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; W[ WERE ENTOMBED IN A

MOUNTAIN LABYRINTH /

A true experience of W. B. BOLTON, Monett, Mo,

#“A MYSTERIOUS ‘MANHOLE"
in the roof of an Ozark
mountain cavern we were
exploring one day in-
trigued us,” writes Mr.
Bolton. “With no sense of
danger, we wriggled
through the hole and into
the inky darkness of a
cave beyond. For hours,
we explored.

“THEN TO OUR HORROR,
we found that we were
lost! Visions of searching
parties finding our bones,
months afterward, flashed
in my mind as we searched
for the exit. The candles
flickered out as the hours
passed. Only the flashlight
was left.

““AFTER SEVEN HOURS and a half of hideous searching, we came upon the exit
. to safety. We had found our way back to life again, thanks to our flashlight
"and its dependable ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries! »

ity TS, m
% of National Carbow Company, Itkc.

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER... (5 for#hc DATE-LIN® [

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST.42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y.
Lt of Cnion Carbide ([A8 and Caybon Corporation
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WE WENT to the wrestling matches

the other night. A couple of be-
hemoths—either of them fully capable of
playing the part of King Kong’s son with-
out make-up—were tossing each other
around in the best traditions of the Grunt-
and-Groan school. There was a lot of
punishment exchanged that evening, but
most of it was absorbed by the referee.

He was a mild-looking little man, with
a face as expressionless as a fried egg,
and we wondered what he was doing in
such a rough environment. Because any
time he bent down to tell the two boys
not to get mad, he got an elbow in the
ribs, or a kick in the teeth, and to us it
looked anything but accidental. We de-
cided the lot of a referee is not a happy
one.

That is why we gasped with dismay this
morning when we read Mr. Robert Riordan’s
letter. In the very first sentence he told us he
wants_us to settle an argument. Says Mr. Rior-
dan:

“I would like you to settle an argument be-
tween me and my friend. I particularly enjoy
fiction with bizarre elements and I don’t give a
darn about cold, logical explanations as long as
the story gives me a kick. But my pal says he
can’t enjoy a story unless he thinks it's 100%

4
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credible. He admits getting a lot of excitement
out of drama in the stories, and says he enjoys
the suspense and the mystery, but he claims the
rest of the stuff doesn’t go with him. How, he
asks, can one enjoy anything that you know
never was, never could be?”

Well, Mr. Riordan, remembering the little
referee who tried to judge an argument, we
would like to say that tastes vary, and let you
and your friend fight this out alone (without
the physical viclence of the wrestling ring, we
trust). On the other hand, we feel a certain
responsibility toward helping you and vyour
friend reach some sort of a peaceful scttlement,
so here goes. . . .

There are some skeptics, complete skeptics,
but we've even seen some of them convinced.
Your friend, however, does not seem to be one
of these. He admits from the beginning that
he enjoys reading the bizarre. His argument
is that he can't take anything that never was,
never could be. Well, we don’t hold any brief
for the impossible, either. But there are many
well authenticated cases of strange doings that
no amount of cold logic can explain. Television,
aviation—mechanical things that a century ago
would have heen considered the babblings of a
lunatic—are accepted, prosaic facts today. Is it
not possible that some day in the future we will
find natural explanations to those bizarre
aspects of human life and conduct which the
skeptics dismiss as “bunk”, and the credulous
accept as “supernatural”?

(Continued on page 5)



5 Minutes a Day'!
Give me |\ / 2
and Ill prove I can

ANEW MAN!

I’M “trading-in” old bodies for
new! I'm taking men who know
that the condition of their arms,
shoulders, chests and legs—their
strength, “wind,” and endurance—
is not 100%. And I’'m making NEW

MEN of them. Right now I'm even
training hundreds of soldiers and
sailors who KNOW they ve got to
get into shape FAST!

How do YOU measure up for the defense
of your country? Have YOU the strong
shoulders and back that can haul for miles
Uncle Sam’s standard 61 pounds of Army
man's equipment? Or if home defense presses
you into service, have you the he-man
strength and tireless energy that double~
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Totshual pho-
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the title, “The World's Most Perfectly Devel-
oped Man,” Against all comers! How did I
do it? How do I work miracles in the bodies
of other men in such quick time? The answer

‘“Builder of Men’*
Among all the physical In:lnw-

LY N
OUT—Charles Atlas!

