

r------------------------------1

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE i

1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7463, Chicago, ill i

Gentlemen: Without obligation, send me the “Blue 1
k of Cnme," and complete list of over 750 bureaus |

employi aduates, together witvl:’ﬁout low 1

prices an nsy erms Offer. (Literature be seat |

ONLY to pessons stating their age.) :

]
]
L]
-d
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Nightmare Island

Sensational
IMystery
Novelet

By Norman A Daniels

CHAPTER 1
THE DEAD AND THE LIVING

TH E house was immense,
sprawling over a good part of
the island, Once it had rung
with laughter and musie,r but not
ginee Jerome Jelm had taken it over.
Now, even the very slight signs of
living which he exhibited were gone.

6

Two men carried a plain pine cof-
fin and a lantern. The earth was wet
and slippery. Twice the coffin almost
crashed to the ground, The bearers
were servants and their master lay
inside the pine box. They were earry-
ing out his final wish.

“Silly business if you ask me,”
Crandall snorted. “Burying a man
in the dead of night! I don’t like it.”



“You don’t like it?” Haade, a dour Rain in an open grave means the
Dutchman grunted. “Do you suppose corpse will never be at peace, and I
it’s a picnic for me? It ain’t right to tell you, Crandall, the minute the last
bury a man in a rainstorm anyway. spadeful of dirt drops on the casket,

The swords plunged through
body.

spawned destruction. For the old eccentric had left six mystery
casks—his last will and testament in one, and lethal messages b
in the other. And his money-mad heirs gambled with tate to '

outflank murder etched in metal.
7

I On that isle of disaster,a dead man’s legacy bequeathed hate-
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¥m leaving this place. There’s a na-
tionwide depression on the mainland
that will make 1932 go down in his-
tory, but I'd rather starve than be
scared to death.”

The open grave contained about
three or four inches of water, and
Haade, with his old world supersti-
tions, was actually shivering, Rain in
an open grave meant disaster,

“Come on,” Crandall noticed his
hesitancy. “In he goes. Steady now—
get her square and when I give the
signal, let go. A little jar won’t hurt
the old man. Not now it won’t.”

They ymed up the casket with the
grave. Crandall grunted and both men
let go. The coffin shot into its resting
place like a bullet. One end caught on
the rough sides of the grave and for
a moment the long box was at' a dis-
tinct angle., Then the loose dirt
dropped and the casket fell on an even
keel.

“Hist!” Haade’s suddenly nerveless
hands dropped the shovel. “Did you
hear it, Crandall? A knock from in-
side the casket. The sign that a living
man is being buried.”

“Aw—you and your erazy ideas.”
Crandall sent a shovelful of earth
smashing down on the casket. “It’s
either your imagination or the body
rolled a little, What difference does
it make? He’s dead!”

Haade nodded, but he wasn’t con-
vinced. Now that the grim business
had proceeded this far, they were
both anxious to get it over with, Their
shovels flew and the grave filled up.
They paused for a moment and wiped
rain out of their faces.

Crandall gaid, with barely re-
pressed eéagerness in his voice, “I
wonder what the old man did with all
his money ? There’s some say he was
worth millions, although he certamly
never spent any of it around here.”

Haade tramped on the muddy earth,
packing it down. He was still fright-
ened and didn’t care who knew it.

“The faster we leave, the better I'll
like it,” he grumbled. “I wonder what
the heirs will do? There’s four or five

of ’em—a niece and a bunch of
nephews. The old man hated ’em. I
been thinking lately, Crandall. ¥You
know, I don’t believe the old man was
rich at all.”

“Maybe.” Crandall was trymg to
drive a crude woeden cross inte the
ground.

The storm broke with renewed fury
and lightning made both men jump
nervously. At last they were done.
Not bothering to gather up their
tools, both started running toward
the little pier where a launch was
moored. Haade leaped into the boat
and Crandall slipped the hawser and
piled in three seconds later. As the
island faded into the night, Haade
gave a long sigh of relief and sank
back weakly.

“There she goes, Crandall. If I nev-
er see the place again, that suits me
fine. It’ll be on a night like this when
he’ll rise up. The island is cursed,
Crandall. Forever cursed. I wouldn’t
come back for anything.”

“Neither would I.” Crandall steered
a straight eourse for the mainland,
“except that I would like to know
where he hid all his money—if he had
any. Keep an eye out for the mainland.
It’ll seem nice to see people again.”

HE murder trial of Mark Arnold

attracted enough publicity to
drive some of the war news off the
front pages. Not that the murder was
particularly outstanding, but the ac-
cused killer was.

Never, reporters wrote avidly, had
they seen a man with sueh steely
nerves. He hadn’t cracked once. He'd
refused to go on the stand, refused
even to talk about the ease to his own
attorney. :

The police maintained that Arnold
and a business partner ran a suceess-
ful brokerage house until the partner
began to appropriate clients’ funds

-for his own use. The erash came and
-the

partner was found dead—
strangled with such violenee that his
spinal cord bad snapped. Everything
pointed to Armold. Metive, lack of



alibi, the neeessary physical strength
and his attitude of complete silence.

Four hundred pairs of eyes were
riveted on Mark Arnold as the jury
filed in. He was half an inch short of
gix feet and solidly built with two
hundred pounds of sinew and bone.
He merely glanced at the jury box,
leaned back and twiddled his thumbs
until the elerk told him to arise and
face the jury.

Arnold stood up, neither flinching
nor smiling. Even Hal Payson, the
highest prieed eriminal lawyer in the
eountry was far more nervous than
Arnold. He stood beside the accused
man, tearing a piece of paper into
shreds and wanting desperately to
wipe the tiny beads of sweat off his
forehead.

“Not guilty!” the foreman said.

Payson’s shoulders sagged. The
victory had been hard won and he
felt the strain. Mark Arnold’s face
was just as impassive as ever. There
was no elation, no triumph, not even
relief written on his features. He
nodded to Paysen, his lawyer, and
then started to walk down the aisle
teward the first freedom he’d enjoyed
in months.

People drew away from him. Re-
porters didn’t approach—they knew
better. For something abeut the jib
of Mark Arnold’s ¢hin warned them
he might net take to being ques-
tioned.

Arnold felt all this keenly, al-
though he didn’t show his emetions.
He knew what everyone thought. It
was true that the facts should have
condemned Arnrold, even though they
were purely eircumstantial. It was
omly Paysen’s elever words, elever
twisting of witnesses’ testimony that
had freed him.

RNOLD turned left whem he

: reached the sidewalk. He drew

in several breaths of air, not beeause

he had lacked fresh air, but because

this was free. He could move about

in it with no Hmit to his steps, ne ce-
ment walls or barred doors.
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Someone tapped him on the shoul-
der. Arnold stopped and turned
around deliberately. He faced a slen-
der, middle-aged man.

“You’re Mark Armold? Of course
you are. Fd like to talk to you. A
matter of business, profitable busi-
ness. No other man in the world could
handle it as you might and you could
use the money, eouldn’t you?”

Heaven knew, Arnold thought, he
could. Somewhat less than four dol-
lars was in his pocket and that rep-
resented everything he owned. All
else had been sold to raise Payson’s
fut fee and to repay the investors in
Arnold’s firm.

“What’s the propositien?”’ Arnold
queried.

“My name is Foster,” the stranger
said. “I'll give you all the particulars,
Nine years ago a man named Jerome
Jelm lived on an island about four
miles off the coast. He refused to al-
low anyone to see him except twe
servants who lived there. Jelm died
on the island and was buried there—
at least we found a grave. We didn’t
even know he died until three years
ago.

“The servants must have buried
him and disappeared after that.
Hardly blame them. We sent a care-
taker to the island and he lasted one
night. Three others stayed there until
about three or four heours after dusk
and then they eame back to the main-
land. Said the place wasn’t meant for
a human being to live.”

“And what am I to de about it?”
Arnold queried.

“Jelm was reputed to have a lot of
money,” Foster said. “There are
heirs. I've been appointed to handle

‘the estate. They want to know one

way or the other it Jelm did leave
anything. We’ve searched banks and
whatever preperty the old man had
here and found nothing. We have been
compelled to assume that he eoncealed
on the island all of his assets.

“The old man was nearly blind. For
some years prior to his death, his
niece used to visit him—the only per-
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son he’d allow there. She was only
twelve or thirteen years old, but she
used to lead him around and he
showed her places where he might
have concealed his money. Your job
is to escort this girl to the island, in-
sure her safety there and get her
back. Do this and you share in what-
ever is found there. I promise it
should run into the hundreds of thou-
sands of dollars. You get ten percent.”
Arnold said nothing for a few sec-
onds. Despite the money involved,
the offer practically to make a hermit
of himself was attractive. By the time
he returned, people would have for-
gotten about his murder trial.
“Just why,” Arnold asked,
you selected me to do this?”’
Foster smiled knowingly. “Because
there is danger and the job requires
a man of iron nerves. If something
is wrong on the island, you’d have no
trouble handling it. Not you! A man
would be a fool to oppose you, Arnold.
You could wring his neck as easily as
a doll’s and be as ruthless as—as,
well, frankly, as you have already
proven yourself. Is it a deal?”
Arnold smiled wanly and wondered
if it was always going to be like this.
If he’d be forever regarded as a con-
firmed slayer, a dangerous man, one
to be wary of.
“Why not?” he asked. “I'm ready
to start any time. Who is this girl
and where do I meet her?”

“have

CHAPTER II
THE FADING LIGHT

NN THAYER was the type to
give many a man a crick in his
neck. She was smooth-skinned and
had bright blue eyes. Yellow curls
were neatly arranged at the back of
her head. She greeted Mark Arnold
with a firm, warm handclasp. Then,
as he had expected, her fingers sud-
denly relaxed.
“You know me, eh?” Arneld asked.
“Why should I have hoped you'd be
an exception when my face has been
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on the front pages of newspapers for
weeks? Yes—I'm Mark Arnold, the
killer, the man who breaks people’s
necks! That’s why your friend Foster
got me for this job. He said he wanted
someone who could be ruthless. Well
—here I am, ruthlessness and all, Say
the word and I'll pop out of sight and
never bother you again.”

Ann Thayer gave a funny little
laugh. “Of course not, Mr. Arnold.
In fact, I think I'll feel much safer
under your care than that of some
wishy-washy man who’d be afraid of
his own shadow. Would you mind tak-
ing my bags? There is a taxi out
front.”

It was seven o’clock and growing
dark when Arnold and Ann reached
the pier. A fast launch was moored
and waiting. Foster had missed no
details. An elderly man touched the
peak of his cap and motloned toward
the craft.

“She’s all gassed and ready to go.
Not that I envy you folks. The old
man was buried while it rained. No
doctor ever did say he was dead, and
no undertaker handled the details, Me
—1I don’t think he’s dead at all.”

“Very interesting,” Arnold said.
“But we’re going anyway. Miss
Thayer, can you handle one of these
things? I’'m not much on boats.”

Ann could handle it—like a trained
skipper. She sent the launch racing
away from the mainland. As darkness
closed in, she shivered.

“I wonder if we're doing the right
thing,” she said. “Jelm refused to al-
low anyone to set foet on his property
except those two servants, I visited
him three times, but only because he
wrote and begged me to come.”

“Then why should he deny you the
privilege now, if he isn’t dead? That
sounds rather foolish because he must
be. How could he live there all
alone—for almost ten years? How-
ever, if you’re afraid, I'll go alone.”

“I'm not afraid.” She gave him a
warm smile. “Tell me, did you really
kill your business partner?”

Arnold’s features became stony and




impassive. He asked, grufily, “How
far are we from the island?”’

“About a mile and a half. I'm—
sorry. I shouldn’t have brought that
up. Would it help if I said I'm sure
you never killed anyone?”

Arnold didn’t answer. He sat down
on a small deck chair and remained
like that for many minutes. Then he
arose suddenly. There was smoke
coming from below,

“Ann,” he eried. “Ann—something
is wrong. The beat’s afire! It must
be near the fuel tanks.”

Arnold raised a hatch and a tongue
of flame shot out to greet him. He
slammed the cover baek into place and
ran over to where Ann guided the
eraft.

“How is it?” she asked. “Bad?”

“Very. We’ve got to get off this
boat. Is that the island over there?
Or am I just hoping?”

“It’s the island. Mark, don’t worry
about me. I ean swim. Are you
ready ?”’

He took her hand firmly and they
ran to the rail. They climbed over it,
took a last leok at the launch which
was now blazing furiously near the
stern, and jumped.

HEY were about two hundred

yards away from the launch
when fire reached the fuel supply.
There was a roar, a wall of flame and
the eraft sank in two minutes.

They crawled up on shore and sat
down, exhausted, wet and cold. Ann
huddled close to him.

“How could that fire have started?”
she asked.

“Don’t worry,” Arnold said. “It
was probably just an accident. Let’s
head for the house, We might find
something dry there and at least I
can build a fire. You know the way,
so just lead me on, And watch eut—
it’s dark as pitch.”

She found a narrow path, almost
lost in the owvergrowth of brush. It
took them beneath tall, sighing eedars
and then the full measure of Jehm’s
mansion struek Arnold foreefully. It
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seemed to spread out in all directions.
Gables, eaves, a banging blind, all
summed themselves up to give the
place an aura of evil. Of death and
decay! The front door wasn’t locked
and they went in,

“Well, here we are,” Arnold said
grimly. “Stay close to me, Ann. There
must be candles or lamps. You’ll feel
better when we throw some light on
the situation.”

“There used to be gas piped
through the house. Jelm always had
a lot of tanks hooked up to it. Look,
Mark, isn’t that a lamp on the table?”

Arnold nodded. He took an auto-
matie ecigarette lighter from his
pocket and tried it, but the wick was
wet. He drew it out, squeezed it and
then gave the fluid time to climb up
the wick. His next attempt was sue-
cessful.

The table lamp was old-fashioned,
with a mantel inside the glass chim-
ney. It was very old and apt to fall
into pieces at the slightest touch, so
Arnold worked ecarefully. The jet
hissed when he turned it on. Small
particles of the mantel fell away, but
enough remained so that there was
soon that very white, almost ghostly
light in the room.

Arnold pivoted slowly and made a
wry face. The room was thick with
dust. One huge armchair in a corner
had lost a leg, and it sagged forward
as though it would topple over at the
slightest touch.

“It isn’t exactly a pleasant place,
is it?’ Ann asked with a nervous
smile, “Listen—isn’t that rain?”

Arnold shrugged. “Might as well
have a storm as not. Everything else
has turned out to make our little
jaunt unpleasant. Suppose we look
for dry eclothes. There are candles
above the fireplace. Want to stay here
while I take a quick look around?”

“I—ah—all right, Mark. Just don’t
go too far away. Try the—let’s see
now—the third door down the hall. It
used to be a bedroom.”

Arnold was at that door when he
heard Amn’s seream, He turmed so



12 TEN DETECTIVE ACES

swiftly that his candle went out.
Hurling it aside, he rushed back to
the room where he’d left Ann. She
was still there, legs drawn up on the
seat of the chair and her body tensed.
For a moment Arnold couldn’t figure
out what was wrong. Then he glanced
at the lamp. The light was slowly dy-
ing out. Not as though the fuel were
gone, but as if something was actual-
ly withdrawing the light from within.

HADOWS began to dance over the
wall, weird, lurid things that
changed shape and proportions ten
times a minute. Arnold reached Ann’s
side and put both hands on her shoul-
ders. There was so little he could do.
Something was going to happen,
something he couldn’t fight. Some-
thing he couldn’t even see, for the
room was practically dark now. Only
a low, bluish light came from the
lamp,

Then even Arnold’s nerves began
to tremble, those nerves he’d built
into steel. There was someone on the
porch. He could hear the boards
squeak and there was a gentle but
insistent rapping on the door. A voice,
querulous, half angry and yet weak
like that of an old, old man, seemed to
creep into the house.

“Let me in. Let me in,” it said, and
to Arnold it soundec like the sighing
of a wind in the tree tops. Ann gave
a sharp cry.

“It’s him! Uncle Jerome! He isn’t
dead. Mark—Ilet him in quickly.”

They both ran to the door and that
steady rapping ceased. Arnold flung
it wide, prepared to welcome or
tackle whatever was out there. He
saw nothing. They both stared and
then Arnold gently closed the door.
They returned to the room where the
light was still only a bluish, hideous
hue. Ann sat down again.

“T—don’t understand,” she said. “I
could have sworn I heard a voice—"

“You did. We’re not both crazy,”
Arnold grunted.

There was a crash from inside one
of the rooms dewn the hall. Arnold

jumped up, started for the door and
then came back for Ann. He grabbed
a candle off the mantel, lit it and
they hurried in the direction of that
sound. ;
“It's from— his room,” Ann
breathed. “How could anyone have
got in there without our knowing it?”

“We’ll ask whoever it is,” Arnold
said and thrust the door wide open.
There was nothing—at least nothing
they could see. Ann raised a hand
and pointed to a huge wardrobe. The
whole top section of it seemed to have
been torn away. On the floor lay a
brass-bound cask about two feet wide
and three feet long.

“Look!” Ann cried. “Mark, I know
what this means. That cask was one
of Uncle Jerome’s hiding places—
one of those he used to show me. He
had that entire wardrobe built
around it and he used to keep a lot of
papers in it. No one but he would
have known where it was. Mark—do
you think—”

Arnold handed her the -candle,
turned the cask right side up and ex-
amined it critically. The thing was
heavily reinforced with brass, its
hinges were large and the lock looked
strong.

“Mark,” Ann said in a voice that
was low and monotonous with fear.
“That was Uncle Jerome. We heard
his voice. He came in, but we couldn’t
see him. He opened the secret com-
partment in the top of that ward-
robe and dropped the cask on the
floor so we’d find it. Uncle Jerome is
dead—1I know he is. But he came back
anyway. He always said that some
day he’d take my hand and lead me
to his hiding places for the last time.
He—he didn’t take my hand, but he
was here. T know it.”