THAT is the name Immudla!ely
thought of by men who T to
attain a physique that w:ll wnh-
stand hardship and strain, ready
for any possible emergency, per=
sonal or national.

In every part of the country
Charles is recognized as
“America‘s Greatest Builder of

Men.” Almost two million men
have written to him. Thousands
upon thousands have put their
physical develonmem into his
capahle
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STRANGE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES

(Continted from page 4)

Consider the authenticated cases of African
witch doctors who put an evil spell on a person
—pricking a wax doll with needles—using
exnvia (strands of hair, fingernail clippings,
bits of cloth, etc. belonging to the intended
victim, and the man dies, even though he may
be miles away. Such instances are rare in the
extreme, to be sure, but they have occurred, so
ethnologists tell us.

Mental suggestion, the skeptic
The victim knew that he was hexed and he died
of fear., Perhaps, and vet. . . .

Consider next that weird capacity possessed
by Polynesians—the strange ability to will them-
selves to death when they have grown tired of
living, and so controlling their physical func-
tions that they can end them at will forever.
Would it be surprising if one of those men
suddenly learned the secret of starting those life
processes going again . . . and thus returning
to life after he had died? Per-
haps, hut then so many things have been called
impossible. The imaginative person considers
the case, marvels at its startling probabilities,
and thus experiences a mental excitement that
the skeptic can not possibly enjoy.

And if these instances are too remote to serve
as examples, we can return to our own country

would say.

Impossible?

—to a famous university in the south that is
studying thought-transmission and telepathy
There, students are picked at random from the
campus and with a few weeks of training they
learn to read almost unerringly cards held up to
them on the other side of a screen.

But in quoting these bizarre instances of fact,
we don't want vou or your friend to think we’re
asking you to assume that anything is possible,
even in this world of scientific wonders (some
of which we would be better off without, such
as incendiary bombs and torpedoes.) Yet bear
in mind that well-worn but still serviceable
adage that grows more true with each passing
year—truth is stranger than fiction. We think
your friend will admit that. Let’s suppose he
never happened to hear the famous yarn about
the World War (Number One) observer who
was tossed out of his cockpit when the pilot of
the plane was forced to make a sudden violent

manouver. The pilot was surprised, to put it
mildly, when seconds later he levelled out at
some distance below and the observer plum-
meted directly into the cockpit he had left so
unceremouniously—stunned  but alive.  Your
friend, Mr. Riordon, might have said “baloney.”
So would anyone who didn't take Alice in
Wonderland literally. But if he read the yarn
in a fiction story, we're pretty sure he'd have
gotten a “bang” out of it, even if it did sound
like an author’s dream. It so happens that this
incredible story was true—verified by reliable
witnesses.

A less-known story concerns Sir Cecil
“‘hodes, fabulous financier and builder of Brit-
ain’s empire in Africa. As a penniless youth,
stranded in an Australian seaport, he was loi-
tering on the water-front. Some fishermen had
captured a shark, had opened it's belly, and
found a newspaper. They tossed it aside and
young Rhodes strolled over and out of idle
curiosity picked it up. It was a London paper.
That was remarkable enough in itself. Appar-
ently the shark had gobbled the newspaper
somewhere off the shores of England, swum the
thousands of miles to Australia—but the paper
was “delivered” in days time less than it could
have reached the port by boat. So Rhodes had
advance news of market prices in London, and
utilized the information to make himself a tidy
cam that proved to be the nucleus of a great
fortune.

There's a yarn that isn't verified, but neither
has it been disproven.

So, Mr. Riordon, despite our noble resolye to
semain neutral in this battle, it looks as though
we've wound up by giving vou the nod. But we
hope we've succeeded in giving you some
pointers you can pass on to your friend. We're
not asking him to swallow the shark-newspaper-
swallowing story—or any other story, even with
a grain of salt. We're glad he enjoys our offer-
ings, and hope he'll continue doing so—and
naturally that goes for you too. But most of all,
we hope we've helped a little in showing him
that the bizarre, the so-called impossible—oc-
curs in the Book of Life as well as in the actual
printed page.

THE EDITORS.
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ANDREW MAGEE

AND THE

"GRAY GHOST

When the peace and quiet of prosper-

ous midtown New York were invaded

by the Gray Ghost and his legions of

ruthless killers, the police were help-

less. Only Andy Magee held the clue which might bring him face to face

with the mad criminal genius who could roast men alive wherever they
might be!

CHAPTER ONE

The Gray Ghost Comes

Greiner who was the first to see the
Grinning Ghost. It was he who coined
the name the newspapers seized upon so
readily and splashed into headlines.
Greiner was drawn up at the curb'in
front of Fidel's First Avenue service sta-
tion when it happened. He was leaning
back in the saddle and taking things easy,

IT WAS Motorcycle Sergeant Louis

A Feature-Length
Novel of a Man W ho
Thought He Could
Rule the World

idly scanning the light stream of early
afternoon traffic as he listened to the sta-
tion attendant’s rumbling voice.

“It’s nothin’ but kids, I tell you, Sarge
—nothin’ but youngsters in their teens,”
Fidel pronounced emphatically. “They’re
pullin’ all these robberies an’ hold-ups. It's
the war that’s to blame; it’s got them all
stitred up, not knowin’ whether they’re
comin’ or goin’, so they're cuttin’ loose
and runnin” wild. This crime wave—"

The words faded; his eyes widened as
he stared down the avenue.

“Man, oh man—Ilook at that fool
come!” he marveled—but Greiner had al-

g
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ready spun around and caught a glimpse
of the car that was speeding northward
with utter contempt for speed regulations.

Automatically he shoved away from the
curb and throttled the Kelley-Henderson
as he shot out into the street, but the
oncoming sedan was abreast of him, was
bulleting past before he could get up speed.
Greiner's steely eyes glinted as he leaned
forward and roared in pursuit. The fools
were doing better than sixty. Drunk, prob-
ably—making a race-course out of a busy
city street. He'd show them.

His speedometer climbed over sixty,
over seventy, seventy-five. Now he was
gaining, was creeping up. The sedan was
less than half a block away, no more than
a hundred feet. His siren shrilled—and at
that instant the glass in the sedan’s rear
window dropped downward. Framed in
the aperture was a face that astonished
him—a face that sent a spasm of uncanny
fear stabbing through him.

That face wasn't human. Tt was gray—
a horrible, unearthly dark gray! It must
be a mask, a maniacal, grinning mask—
and yet the features were moving, were
twisting and contorting terribly, like a
gargoyle convulsed with demoniacal glee.
Baleful, venom-brimming eyes glared from
beneath a low-pulled felt hat—and then
Greiner saw the tommy-gun barrel.

Too late! The black muzzle spurted
orange-red flame, the deadly chatter
drummed in his ears, and searing agony
stabbed through his legs below the knees
as the front tire blew out. The machine
skidded crazily, pitched like a bucking
bronco, and hurled him head-first against
the rear of a heavy meat truck standing
at the curb.

Blackness blotted out the afternoon sun-
shine ; blackness that lifted only once when
Greiner stirred to semi-consciousness in
a hospital bed. His torn lips moved stiffly
as his glassy eyes stared unseeingly. Those
around his bed bent closer.

“A ghost—a grinning ghost—he shot

me,”” he mumbled ; and then Louis Greiner
was dead.

OHN O'MARA was probably the sec-
ond person to get a good look at the
gray-faced killer. Two uniformed special
policemen on guard outside Bondy &
Holden’s may have seen him also, but they
died so swiftly, it is doubtful that they even
knew what struck them. Certainly they
had no chance to draw their guns hefore
their bullet-riddled bodies dropped to the
Fifth Avenue sidewalk.

O’Mara was stationed inside the sales
room, on the edge of the crowd that sur-
rounded the auctioneer’s platform. Or-
dinarily he would not have been there, but
the recent wave of lawlessness had made
the fashionable jewelry firm uneasy. Be-
sides engaging the usual special officers
who customarily were on guard when a
valuable gem collection was to be offered
for sale, they had contacted the Magee
Detective Agency for the services of a
plain-clothes man.

Gray-haired O’Mara handled the as-
signment.