“Perhaps,” Arnold agreed doubt-
fully, “Right now we must open that
cask. Where are the tools, do you
know ?”

“There were some—in the cellar.
I—I don’t want to stay here alone.
Take me with you, Mark.”



She showed him the way to the
eellar steps and they went down into
the dank, dismal area below the
ground. The candle gave off a flicker-
ing light that did almest as much
damage to the merves as complete
darkness. Arnold found a rusty ham-
mer and chisel. They were halfway
up the steps again when there was a
distinet thud from the floor above.

Arnold placed it as eoming from
the room where that eask had fallen.
They raced upstairs, Arnold shielding
the candle flame as he went. The door
of that room was wide open. Inside
was the cask, its lid raised, and
erumpled beside it was a man.

CHAPTER II1
DEAD MAN’S MESSAGE

RNOLD bent dewn and grabbed

him by the collar, but he let go
instantly., The man was quite dead.
His eyes were glazing, his mouth
hung open and his limbs were as limp
as a rubber band.

As Arnold straightened up, he felt
a sensation of dizziness and some-
thing acrid irritated his nestrils. He
pushed Ann out eof the room and
quickly closed the deor.

“Gas,” he muttered. “Poisen gas.
Whoever that man was, he got the
full blast of it. Ann, that cask must
have econtained the stuff. If we’d
opened it—"

“I know who he is.” Ann pointed
an unsteady hand at the door, “He
worked for Uncle Jelm. It’s—Cran-
dall, ene of the servants.”

Arnold gave a breath of relief.
“Then we’ve solved our ghost. Cran-
dall must have tricked us into epen-
ing the door. He came in—just how,
I dox’t know—reached this room and
attempted to open the eask. Maybe
he dropped it and then hid when *we
came. He had a key—it’s in the lock
of that eask—so it proves what he
was up to. Looks to me as though
your deceased unele realized there
would be a lot of geople looking for
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his money, so he set a few traps. And
Crandall bit on this one.”

Arnold opened the door, held his
breath and ran to a window. He flung
it wide, forced the blinds apart and
allowed fresh air to sweep the poi-
sonous gas from the room. Then he
examined the cask. It contained an
envelope, addressed to The Finder.
Arnold carried the envelope out te
Ann and they both returned to the
living room. The lights were bright
again. _ :

“This envelope was addressed by
Uncle Jerome,” Ann said. “I recog-
nize his writing. Open it, Mark.”

There was a single piece of paper
inside, likewise written in that
crabbed hand. As he read it, Mark
gulped and wet his iips. Ann looked
over his shoulder and gasped in hor- -
ror at the significance of those words.

To my heirs, legal or pilfering:

I may or may not have died a wealthy
man, It is now your privilege to find out.
There are six casks hidden in this house. One
of them contains my legacy. The others eon-
tain Death! They ean be found if you look
hard enough—so can Death!

I leave this strange legacy because I have
always been considered a erackpot, so I may
as well prove my enemies were right. I am a
erackpot, but that’s how I like it. E

Ann laid the letter down slewly
and gazed at Arnold. “It means that
if anyone searches for those ecasks
and finds the wrong ones, they’ll be
—killed. Mark, we can’t permit that.
It will be—murder. I—Mark! The
door !”

There was a distinct rapping en
the front door, imsistent and urgent.
Arnold meved toward it carefully,
took a firm grip of the knob and sud-
denly yanked the door epen. There
were two people standing en the
porch.

“You’re Mark Arnold, the kill—
the man who was sent here to guard
Miss Thayer?” one of these asked.

Arnold nodded. “Come in. Miss
Thayer is here.”

Ann met them in the hallway.
“These are Frank and Russell Gan.
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They are brothers and—my cousins,”
she told Arnold.

“What do you want here?” Arnold
asked in a low voice.

“Probably,” Frank Gan answered,
“the same thing you’re looking for.
We heard Foster had sent Ann here
to search for the old man’s money.
She was his niece and we are his
nephews, which gives us a share in
the meney as well. We know that the
old fool left no will, even though he
. favored Ann because she spent a few
weeks here off and on.”

“Then you're due for a surprise you
may net like,” Arnold told him. “One
of Jelm's servants returned tonight
with the same idea as you have in
mind. He’s in one of the rooms down
the hall—dead.”

USSELL GAN reached into his

coat pocket, rather clumsily, and
extracted a cheap nickel-plated re-
volver.

“If anybody has been killed in this
house, we know who did it. You!” he
accused. “You’re practically a proven
killer even if the jury let you go.”

Arnold shrugged, but he was grate-
ful to Ann for moving closer to him.
“Guns won’t do you much good here,
gentlemen, You see, it’s not me you'll
have to be afraid ef. It’s your dead
uncle. But—his ghost is less harmful
than the casks. The Six Casks, gen-
tlemen. Your uncle was a peculiar
man, His legacy is contained in one
of the casks, but the other five con-
tain death. Crandall picked one of
them—and he is dead. Therefore we
have five left. You don’t believe me!
Then read this letter which your uncle
wrote prior to his death.”

The pair read it, looked at each
other in astonishment and then Frank
spoke in a slightly rasping voice.

“I guess this is on the level all
right. Russ, - go out and bring Dilson
and Spencer inside. They are the old
man’s nephews, too. We've all got to
work this thing out befere we go
sticking our noses inte those casks.
And T warn you, Arnold, that we'll

look at Crandall and if he was killed
by a broken neck, we’ll hold you
guilty. That’s how you killed your
partner, wasn’t it?”

Russell strode out into the night.

‘Frank Gan went down the hall to the

old man’s room and disappeared in-
side. Ann looked up at Arnold, whose
face had gone gray and grim.

“Mark,” she said softly, “what
really did happen between your part-
ner and yourself? I trust you—no
matter what you were accused of do-
ing. Did you kill him?”

Arnold looked away. “The jury said
I didn’t. I told you that before. Forget
it, will you? We've enough on our
minds without that.”

Russell returned with Dilson. He
was a sly, wiry built man with a curl
to his lower lip that seemed to give
him a perpetual sneer. He favored
Arnold with a dour, suspicious look.

Jim Spencer, the last of the quar-
tet, stormed into the house. There
wag a rifle thrust in the crook of his
arm. He greeted Ann effusively, shook
hands with Arnold and began to
chuckle in high humor.

“Imagine how the old boy would _
feel if he could see all of us getting
set to rip his place apart. I ran
across his grave just a few minutes
ago. Somebody ftore up the wooden
cross and broke it. Where’s Frank?”

“Down here.” Frank popped out
of the room where Crandall had met
his death. “There’s been a murder.
Spencer, keep your rifle trained on
that killer. Russ, you and Dilson come
down here quickly.”

Spencer instantly brought the rifle
to bear on Arnold. They went into
the living room and Arnold sat down.

“Look here, Spencer,” he said, “you
seem to be the sanest of your party
so I'm going te talk a bit. First of all
there is a note on that table—written
by Jelm before he died. Crandall lost
his life to find it. You might be in-
terested and, for heaven’s sake, man,
put that gun down. Do you think I'd
tackle the four of you, even if I did
want to get rid of you?”



Spencer didn’t seem convinced, but
he picked up the letter, read it and
looked grave.

“It seems like Jelm’s writing,” he
admitted slowly, “but we’ve got to be
very sure this isn’t a trick on your
part, Arnold. After all, with your
record—well, you can hardly blame
us. Ann, 'm going to join the others.
You’d better come along with me.”

“Tll stay with Mark,” Ann an-
swered.

PENCER shrugged. “As you wish,

But remember, Arnold, there’s no
way eff this island except with the
speed launch we came here in and
I've got the spark plugs in my
pocket.”

He turned and walked down the
hallway to join the others in the room
where Crandall lay dead.

“Thanks,” Arnold said to Ann, “It’s
the first decent statement Fve heard
in months, Say, do you suppose those
four men will actually defy Jelm’s
letter and search for those easks?
Are they fools enough for that?”

“Net foolish, Mark, just hungry
for money. They’ll search all right,
but I won’t help them, Not if it means
they may be killed. I wish I'd never
listened to Foster—never heard of
thig island. I'm afraid, Mark Afraid
for all of us.”

Later Arnold and Ann Thayer
faced the four men who eame to claim

their share in the estate. Dilson as-

sumed the réle of spokesman and Ar-
nold knew that this man would go to
any extremes to get his hands on the
money. Dilson was no mollycoddle and
evidently he’d also persuaded the oth-
ers to work closely with him,

“Ann,” Dilson said, “eld Jelm trust-
ed you. We know how he had you lead
him around and he shewed you these
varwus hiding places. Where shall we
look first?”

Ann said nothing, but Arnold felt
her grow rigid and her hand, which
he held, was moist with perspiration.
Dilsen drew his gun amnd stepped
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elose to Arnold. The gun prodded Ar-
nold’s stomach.