“Nineteen thousand and five hundred—
nineteen thousand and five hundred—sold
to Mr. Gregory Whittaker for nineteen
thousand five hundred dollars!”

The monotonous chant of the auctioneer
rang in O’Mara’s ears as he gazed at the
sparkling beauty of a diamond necklace
that was going for more than six times the
top yearly salary he had made on the police
force—and suddenly he tensed, subcon-
sciously alert to impending danger.

That sharp squeal was the sound of a
car braking to a stop—a car that had been
traveling far too speedily for decorous
Fifth Avenue traffic. From the corner of
his eye he glimpsed the dark brown sedan
gliding to the curb right in front of the
store, saw its doors swing open even be-
fore it came to a halt—and in the same
split-second crimson death blasted from it.

Suddenly the auctioneer’s voice was
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stilled by the staccato crackle of tommy-
gun shots, by the crash of glass as the
outside windows shattered. Out of the car
leaped three masked men who came charg-
ing across the sidewalk with drawn guns,
and a fourth brought up the rear with
the tommy-gun.

That much John O'Mara saw in a
single, startled glance. Then he went for
his gun, but before he had it clear of his
hip the deluge was upon him. Terrified
by the shots, the crowd stampeded, the
customers and the auctioneer’s staff as
well. Tables were overturned, chairs
knocked helter-skelter as they dived fran-
tically for cover of any sort.

To stand against that panic-stricken tide
was impossible. Someone crashed into
O’Mara and knocked him off-balance. Be-
fore he could recover his stance another
wild-eyed man hurtled full-tilt into him
and bowled him off his feet. Gun in hand,
he scrambled to his knees—and looked
squarely into the jaws of death.

Bearing down upon him was an in-
credible creature with a horribly grinning
face. A man with a face that was like dark
gray rubber—like wet rubber, just lifted
dripping from a tank! Not a white man
—not a Negro—not a human!

For a fraction of a second O'Mara’s
gun-hand was palsied, and in that instant
the tommy-gun blasted him. Leaden slugs
drove into him with pile-driving force,
flung him back on his haunches, slugs that
seared him with white-hot agony. The gun
dropped from his nerveless fingers and he
slammed back against the floor—but the
death he knew was claiming him was slow
in coming.

Through half-closed eyes he saw the
gray-faced specter crouching over him, the
tommy-gun swinging in a wary arc as his
men looted the showcases and the safe.
Hideously the rubber-like features writhed
and twisted—and then something wet
splashed down into O’Mara’s face. His
glazing eves widened, stared up at the

contorted countenance above him; and
then the darkness closed in over him.

NDREW MAGEE knew a liar when

he saw one, but he knew when a man

was scared, too. This fellow sitting beside

his desk was both—and that didn’t make

sense. Edward Parker had come to him

for protection, had come in terror of death

—and yet he wasn't telling the truth. He

was putting on an act even as he sat there
sweating with fear.

No, it didn’t make sense—especially
when the same thing happened twice in a
row. Yesterday it had been a woman who
sat there begging for his help while she
did her best to conceal the reason for the
unmistakable terror that underlay her ap-
prehension. Now it was Parker.

Magee leaned forward. His deceptively
mild blue eyes caught the other’s restless
gaze, held it with such intensity that
Parker’s nervously working fingers threat-
ened to shred the edge of his blue jacket.
He squirmed, and his face gleamed with
perspiration.

“Now let me get this straight,” Magee
recapitulated. “You were at work in your
cage an hour ago when this fellow tele-
phonéd you and demanded that you rob
the bank?”

Parker’s
tion.

“Twenty-five thousand dollars he
wants,” he mumbled. “He said I had to
have it for him today.”

“And you have no idea who your caller
can be?”

“None,” Parker shook his head. “I
never heard his voice before. It was low
and kind of wheezy, but there was some-
thing about it that sent a shiver down
my back. Something that made me know
he wasn’t bluffing.”

“And then he threatened you?”