“Get this, you murderer, the jury
let you go because they were all dopes.
Everybody knows you were guilty,
so if it becomes necessary to kill you,
our consciences won’t bother us too
much. Ann, unless you want to see
this killer get blown in half, you'd
better talk. I'm not fooling.”

“All right,” she said. “I’ll tell you
where one of the hiding places is lo-
cated. There’s no need for Mark to
suffer because of the brutal instinects
of eur little tribe. There’s a big room
at the back of the house. Jelm used to
eall it his prayer room. Take us there
and I'll show you where one of his
favorite hiding places was located.
Mark goes, too. Unless he remains
with me, I won’t say a word.”

They were willing to grant any-
thing. Supplied with flashlights, they
forced Mark Arnold and Ann to walk
abead of them, Ann opened a door and
they entered a huge room. It looked.
like a miniature oriental temple. In
the far corner stood a huge statue. It
was a Buddha, squatted on a pedestal
about six feet in diameter. Ann point-
ed to it.

“Below the Buddha, a section of
that pedestal opens up. Look closely
and you’ll see a Chinese face engraved
in the wood. Press the left eye.”

Frank Gan rushed forward with a
ery of elation. He dropped to both
knees, sprayed the pedestal with his
flashlight and found the Chinese face.

“Be careful, you half-witted fool,”
Arnold cried. “Remember what hap-
pened to Crandall and what Jelm
wrote in that note.”

“He was crazy,” Frank Gan shout-
ed. “Watch!”’

He pressed the left eye of the fig-
ure. A panel slid back about half an
meh and Gan opened it all the way.
His flashlight illuminated the interior
and revealed one of those brass-
bound casks. Frank Gan shouted in
elation, laid his flashlight down so
that its beam gave him light enough
to work by, and used both hands to
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reach in for the cask. He dragged it
several inches forward.

“It feels heavy,” he shouted. “This
is it, boys. I’ve found—"

“Look out!” Arnold called a warn-
ing, but he was too late. As the cask
slid forward, some clever mechanism
operated. The giant Buddha on the
pedestal slid forward, balanced on the
edge of the pedestal for a fraction of
a second and then came down. It must
have weighed a ton. Frank Gan heard
it coming, but he couldn’t move.

ERROR and surprise paralyzed

his nerves and muscles. He just
gave one ghastly shriek which was
cut off by the crash of the statue. Russ
Gan, the brother of the victim, leaped
to the Buddha and tried to move the
thing. He tore fingernails loose,
kicked at the grotesque thing, cursed
and sobbed at the same time. But
Frank Gan never moved or uttered
another cry.

Arnold made a brief examination
of what he could reach of the corpse.
Then he approached Russ Gan. The
man suddenly whipped out his gun
and leveled it.

“You did this,” he shrieked. “You
did it, damn you! This is all a trick
to get rid of us one by one so you can
get the money. You're a killer—and a
thief, toe. I'm going to let you have it
—right now.”

Arnold saw his finger start squeez-
ing the trigger. He stood about two
feet in front of Russ Gan. His foot
suddenly kicked out, hit Gan savage-
ly across the ankle and at the same
instant Arnold leaped to one side. The
gun roared once. Arnold grabbed it,
wrenched the weapon free and used
his other hand to wallop Gan just
over the heart. The younger man stag-
gered backwards and Arnold closed in
for the final blow.

“Hold it—Xkiller!” Dilsen snarled.
“Sock him again and I'll put a slug
through your back. Drop that gun!
Russ—get a grip on yourself. Pick
up the pistol, but don’t try to use it
unless Arnold pulls a trick. Every-

body return to the living room.”

Dilson parked himself on the cor-
ner of a big table in the middle of the
living room. Arnold and Ann sat side -
by side on a davenport that gave off
clouds of dust every time they moved.
Spencer lounged in the doorway, rifle
under one arm.

“We're going to need your help
again, Ann,” Dilson said. “Two casks
have been eliminated so far. There
are four to go. Perhaps the first one
we locate will be the jackpot. No mat-
ter—because we aren’t going to risk
our lives any longer. Not when we
have a perfect stooge to do it for us.
Arnold, you seem to be blessed with
a halo of good luck. Nothing short of
that got you free from the murder
rap. So we'll just put that luck te an-
other test. From now on you open the
casks.”

Arnold snorted. “Why don’t you
just start shooting? I’d rather die
from a bullet than one of old Jelm’s
contrivances. Nothing doing—I de-
cline the offer without thanks.”

Dilson grinned and Arnold didn’t
like the look in his eyes. “One will
get you five that you will. Ann tells
us another hiding place or we will
string you up by the ankles. Then you
open the cask or—we get rough with
Ann.”

Arnold half started from his chair.
“Why, you rotten—"’

Dilson whirled around. “I’ll take a
look myself. I spent a few days in this
place when I was a kid. Jelm used
to go down cellar a lot and I'll bet one
of those casks is hidden there. Watch
Arnold. T'll be back soon. If I find
one of the casks, he’ll open it.”

But Dilson didn’t return. After
about five minutes they heard his
voice through the floor. It was hoarse
and excited. Herded by Gan, Spencer
and their guns, Arnold led the way
with Ann at his side. They went down
the cellar steps. Dilson was still yell-
ing and they found him beside an
open trap door in the middle of the
cellar floor.

“Down there,” he said stridently.
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“Another cask and—another corpse.
I can’t see who it is. The guy must
be dead. He won’t answer me.”

Spencer looked down, using his
flash to augment Dilson’s. With a
muttered oath he swung through the
trap, located a ladder with his feet
and went down it. They saw him turn
the corpse over, and even Dilson gave
a cry of astonishment.

The dead man was Foster who had
commissioned Arnold to guard Ann.

“He’s dead all right,” Spencer
called up. “I think he tried to open
this cask and a poisoned barb struck
him. Arnold—come down here.”

Dilson jabbed Arnold with his gun
and forced him to the ladder. Spencer
pointed to the cask.

“Open it,” he ordered. “I think the
sting was removed by Foster, but
you’re going to take the chances from
now on. Watch out for that thing that
looks like a fish hook. It speared Fos-
ter.”

Arnold carefully avoided the barb,
found the cask unlocked and raised
the lid. He ducked back in a hurry,
but nothing happened. The cask wasg
empty.

“Fooled again,” Spencer groaned.
“Okay, Arnold. Climb up the ladder.
Dilson, stand by to help me out.”

CHAPTER IV
SUDDEN DEATH

HERE were only three casks left

and two of these would contain
a contrivance to kill. Arnold knew
he’d be elected to open them, and
even if he was lucky enough to tap
the harmless cask first, the chances
were that Spencer and Dilson and
Gan would eliminate him. Ann, too,
because -they could rig a murder
scheme which would appear like the
work of Jelm, eight years in the

- grave.

Or was he really dead? Was that
grave a fake? From what Arnold had
learned of the old man’s characteris-
tics it wasn’t beyond him to plot just
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such a situation as this and watch
them fall vietim to his traps. The bro-
ken grave marker, the dimming of the
lights and the voice which Ann had

~recognized as Jelm’s, all could be

scenery to lend more spice to the af-
fair.

Arnold kept his eyes and ears
open, waiting for a chance to get
possession of a gun and turn it on his
three jailers. But they were wary, too,
and suspicious of every move he
made. There was never a second when
one of those guns wasn’t covering
him.

He tried to figure out Foster’s place
in this mess. Why hadn’t Foster ac-
companied Ann to the island? If he
wanted the loot for himself, why had
he even suggested she go there and
try to find the stuff? One thing Ar-
nold was sure of—Foster’s interest
hadn’t been quite as remote as he
pretended. 2

Dilson had changed from a sneer-
ing, swaggering man to an utter cow-
ard. He kept looking around as if he
expected to see old man Jelm stand-
ing beside him. Gan just slumped in
a chair and said nothing. It was ap-
parent that he felt his brother’s death
tremendously. Even Spencer acted
nervous, pacing the floor and argu-
ing with Ann to tell of another hiding
place. Finally Spencer’s patience
seemed to be exhausted.

He walked over behind the daven-
port and pressed the muzzle of his
gun against Arnold’s head.

“Ann,” he said, “your friend has
about a minute to live. The less time
I spend on this island and in this
house, the better I like it, so I refuse
to accept any more of your stalling.
Make up your mind because I mean
this.”

“Tell him,” Arnold said in a mone-
tone. “There are only three casks left,
I’ve got a chance of survival.”

Ann arose. “Follow me,” she said.
“There’s a room upstairs—" :

Guns jabbed Arnold again. He
sighed and preceded the party. Ann
indicated a closed door on the second
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floor, Arnold turned the knob, gave
the door a shove and wgaited until
Russ Can, Spencer and Dilson
gprayed the room with light.

It was another big room, outfitted
like a man’s hobby werkshop usual-
1y found in a cellar. There was an old
rusted lathe, a drill press that had
been ruined by neglect, and a work-
bench whith ran the full length of
the room. The four walls were oddly
decorated with pikes, swords, daggers
and all manner of medieval weapons.

“Uncle Jelm used to make them
from originals,” Ann explained. “He
liked to work with metal.”

“Yeah,” Dilson grunted. “But I'm
net interested in a dead man’s hobby.
Look—right in the middle of the
bench. It looks like one of those casks,
covered with canvas.”

Three fiashlights centered on the
object, Ann shivered. The thing
looked more like a covered casket.

“You’re right,” Spencer gaid. “It’s
about the same shape and size of the
casks. Arnold, get busy. Remove the
canvas first and then open her up.
Be as careful as you like. We don’t
want to lose you yet. This is only the
fourth cask.” -

RNOLD bristled. “Suppose I re-

fuse? You’d kill me then, but
one of you would have to risk your
life to open the cask. It might al-
most be worth dying for—if I knew
the old man would get himself anoth-
er laugh.”

“Oh, no,” Spencer chuckled. “We’ll
kill you—certainly—but we wen’t
open the cask. Ann will be delegated
for those honors. So which is it, Ar-
nold?”

With a despairing glance at Ann,
Arnold moved forward. He studied
the setup for a moment. There were
about a dozen assorted knives and
swords clamped to the wall directly
above the canvas-covered object. Ar-
nold seized the canvas, gave it a yank
and exposed the fourth cask.

Behind him, the three men gave
gasps of avid pleasure. Russ Gan did-

n’t seem able to restrain his eager-
ness. He pressed closer until Spencer
warned him to be careful. Russ re-
treated about three feet. Arnold
rubbed his chin. If this cask was to
provide another death, the method
would be as clever and unexpected as
in the other three instances. Arnold
had no particular reason to court
death, but he was entirely at the
mercy of those three men.

Standing as far away from the
cask as possible, he reached out with
both-hands. He pressed down a catch
and the lock flange flew open. Now
all he had to de was raise the lid, but
when that happened— Death hovered
very close.

“Open it,” Spencer said sharply.
“Hurry!”

Arnold sent the lid flying open and
jumped back an instant later, Noth-
ing happened. The cask was heaped
with what seemed to be bundles of
currency.

“That’s the one!” Russ Gan shout-
ed. “It’s the right one! We’ve found
Hy

He pushed Arnold aside, dipped
beth hands, up to the wrists, in the
loosely piled wads of greenbacks.
There was a whirring sound, a dis-
tinet click and five of those swords
slashed down at the same time. They
were so arranged that no man stand-
ing at the cask, could possibly escape.
Russ Gan gave a wild shriek that
died in his throat. Three of the
swords took grim toll. Russ sank to
the floor, dead before he reached it.
His head was almost severed from
his shoulders.

Arnold turned Ann around quick-

ly and led her into the hall. Dilson
came out after half a minute.
" “You’re the luckiest man alive,” he
told Arnold. “I looked in the cask. Un-
til those bundles of fake money were
teuched, those swords wouldn’t slash
down. Russ was too eager.”

“Fake money,” Arnold gasped.
“Then—that eask was just another
of Jelm’s tricks?”’

“Yes.” Spencer came out of the



room. “Exactly that, which means
that you still have two more to in-
vestigate. One thing, Arnold, with
each cask discovered, your chances
improve. Now it’s a fifty-fifty propo-
sition. There are only two more casks
and one of these is harmless. . .. Ann,
it’s up to you again. What other part
of the house did the old man have
you lead him to? Come on—stop stall-
ing. Perhaps in two minutes the
whole thing will be over.”

“He’s right,” Arnold told her. “It’s
best to finish it up as quickly as pos-
gible.”

“But they’ll kill both of us when
they find the money,” Ann whispered.
“lI heard Dilson say so. They’ll ar-
range things so it will look as though
another of Uncle Jereme’s traps did
it.”

Spencer walked closer. “No whis-
pering,” he snapped. “All I want is
action.”

NN looked into Arnold’s eyes.

He nodded and gave her a slow

smile, She turned on her heel, walked

down the corridor and stopped in
front of another closed door.

“This was Jelm’s private study. He
allowed no one to enter this room and
he took me here only once. I vaguely
remember something about a paneled
wall. A section slides either up or
down and there was a good sized com-
partment hidden behind it—large
enough for one of those casks.”

“Ah!” Dilson rubbed his hands.
“Now we're getting some place and
believe me, Arnold can do all the
work. I’'m not quite as impetuous as
Russ. Let’s go!”

Arnold opened the door. The room
was a lavish place. All four walls
were paneled right to the ceiling.
Beautiful hand-carved stuff worth a
small fortune. Ann stepped into the
middle of the room and slowly piv-
oted. :

“It’s over on that wall,” she point-
ed. “I remember because he brought
me here late one afternoon and the
sun was streaming through that win-
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dow. It lit up the whole inside of the
compartment behind the slide, I think
you press or pull part of the scroll
work engraved in the wood.”

Arnold didn’t wait to be ordered.
He walked briskly to the wall, mo-
tioned for the flashlights to be cen-
tered on it and then he lightly passed
his hands across the deeply etched
designs. One tiny curved portion
moved slightly.

“This is it,” he said stonmily. “T'il
open her up and for my sake, I hope
it’s the last cask. I don’t know why I
was ever fool enough to get mixed
up in such an affair.”

He moved the hidden lever. A wide
portion of the wall slid upward
about four inches. Arnold wiped
sweat from his face, called for more
light and studied the problem.

“I see how he did it now,” he said
softly. “This cask is really part of
the paneling itself. One side must be
designed to match the wall. It’s neces-
sary to insert the hands through that
opening and work the cask free. Well
—seeing that I either have to do it
or be shot, I might as well get going.”

He thrust both hands gingerly
through the narrow aperture. His
fingers located the back of the cask
and he pressed against it, trying to
force it out. He heard one of those
sinister ¢licks, The slot, which opened
up, closed again. His two hands
were pinned down firmly at the
wrists. He tugged, called for help and
began to shout. Neither Dilson nor
Spencer moved a step. Ann reached
his side and tried to pry up the mov-
ing section of wall.

“I can’t budge it,” she cried. “Dil-
son—Spencer—are you going to
stand there and let Arnold die?
There’s no telling what will happen
next.”

“You said it.” Dilson had a nasty
grin on his face. “That’s just why
we're waiting. Get away from him,
Ann—unless you want to be in on it
when old Jelm’s trap really goes to
work.”

Arnold kept tugging. He even
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braced his knees against the wall and
pulled, but nothing seemed able to
move the trap which held him fast.
Ten minutes went by and Arnold
grew limp with fatigue. Then Spencer
stepped closer.

“I don’t understand this ene,” he
said. “The trap worked, but Arnold
isn’t dead. Dilson, beat it into that
workroom where Russ got his. Find
something to pry open this slot. I'm
betting we’ve found the right eask.
That must be it or Arnold would be
dead by now.” :

Dilson disappeared and eame back
in two minutes with a light, thin bar
of steel. Spencer chipped a hole in the
paneling, thrust the lever into posi-
tion and leaned on it. The bar bent
under Spencer’s tremendous pres-
sure. He was stronger than he looked.

Then the old, rusted mechanism
gave way under the strain. The
spring broke and Arnold’s hands
came free. He stepped back, massag-
ing them and wincing with pain.
Spencer gestured with his gun.

“Now get the cask out of the wall
and open it,” he directed. “Snap it up,
Arnold. This does the trick, I'm
sure.”

Arnold got the cask out of its
niche, placed it on the floor and raised
the lid. The eask was empty!

PENCER and Dilson groaned

aloud. Arnold went ever to the
niche and examined it carefully. Dil-
son stood right behind him with his
flashlight. Suddenly Arnold pivoted.
His left hand balled into a fist and
smacked Dilson full in the face. At
the same time his right hand grabbed
the gun which Dilson held. He
wrenched it free. Spencer started to
lift his rifle, but Arnold had him
covered. He also held Dilson’s flash-
light.

“One move,” he warned, “and I’ll
let you have it, Spencer. I'm getting
out of here. If either of you follow
me, you'll have a gun fight en your
hands. Stand just as you are. Damn
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this crazy business and everybody
connected with it.”

“Mark,” Ann cdlled out and started
toward him.

“Shut up,” Arneld snapped. “That
includes you, Ann. Yeur dear cousins
can take care of you from now on.
I'm through.”

He stepped out of the room and
they heard him running madly down
the hall. Dilson started after him, but
Spencer called him back.

“Let the fool go. He ecan’t get off
the island and we’ll take care of him
later. Remember, Pve got a rifle with
a range three times as far as the gun
Arnold has. Ann, I hope this proves
to you that we must stick together.
Arnold showed his true colors. He’s
a killer and all killers are cowards.”

“Then Ann opens the last cask,”
Dilson declared.