“He said if T didn’t do what I was told
he’d see to it that I burned for it before
tonight. ‘Like this,” he said, and then a

dark head bobbed in confirma-
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strange feeling came over me—as if I was
burning up with fever—all over my body.
He told me that he'd know if I went to the
police or tried to get help and he’d settle
with me quick. But I can’t steal twenty-
five thousand dollars. I'd be discovered
sure. And if I don’t he'll get me—I know
it. That's why I came to you, Magee. I
know your reputation; I know you can
help me if anyone can. Get me out of this
and I'll pay you, Magee—I'll pay you—"

Magee understood that burning fever
all right; the fellow was consumed with
terror. But there was something about
his story that did not ring true, something
that—

The telephone interrupted his probing
speculation. He reached for it almost
mechanically, lifted the receiver to his ear
—and suddenly came tensely alert, gal-
vanized by the voice that came to him over
the wire. The voice of a nurse in the
French Hospital.

“He just regained consciousness and he
is asking for you,” she was saying. “I'm
afraid there won't be much time to see
him, Mr. Magee. Even if you hurry you
may be too late.”

That was O'Mara she was talking
about! OId John O'Mara who had been
perfectly hale and hearty when he left the
office a few hours ago. O’Mara—shot
down and dying!

Magee dropped the instrument into its
cradle and reached for his hat, and then
he remembered the man sitting there be-
side his desk. Parker, trembling and
sweating with fear. He thought swiftly.

“Look here, Parker, I have to leave
you,”” he announced. “That call was very
important—"

“But—but if you leave me; if I go out
of here—" the worried cashier quavered.

“You don’t have to go out,” Magee
settled that. “Stay right here until I get
back. That door,” he pointed to the one
between his outer and inner offices, “is
steel-paneled. I'll lock it. Don’t answer

if anyone tries to get in. My secretary will
be away all afternoon. Nobody will dis-
turb you, and you will be perfectly safe.”

Then Edward Parker went out of his
thoughts and John O’Mara took full pos-
session of them. Good old John. The years
flashed through his mind as a taxicab sped
him to what he knew was to be O’Mara’s
death-bed. Days when he and Walter
Sprague had been the greenest of rookie
cops; when veteran O’Mara had taken
them under his wing and coached them
through their flatioot days until they were
able to qualify for the detective force. The
day when he turned in his badge and
brought the Magee Detective Agency into
being. The day when John O'Mara, re-
tiring from the force, walked in and an-
nounced himself a new member of the staff.
... and now old John was dying.

O'MARA was barely breathing when
Magee stepped to his bedside, but his
old eyes brightened with satisfaction.

“Who did it, John?” Magee begged,
while he fought to down the lump in his
throat. “Who was he?”

“Short fellow with a blue suit—and a
gray face,” O’Mara whispered. “A gray
face, Andy—dark gray—like a—Iike a
rubber mask. He was the leader. He
looked like he was grinning—but I saw
his eyes. He was scared—scared out of
his senses—so scared that the sweat was
running off him in streams—so scared—"

The whisper faded, ended in a gasping
death rattle, and John O’Mara was gone.
For a long moment Andy Magee sat beside
the bed and looked down at the relaxing
face—and his square jaws tightened until
the muscles stood out like whipcords.
His fists clenched, and the hot blood
pounded riotously in his veins as he got
to his feet—to take the trail of a killer
who was ridden by fear. . . .

Bondy & Holden’s sales room was one
place that trail had come to light. Magee
knew that the police would be swarming
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there, but O'Mara's connection with the
robbery got him through the line that had
been thrown around the store. Got him
into the looted auction room, where In-
spector Wenzel, of Homicide, was being
badgered by a score of reporters.

“Crime wave—crime wave—all you fel-
lows ever think of is a crime wave!” the
inspector was growling. “You're like a
bunch of parrots. As soon as you get a
couple of stories you start shouting ‘crime
wave’.”

“ ‘A couple of stories’, Inspector?”” one
of the newshawks caught him up quickly.
“Seems to me this makes nearly a dozen
first-class robberies in the past week,
doesn't it? A dozen robberies and half
as many murders-—before what happened
here.”

“And how about the Ruggles and Din-
gleman disappearances?” another chimed
in. “How about Anne Humphries? That's
three kidnapings we know about—and I
hear that maybe there are more.”

“Kidnapings!” Wenzel roared. “Three
people leave town for a few days, and so
they're kidnaped!”