“Calm down,” Spencer said an-
grily. “What are you afraid of ? There
are six casks. One killed Crandall, the
second disposed of Frank Gan, the
third killed Foster, the fourth cut
down Russ Gan and now the f.fth one
has been taken care of. Something
must have gone wrong with the trap
because Arnold didn’t get hurt. No
matter—there is only one cask left.
The sixth, and Jelm said in his let-
ter that one .of the six contains his
fortune. Which means the sixth cask
must be harmless.”

“Gosh—that’s right.” Dilson looked
relieved. “Then the rest of it is easy,
Ann, where would the last cask be
hidden ?”

“I wouldn’t tell you if I knew,” Ann
said hetly. “Nothing ean make me
show you another hiding place. 'm
through, just as Arnold is. Kill me—
do anything you like—but I won’t
take any further part in this mad
scheme,”

“No?? Spencer asked with silky
ieiness. “We’ll see about that, but first
I’ve got a theory. Dilson, take a look
at this wall. The carving is identical
on beth ends which means that there
is a chanee we might find another of
those seeret niches on the other side



of it. Here—take my flash while I
have a look.”

Spencer checked the location of the
release lever, found a similar en-
graved figure at the other end of the
wall and moved this, Instantly a sec-
tion of the paneling flew open, reveal-
ing another cask.

“Want to pull the cask out?” Spen-
cer queried. .

“Not me,” Dilson answered.

“You're more of a coward than
Arnold,” Spencer said derisively.
“Hand me that steel bar. Prop it up
against the panel like this. Now, hold
it there so that slot can’t smash down
like it did on Arnold’s hands. Steady
—she’s coming loose. She is loose!”

He gently placed the cask in the
middle of the floor and kicked it. He
faced Dilson.

“We know this cask isn’t danger-
ous because it’s the last one. Just the
same I risked my neck getting it out
of the wall and now it's your turn,
Dilson. Open it!”

“Why not?” Dilson knelt beside the
cask. “Brother, prepare to feast your
eyes on a lot of cash, or maybe it's
jewels. No matter which—we share
it now, Spencer. The old man did us
a favor by putting the rest of his re-
lations out of the way. Here she
goes !”

He raised the lid. His face became
ruddy with rage. The sixth cask was
also empty. The lid started to fall and
he gave it a hard sheve back. Some-
thing that looked like a striking co-
bra slashed from inside the lid. It was
a brass claw attached to a bar of
similar metal.

There were three points to the claw
and these bit into Dilson’s arm, He
shrieked with terror, used his free
hand to move the claw and then arose
slowly. The ruddiness had left his
face and he was perfectly white. His
lips moved, but no words came forth.
Spencer put an arm around him, Dil-
son continued to move his mouth.
Then he sagged in Spencer’s grasp.

“Dead!” Spencer exhaled loudly.
“Damn Jelm—the sixth cask was as
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dangerous as the other five. He
tricked us. That claw was poisoned!
Ann, pick up my rifle. We're going
downstairs and try to figure this
thing out. I don’t believe there is an
answer. Maybe the best thing to do
is leave the island even if we have to
swim. Come on—I—I can’t stand it
here. There’s death in every corner,
in every breath in this damned
house.”

CHAPTER V
TREASURY TOWER

HEY sat down on the davenport.

Spencer seemed to have lost all
his former courage. He was trembling
and unable to think lucidly. The
white light of the gas lamp threw its
grotesque shadows around. Every
now and then something creaked dis-
mally in the old house.

Ann said, “Spencer, I want to get
out of here. Id rather spend the rest
of the night on the beach. Please—
I’'m terribly afraid. I— Spencer—
what’s wrong? Wake up! Talk to me!
Spencer !”’

But the last of her cousins just sat
there, lounging against the back of
the davenport. He was alive, but
something had put him into a deep
lethargy. His eyes were wide open,
and staring, He breathed hoarsely,
but even when Ann shook him, he
made no other sound and he seemed
to be as lifeless as a burlap bag.

The storm which had been hover-
ing outside broke loose again, Light-
ning flashed through the windows.
Thunder rolled and the old house
seemed to shiver too. If only Arnold
were here. Ann couldn’t understand
his strange actions—unless Arnold
really was a coward and like the
others who had died, kept up a false
front so he might locate the fortune
of a dead man. If he were only at her
side. . . .

There was an imperative knock-
ing at the front door. Ann sprang up.
That must be Arnold. There was no
one else on the island. She didn't no-
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tice the gas lamp slowly grow dim-
mer until finally there was just that
same bluish, ghastly light coming
frem it. Spencer remained exactly as
she had left him—apparently in a
coma, ~

She opened the door and a gust of
rain and wind almost swept her off
her feet. There was nobody on the
porch.

“Arnold !’ she called out. “Mark!”

The wind answered with a dismal
howl. Ann turned around slowly,
heedless of the rain that pelted her.
A jagged streak of lightning illumi-
nated the hall for a second. Ann
raised one hand to her throat and
froze in a spasm of terrible fear:

At her side steod something. Not
a human being. Not a man, for noth-
ing alive could have leoked so ema-
ciated. A putrid odor filled the hall-
way. Ann recognized it. Once she had
opened a small grave where a pet
dog had been buried. She was a child
at the time and didn’t know what
death was., So she believed her dog
had been buried because it had dis-
obeyed. That same foul odor had met
her nostrils that time—the odor of
the grave.

“Are you frightened?”’ the Thing
at her side queried and the voice was
that of her Uncle Jelm.

“Of course you are,”’ the Thing
went on. “Anyone would be. But I
mean no harm. Remember how I said
I'd always come back so. you could
take my hand again and lead me
about—as you did when you were a
little slip of a girl? I've come back,
Ann.”

“Then you—are Uncle—Jerome?”
Ann’s tongue helped to form words,
but she stood paralyzed in fear.

“Of course, child. 'm home again.
Take my hand. I can’t harm you.”

UTOMATICALLY her hand

. went out and grasped—Dbones!

" Or, if there was flesh there, she could-
n’t feel it. She was preparing to walk
hand in hand with a corpse—with the
ghost of a man dead for years. Every-

thing flashed through her mind. The
grave, the breken cross, the dimming
light—why it was dimmed again just
as it had been when Jelm came the
first time. Her feet moved like those
of a’robot.

“Don’t let go of my hand,” Jelm’s
voice croaked. “If I lose you, I may
not be able to come back again. Re-
member when I was alive—when my
sight failed and you led me about?
There was one place I took you—the
best of them all. Where I could hide
my treasure and keep it from anyone.
You will lead me there again,, child.”

“But I—don’t know—"" Ann began
to say.

“Of course. you do, child. Those
thieving nephews investigated every
other one of my hiding places. There
is but one left and you must remem-
ber it. Come now—I was always kind
to you. Just as you were the only per-
son on earth who was kind to me. I
took you there once. I—”

“The tower room,” Ann
hoatsely. “The tower room!”

The Thing beside her gave another
of those cackling chuckles, exactly as
Unele Jelm had laughed. Ann moved
forward, still gripping that bony
hand, still inhaling air made putrid
by the smell of the dead.

She never remembered how she
mounted the feur flights of steps.
They reached a small, circular rcom
that overlooked the sea. She could
hear the pounding waves, the rattle
of rain against the windows and sides
of the house.

“You’re no longer afraid, child,”
the spectre croaked. “I wouldn’t harm
you. Now—here is the tower room.
The hiding place. Find it!”

Ann walked into the very center of
the room and leoked directly up at
the ceiling. There was a small sky-
light there and a heavy cord seemed
to control a shade which could be
drawn across it. She reached up for
the cord and pulled—hard.

A creaking noise sounded. The cur-
tain didn’t meve, but a whole section
of the ceiling seemed to be dropping

said.



down. Four chains controlled the slow
descent. They supported another of
those strange casks. Ann felt the
bony hand jerk free and for a mo-
ment she and the spectre were parted.
Then her forearm was seized.

“See, child! You didn’t forget, did
you? Now I must go back, but please
—Dbefore I leave—let me look at you
once more. I can never return. All
earthly things must pass. For me
there is just a grave. A grave that is
damp and dark. Listen—thunder. In
a moment there will be lightning.
Stand near the window so that when
it breaks, I can see you. Then you will
be alone for I shall have gone.”

Ann backed away until she stood
with her spine against the window
pane. It was a big window, reaching
almost down to the floor. She remem-
bered how she used to like to curl up
before it and watch the surf beat
against the shore.

FLASH of lichtning! The Spec-

tre stood revealed. It moved to-
ward her with both arms out-
stretched. Ann gave a shriek. She felt
the two hands grasp her shoulders
and she was forced back—back—
against the glass. Harder and harder,
until it eracked.

Fresh terrer brought her wits into
play. She pounded at the ghost—
fought it with all the strength she
could muster, but it was no use. A
section of glass broke free and landed
on the roof. She was being forced
through that window. The fall would
kill her as surely as those traps had
killed the others.

Then she heard a shout, the sound
of hurrying feet. The ghost let go of
her, whirled about and a shadowy
form lunged across the tiny room.
The ghost gave ground. She heard a
human fist strike against human
flesh and the spectre admitted a
hoarse bellow of rage and pain, The
two bony hands and arms dropped to
the floor. Human arms, warm and
clad with flesh, came from beneath
the apparel which the apparition
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wore. Lightning illuminated the room
again. Ann gave a cry of surprise.
Arnold was here. He’d returned.

Arnold closed with the fighting;
cursing fraud which had led Ann to
this tower room. He drove a blow to
the pit of his opponent’s stomach,
doubled him up in pain and then
threw two fast ones at the man’s
chin. Both connected and hurled the
man against the further wall. He
dropped to his knees. A gun appeared
in his hand. This time the room was
illuminated by another form of light-
ning—man-made—crimson and ac-
companied by its own thunder.

Arnold gave a tremendous leap. He
hit the kneeling man, knocked the
gun aside and pinned him down. Two
powerful hands reached up, circled
Arnold’s throat and held there like
a Vise.

Although Arnold fought back, his
blows were growing weaker and
weaker. Lungs screamed for oxygen,
muscles and nerves called for a re-
lease of that horrible pressure.

Then, like a prayer answered, the
steely fingers relaxed their grip. The
man fell back and was still. Arnold
looked up. Ann stood there, the gun
in her hand. It was inverted.

“I—hit him—on the head,”
said. “I had to do it!”

Arnold took the gun from her, held
her in his arms for a moment, and
then he gave vent to a long sigh.

“It’s finished, darling. Everything
is over. Here—take my flash. I'll
carry our friend downstairs. He tried
to make you believe he was the ghost
of your Uncle Jerome, didn’t he?
Neat little trick. All he wanted was
for you to show him Jelm’s best
hiding place, where his money must
be. Oh, wait a minute. Let’s have a
look in this cask.”

It was half full of bonds, cash and
jewelry. Arnold lowered the lid and
then picked up the limp form of the
man he’d battled.

Downstairs, in the living room, the
gas light was bright again. Spencer
was on the floor, firmly trussed up

she
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with a gag between his lips. Arnold
placed the form he carried on the
davenport and removed the big, wind-
ing cloak, a flesh-colored covering
which made the man seem bald, and
a strange mask. He loocked down at
Foster—whom Spencer had found
dead in the pit.

(13 O YOU understand now?”

Arnold asked her. “Foster
was behind it all. He came here alone
and searched, but he couldn’t find
Jelm’s money. So he hit upon a plan
to make you get it for him. Remem-
ber how the eask, located in the
paneled wall, imprisoned my hands,
but didn’'t hurt me? That’s exactly
what your dear departed wuncle
planned.

“All his tricks were relatively
harmless although they might have
scared anyone to death. He knew
those nephews would cluster like bees
around a honey pot. He really did
write that note which we found in the
first cask, imdicating that whoever
looked for his fortune would be
killed unless he found the right cask.

“Foster located this letter and read
it. Then he ferreted out those hiding
places and changed Jelm’s harmiess
traps into death traps. All except the
one which imprisoned my hands. I
guessed then—the secret. The Bud-
dha, for instance, had been filled with
sand taken from the beach to make
it heavy enough te kill. The swords
which dispatched Russ were formerly
flimsy, tin-plated things. The claw
which killed Dilson hadn’t been poi-
soned until Foster found it.”

“But Foster—in the cellar pit—"
Ann gasped.

“A frameup, like everything else.
Crandall, the servant, must have told
Foster about the house. Foster just
set one of the traps for him. That was
to produce the letter for our benefit.
He was hidden somewhere and had
prepared those ghostly trappmgs—
even to some chemical that gave off
the smell of an open grave. Spencer
was in on it. He was the only man

to examine Foster's supposed dead
body in the pit. I slugged him to keep
him quiet. We took his word that.
Foster was dead.

“Spencer faked passing into a coma
to let Poster get in his final work—
that of making you believe he was
your uncle, returned from the grave.
False hands to lend the illusion they
were skeleton’s hands, touched you.
The veoice must have been a lot like
Jelm’s although it has been years
since you heard him speak, and
it wasn’t hard to make you believe
it really was Jelm. The dimming light
was controlled at the fuel tanks.”

“Oh, Mark,” Ann cried. “I thought
you had run away.”

Arnold grinned. “I wanted a chance
to look around—alone. All Foster de-
sired to do was get rid of the heirs
and blame their deaths on Jelm’s
trickery, or possibly on me. My repu-
tation as a killer would have helped
him. So far as anyone else knew,
Foster would never have been near
the island. He had you locate the
valuable eask—then he would have
thrown you out the window. Maybe
Spencer was slated for death too. Our
boat was sabotaged se we'd be unable
to leave the island.”

Ann shuddered. “Mark—Ilet’s get
off this island. I—I'm still afraid.”

Arnold took ler gently by beth
shoulders, “Ann, I must know the
truth, Are you afraid of me too? Are
you? Because of what they said I
did—to my business partner?”

Her eyes were wide and steady.
“No, Mark—TI'll never believe youn
killed anyone.”

He sighed. ‘Swell—now I can tell
you the whole truth. My business
partner was accidentally killed. I ae-
cused him of being a crook, he lost

* his head, charged at me and fell in

such a way that his neck was broken.
Some friends of his found me astride
the eorpse and thought I was choking
him, They fled without bothering to
find out that what I was really doing
was using artificial respiration. I



I didn’t know then, that his neck was
broken,”

“But Mark—why didn’t you de-
fend yourself in court then?”

Mark smiled grimly. “If I admitted
we were having a fight—well, imag-
ine what any jury would think. I
didn’t have a leg to stand on except
that there were no eyewitnesses. My
lawyer was clever and I knew it, so
I kept my mouth shut and gambled
on his smooth tongue and the ten-
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dency of juries not to convict by cir-
cumstantial evidence.”

“Mark—"” Ann moved closer—“I
was so sure there must be an expla-
nation. But it really didn’t malke
any difference. Not to me. The
man I loved couldn’t have been a
murderer.”

For the first time in thirty years,
the old house rang to a whoop of joy.
It almost seemed to clear the place
of its dead, grim decay.
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Prosecutor’s Payoff

By D. L. Champion

dq
¥ STOOD in the doorway ef the
I bedroom and breathed a sigh of

relief. At last her eyes had closed.
At last she was oblivious of the pain
in her shoulder, of the anxiety in her
mind. She slept. I closed the door silent-
ly and tiptoed downstairs into the liv-
ing room.

1looked at the clock. I said to myself,
“Two more hours. Then she won’t have
to worry any more. After that the
pain will go away. She will be well.”

I sat down and lighted a cigarette.
Tor a moment I forgot my wife sleep-
ing upstairs. I thought of a man with
an underslung jaw. With savage, deep-
set eyes. With a hard merciless mouth.

©f course, under the circumstances
it was foolish of her to worry. Yet
when I thought of that man I felt a
tiny shudder crawl along the base of
my own spine. Well, after two more
hours had passed it would all be over.
Gretchen would be well again and our
happiness would be resumed.

Outside, the snow fell like confetti.
The wind sang a biting threnody about
the house. Drifts piled up against the
walls. I stood up nervously and went
to the window. I remained there for a
moment, my face against the pane.
The snow flakes hammered silently
against the glass. It was impossible to
sge a foot ahead of me.

I turned away, took two strides to-
.ward my chair, then froze to immobil-
ity. The scream tumbled cresecendo
down. the stairs, poured into my ears
like congealed vitriol. There was a
awift vacuum at the pit of my stomach.
My blood was a fluid mallet beating
against my pulses.

From the shadow ef the chair the killer escaped—only to find
that Salan had made a special reservation for him al the
morgue. :

b

I broke the paralysis which was
upon me, raced toward the staircase.
There were sixteen steps. Four strides
got me to the top. I burst into the bed-
room, panting and tense, The lights
were full on. Gretchen sat propped up
on her white elbows. Her clenched
hand was held at her mouth. Horror
was diffused in her grey eyes.

Standing at her side was a man with
a gun in his hand. A man with an
underslung jaw, savage deep eyes and
a hard mere¢iless mouth.

In a veice crackling with bitterness
and maekery he said, “Good evening,
counselor.”

I set my jaw hard. Rage banished
the fear that had been inside me. I
clenched my fist and walked toward
him. He moved his gun quickly. Its
muzzle did not aim at me. It was di-
rected at Gretchen’s heart.

He said, “Easy, counselor. You're
young to be a widower.”

The courage oozed from me as I saw



Gretchen staring, panicked, at the gun.
Bewilderment came in its place as my
brain began to function.

“Wallace,” I said, “how did you get
here? How in the name of Heaven did
you__”

He put his left forefinger across his
hard mouth. He said, “S-s-sh, listen.”

Istrained my ears. I heard the whine
of the wind as it beat against the walls.
I listened with every fibre of my being.

Then, faintly, an obbligato te the
sound of the wind, I heard a lower,
deeper note. A lump turned over at
the pit of my stomach.

“The siren,” I said. “The prison
siren. Then somehow you escaped. And
tomorrow you would have been dead.
You—"

I stilled the epithet on my tongue’s .

end. I bent over Gretchen.Isaid, “Take
it easy, darling. Bverything will be all
right. Try to go back to sleep.”