“How about the Kempster and Brown-
ing suicides, Inspector—they didn’t just
leave town for a few days, did they?” That
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Wenzel's heavy-jowled, broad-featured
face was brick-red. Wrathfully he turned
away from his tormentors—and his eyes
fell upon his pet abomination, Andy
Magee. Magee, the subordinate who had
refused to take his brow-beating, who had
turned in his shield and then added insult
to injury by replacing it with a private
detective's badge.

““What are you doing in here, Magee?”
he bellowed as he strode forward bel-
ligerently. “This is police business—
murder.”

“And one of the victims happened to be
John O'Mara, who was working for me,”
Magee reminded him. “O’Mara just died.”

“That’s what comes of a flatfoot trying
to play at being a detective,” Wenzel
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out you—or your gun. Get this, Magee
he thrust his jaw into Magee's face—"“T
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Magee got out, but as he started back
to his office his brain was working at top
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speed. Wenzel was on edge, that was ap-
parent. Evidently the crime wave the
newspapers had been shouting about was
even more widespread than they knew.
But was this latest outrage part of the
same criminal campaign? It differed from
the others in its reckless boldness.

From one of the reporters Magee had
heard of Sergeant Greiner's crash with the
Grinning Ghost, had gotten details of the
murderous raid on Bondy & Holden’s.
But why should hold-up men attract atten-
tion by racing through the city before they
had pulled their job? Why come sweeping
up to the store like wild Indians when a
surreptitious approach would have been so
much more advisable?

They seemed to have been courting
danger deliberately—and yet their leader
was quaking with terror. . . .

The outer office was as he had left it
when he stepped into it, but some sixth
sense whispered a warning as he ap-
proached the inner door. Perhaps it was
the utter stillness behind it. Perhaps—

Quickly he turned the key and swung
the door inward—and stopped short, while
horror tightened his scalp like a shrinking
cap. There at his desk sat Edward Parker
—or what was left of him! A horribly
discolored with a
ghastly, dark gray face that leered in a
hideous grin! In one hand that was no
more than a shrunken, dark gray talon he
clutched the telephone—a dessicated
corpse telephoning from beyond the grave!

The Grinning Ghost!

Was this unholy horror John O’Mara’s
slayer?

mummy—a creature

CHAPTER TWO
Fiendish Fetters

MAGEE stared at that ghastly travesty

of a face, at the blue suit, and
O’Mara’s voice rang in his ears. Dif-
fidentlr he bent over the corpse and felt

the coat, the trousers. They were clammy,
soaked with perspiration—with the sweat
of consuming terror!

And yet this /ad to be Edward Parker.
Nobody else could have gotten into the
office. Some horrible, incomprehensible
fate had overtaken him, but it was Parker.
He would have papers, identification, to
prove it.

Fighting down his aversion, Magee ran
his hands through the dank pockets, but
there was no wallet, no letters, no identi-
fication of any sort. More than that, the
label had been cut out of his suit, the
laundry marks been snipped from his linen.
There was not a thing on him to prove
that this ghastly creature was not the
Grinning Ghost, for whom every cop in
New York would soon be on the lookout !

The Grinning Ghost—planted there in
his office!

Even as that ominous possibility flashed
into his mind, Andrew Magee froze, tense,
his ears straining. That noise! There was
somebody at the outside door, slipping a
key into the lock. The police—sent there
to nab him in this hellish trap!

On tiptoes he sped across the outer
office. Gun in hand, he flattened himself
against the wall beside the door, waiting—
but when it opened his arm dropped limply
at his side. Instead of grim police faces,
he stared into a lovely, delicate face, into
deep blue eyes that were filled with con-
cern.

Laura Sprague, his secretary and chief
office factotum—and in many ways the
most important third of the Magee
Agency. He had forgotten all about her
in the swift tragedies of the past hour.

“There’s nothing wrong!” The wide
eyes filled with relief. “I was afraid some-
thing had happened. I've been trying to
get you on the phone more than half an
hour, Andy. The line has been busy, busy,
busy ; but when I induced the operator to
cut in she reported no conversation; said
the receiver must have been left off. I
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wanted to tell you about Boin. He came
home in a taxi—Dbleeding so badly that the
driver had to help him into the house.”

Boin . . . Boin . . . Boin, wounded and
bleeding. . . . Then there was a connec-
tion between yesterday’s caller and today’s
tragedies. . . .