I put her head back down on the pil-
low and drew the covers about her. I
straightened and met Wallace’s eye.

“If you’ve anything to say to me you
can say it outside.”

E NODDED, followed me from

the bedroom. In the hall beyond,

he thrust the gun muzzle into the pit

of my stomach and said, “I told you,

didn’t I, counselor? I told you the exe-
cutioner would never burn me.”

I stood there, frankly frightened,
remembering other things he had told
me. That he would live to kill Gretchen
if she testified against him, that he
would erush out and get even with me
as the prosecutor who had sent him to
the state penitentiary. I felt a wild im-
potent rage against him.

“Damn you,” I said, “haven’t you
done enough? First, you’ve killed I
don’t know how many people. Then
you happen to kill one as my wife is
driving by. She is compelled to become
a witness against you. I am compelled
because of my job to prosecute the
case, You try to remove my wife. You
fail to kill her, true, but you wound
her and drive her to the edge of a
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nervous breakdown. Isn’t that
enough ?”’

He shook his head. “You and that
dame sent me away,” he said. “You’re
going to see that I get out. You're
lucky, counselor. Once I’d promised to
kill you both. However, I'm letting that
go.”

I leaned up against the wall, feeling
dead and despairing. I said, “T'll do
whatever you want. For Heaven’s sake
leave her alone.”

He grinned unpleasantly. “Not com-
pletely, I won’t. Now get this. As soon
as this blizzard lets up, I want you to
drive me to Weldon airport in your
car. Your wife is going along as well.
T’ll sit in the back seat with her. I shall
have the muzzle of this gun pressing
into her flesh. Understand ?”

I said weakly, “Go on.”

“Before we leave this house you will
phone the airport, chartering a plane
to Chi. You will say Doctor Lewis, a
specialist, is taking your wife there
for her health. I'm the doctor, see?
Then you’ll go back home. Me and the
wife’ll go along to Chi in the plane.”

“You’re crazy,” I said. “Do you think
I’d stand for that?”

“I don’t know what the hell else you
can do. I’'ve got friends in Chi. Me and
the wife’ll get in touch with them.
Then three days later when I’m safe,
I’ll let her go. I'm holding her for those
three days to keep your mouth shut
until I’'m safe. Get it ?”

_“If I don’t do this?”

“I’ll kill her,” he said calmly. “As a
matter of fact, I’ll kill you both. But
her first. Get it?”

I got it. I tried to force my brain to
function, to create some plan which
would frustrate him. But somehow my
mind seemed paralyzed. He stood
there grinning at me like a Daschau
guard.

“It was damned convenient for me
that I knew you lived within three
miles of the prison,” he said. “I figured
since you were the guy who put me in -
it was only right you’d be the guy that
helped me get away after I was out.”
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The door bell pealed with sudden
loudness. A glint of hope came into my
eyes. Wallace looked at me narrowly.
“Just a minute,” he said. He opened
the bedroom door, removed the key
and put it in his pocket. He forced me
into the room before him.

I stood there sick and fearful as he
bound Gretchen and fitted a gag to
her mouth. Then he led me out of the
room again and locked the door on the
outside. Through all this precedure,
the deerbell continued to ring.

“Open it,” he said. “T'll stand behind
the portieres with this rod in my hand.
If it’s a copper, stall him. If it’s anyone
else, handle him as if nothing were
wrong. Now go ahead.”

I went ahead, a wild hope in my
breast. Perhaps I could get help from
this caller; perhaps, in some way—

I opened the door and my heart fell.
A stranger, snow-covered, stood on
the porch before me. His cheeks were
gaunt and hollow. His eyes were sunk-
en deep into his head and there was a
dark feverish flame burning in them.
When he spoke it seemed as if his voice
were projected from some uneasy
tomb.

“The blizzard,” he said. “I ean’t see
through the windshield. May I remain

here until the storm abates and I can.

go on? I saw your lights and
thought—*

Automatically 1 said, “Of ecourse,
come on in.”

He walked into the roem, stooping
his tremendously tall frame to get
through the door. In a diseased, febrile
sort of a way he looked like Lincoln.
He removed his ecoat, sat down, and in
the deep eadaverous voice which sound-
ed like an echo in a graveyard, said,
“My name is Mordaunt.”

I nodded and told him mine. Wallace
came out from behind the curtains.
His gun was not in sight, put his right
hand was in his poeket ana there was
a bulge against the fabric. He glared
at me warningly. I read kis threat and
his thought. I introduced him as Doc-
tor Lewis.

OR a time we sat in a taut silence.

I stared at Mordaunt wondering if
I eould enlist his help, wondering if I
eould tell him Wallace’s identity be-
fore a bullet ripped into my heart, I
looked up to see him studying Wal-
laee’s face.

“Seen you before somewhere,
haven’t 1?” he said in his deep melan-
eholy bass.

Wallace shook his head quickly.
“Don’t think so,” he said, “I'm a
stranger in these parts.”

Mordaunt nodded. Wallace, slightly
nervous because of Mordaunt’s first re-
mark, said casually, “Tough night for
driving.”

Mordaunt nedded again. “It’s hell,”
he said. “I"d never have started out bat
it’s business. Casgh business and I need
it. A hundred and fifty bucks to a guy
with a family isn’t hay.”

Wallace and I nodded in inane agree-
ment. Wallace stared out the window
for a moment, then said, idiotically,
“Nice night for a murder, eh ?”

I shuddered at the word. But its
effect on Mordaunt was remarkable.
He stiffened in his chair. His face be-
came a deadly white. His eyes nar-
rowed and glinted coldly. His voice
lashed out at Wallace.

“What do you mean by that?”

Surprise flickered inte Wallace’s
eyes. I could see the outline of his
knuckles in his pocket.

“Why, nothing.,” he said. “Ne
offence meant. I mind my own busi-
ness, strictly. Just a passing remark,
that’s all.”

Mordaunt grunmted and relapsed into
sitence. Wallace looked at him curious-
ly. He said again, “Of course, 1 didn’t
mean anything at all. It’s odd how
many people get upset at the idea ef
death.”

Not, I thought wviciously, after
you've killed as many men as Wallace
has. Mordaunt looked up and stared at
WaHace with his smoidering black
eyes. : '

“Upset 7’ he said. “Not I. I've seen

Vtoo much of it. Peath is a natural



thing. Sometimes I think it’s the only
natural thing, I—"

His voice trailed off into silence. We
sat that way for a long, long time.
There was hollow fear within me. Yet
‘somehow my brain was numb. It re-
fused to function. I sat there, stupidly,
foolishly, inept.

Mordaunt stood up suddenly. He
crossed the floor and stood by the win-
dow. He stared through the pane for
a moment.

“It’s letting up a bit,” he said.
“Enough for me to go on anyway.
Thanks for the hospitality.”

He struggled into his great coat. I
felt a sudden panic coming on. Dour,
dolorous as Mordaunt was, he at least
was a human being who prevented my
being alone with Wallace. Somehow I
didn’t want him to go.

Wallace, never turning his back to
me, moved across the floor toward the
window, too. He glanced swiftly
through the glass. “It’s letting up
enough for us, too,” he announced. He
fixed me with threatening eyes. “Will
you put through that airport call now ?
See if the planes can go yet?”

He moved his right hand in his
pocket almost imperceptibly. Dully, I
got up. I made my way to the telephone
in the hall. Mordaunt slowly buttoned
his coat. Wallace took up a position of
vantage between us. I dialed the air-
port. Mordaunt, his coat fastened,
thrust his hand out perfunctorily to-
ward Wallace.

“Well,”” he said,
Lewis.”

Wallace took the outstretched hand.
Then for the first time since Wallace
had entered the house, I functioned.
I realized that for an instant, with his
right hand gripping Mordaunt’s, Wal-
lace could not shoot. It was my chance.
A chance that would have vanished
forever in a split second. I had no time
to search for a weapon. I uged the one
I already held in my hand.

SPRANG at Wallace, swinging the

telephone over my head. He heard

my footsteps behind him, snatched his
e :

“goodbye, Dr.
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hand away from Mordaunt and side-
stepped. The phone smashed against
his shoulder. He snarled an oath and
whipped his gun from his pocket. I
grabbed futilely at his wrist, succeed-
ed only on gripping his coat sleeve. The
revolver fired twice. Two bullets
crashed into the wall at my side.

I closed in, still fighting for Wal-
lace’s right wrist. I felt his hand move.
I felt the muzzle of the gun press
against my side. I smashed my fist into
hig face, expecting death to pour into
my body at any moment.

It was Mordaunt who prevented it.
He had moved toward us as we fought.
Five sgteely fingers and a thumb
grasped Wallace s wrist and wrenched
it away from my body just as two
more bullets spewed from the hot muz-
zle. I smashed my fist into Wallace’s
face again.

Wallace staggered against the wall.
He twisted his right hand as he went
and wrenched it loose from Mordaunt.
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