That caller had been Gladys Boin. A
small, dark-haired, intense-eyed woman.
She had been a bundle of nerves, on the
verge of hysteria, as she dropped into his
chair and clasped the edge of his desk
with white-knuckled hands. On the ragged
edge of a breakdown, and yet she had
fought it off so successfully that she had
been able to sit there and tell him just
what she wanted him to know—and no
more.

“I need your help, Mr. Magee,” she
had poured out her story. “It’s about my
husband, Clement. He'’s in trouble. He
hasn’t told me, but I know that he is
horribly frightened. I want you to stop
him—to save him from himself before the
police get him. He doesn’t mean to do
wrong, Mr. Magee; it’s just that he’s try-
ing so hard to get money for us—for
Julie, my little daughter, and me. But
you must stop him!

“He has never made much money,” she
took a resolute grip on herself. “He'’s a
broker’s clerk, and you know what the
market is these days. But lately he has
been spending far more than he earns. He
has been going out nights to keep strange
appointments—and I know that sometimes
he isn’t at the office during the day. The
other night [ saw him slip a gun in his
pocket, and last night he came home with
the largest wad of bills I ever saw. I—I
took these to pay you—to retain you.”

Out of her handbag she took five new
twenty-dollar bills and nervously placed
them on the desk.

AGEE cross-examined her, but his
questioning yielded nothing more—
except the conviction that she was not tell-

ing him everything. She was deliberately
covering up, and yet there was no doubting
her terror.

It was that unmistakable fear that
swayed him. He pushed the bills back.
but against his better judgment he agreed
to try to help her.

He had been ready last night when she
called to tell him that her husband was
going out; had been waiting across the
street when Boin came out and hailed a
cab. Cursing himself for a meddling fool
who was sure to get his fingers burned,
Magee followed.

Boin went to a midtown cafe; waited
at the bar until he was joined by a second
man and then by two others. Half an hour
later they left, driving off in a light, cov-
ered truck. Magee trailed them to the
West Side, to a deserted side street in the
upper Twenties. The fur district—and
the dark building they entered housed a
fur storage warehouse.

Three of them entered. Boin remained
outside, in the dark of the doorway; but
he had no chance to give the alarm when
a gun was jammed in his belly and he was
yanked out into the street. Magee frisked
him, grabbed him by the collar and held
him a sniveling, cowering prisoner while
he cut loose with the captured gun. Two
bullets went into the truck’s tires, four
more went up into the air to bring the cops
swarming—and then he and Boin went
away from there in a hurry.

Later, over a coffee-pot table, he had
faced his captive.

“All right, Boin, let’s have it,” he de-
manded. “You know I ought to turn you
in for this. I'm giving you a chance to talk.
Who’s behind you? What's it all about?
Come clean.”

Clement Boin was like a cornered rat.
Stark terror gleamed from his deep-set
eyes, but he shook his head doggedly.

“There’s nobody—nobody but the three
fellows I was with,” he insisted. “I met
them at a bar a couple weeks ago. I needed
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money bad—and they knew how to get it.
So we teamed up. That’s all there’s to it.
I swear it. I've been a fool, but I'll go
straight—I swear it. Just give me a
chance.”

And that was all Magee had been able
to get out of him.

“I don’t believe you,” he spat disgust-
edly, “but I'm going to see to it that you
keep your promise. I'm going to keep
an eye on you—and the first time you
make a break I'll turn you in. Get that?”

Boin got it. He sniveled his gratitude
and slunk away, and Magee wryly washed
his hands of a distasteful job. That was
the end of it, or so he thought—but
promptly that morning he had learned his
mistake. He had hardly reached his office
when the telephone rang. It was Gladys
Boin.

“I want you to drop the case I spoke
to you about yesterday,” she implored
breathlessly. “I want you to forget that
I engaged you—that I ever saw you. There
is nothing that you can do for me—noth-
ing but cause trouble if you try to interfere.
Please, Mr. Magee!”

Her voice was so tense that it broke.
Magee caught the sound of a strangled sob,
and then the connection was broken. He
was sitting staring at the instrument when
Laura came in from the outer office.

“That woman is terrified,” she diag-
nosed. “What'’s it about, Andy ?”

Magee told her, and when he was fin-
ished Laura Sprague nodded her head with
understanding—and decision.

“You're out of it, Andy, but I'm not,”
she told him firmly. “We can’t drop out
and let her down this way, no matter what
she says. I'm going over there to keep an
eye on her today—just in case.”

And this was what “keeping an eye on”
the Boins had produced. Clement Boin
had been brought home bleeding and bare-
ly able to walk. Boin’s misadventure—the
Grinning Ghost’s raid on Bondy and
Holden’s—that grinning corpse sitting in

his own desk chair— Somehow, Magee
sensed, they were all part of the same
diabolical pattern and the best lead at
the moment was Clement Boin. . . .

UST in time he barred Laura’s way

before she reached the inner office

door. Briefly he told her what had hap-
pened and calmed her fears.

“T’ll lock that thing in my closet—for
the present,” he outlined the plan that
was taking form in his busily weaving
brain. “I want you to stay here to see that
nobody gets into my office. I'm going to
have another talk with Boin—but first
we'll check up on Edward Parker. See
if you can get the Merchants Consolidated
Bank for me.”

Laura got the number, but that was all.
Nobody at the Merchants Consolidated
had ever heard of Edward Parker. He
had never been connected with the bank
in any capacity. He had been a fake, a
deliberate plant, sent to Magee's office—
and murdered there? But why? And
how?

Those questions gnawed at Magee’s
brain as he taxied to Boin’s Greenwich
Village apartment. It was located in a
cheap, six-story walk-up; on the fourth
floor rear. At first it seemed there would
be no answer when he knocked. Then he
heard surreptitious sounds inside. The
door opened cautiously, on a crack, and
framed the haggard, red-eyed face of
Gladys Boin. She smothered an exclama-
tion and tried to close the door, but
Magee’s foot prevented that.

“You!” she gasped. “I told you to let
us alone. I told you to keep out of our
affairs—and now you come here! You
are the one who is responsible—you are
the one who brought this upon us—"

She broke into sobs as she stepped back-
ward into the half-dark foyer. Magee
followed—and out of the gloom something
came hurtling at him; something that
leaped upon him and drove frantic but
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ineffectual blows into his face. Magee was
hurled back, but before he could be swept
off his feet, he managed to free himself.
Now he could see his attacker charging at
him desperately. Carefully he gauged a
blow and let it fly to the fellow’s jaw. It
did not go home perfectly, but it knocked
Clement Boin off his feet—dropped him
in a gasping, retching heap on the floor.
Magee bent over him quickly, picked
him up and carried him into the living
room, stretched him on a settee. The man
was white as a corpse. He could barely
lift his head, and now blood was running
from the corners of his mouth. His shirt

if to herself. “He is a human blood-sucker
—and I delivered us into his hands. I
blamed you—but I did it myself.”

Her haggard eyes were dull with grief
and despair, with misery that even her
bitter hatred could not leaven.

“It started a little over a year ago,” she
went on tonelessly. “Clem was in trouble.
He had taken money from the office and
lost it gambling. Nearly a thousand dol-
lars. He had to replace it before he was
discovered—or go to prison. We tried to
get a loan, but they turned us down—and
then I heard of Zolini. I went to him and
begged him to help us. I had Julie with
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and trousers were soaked with crimson
from a wound in his side. He was dying,
and he knew it.

“He doubled-crossed me—the murder-
ing devil!” he panted. “He wiped me out
because I failed him last night. This morn-
ing he phoned—gave me orders for an-
other job—Marvin Richter, the banker’s
home. Something went wrong, deliber-
ately. Nothing ever goes wrong with his
jobs—unless he wants it to. They put me
on a spot and let me have it, the dirty
rats. Tt wasn’t enough what he did to
Julie—"

“Who is this ‘he’, Boin?” Magee
urged, but he had to repeat the question
several times before he was able to pene-
trate the dying man’s consciousness.

“Zolini.” The name came in a barely
audible whisper, and it was the last syl-
lable Clement Boin ever spoke.

Zolini. . . . Something about that name
tugged at Magee’s memory. It was fami-
liar, and yet—

It was Gladys Boin who gave him the
answer.

“Zolini, the pawnbroker,” she spoke as

me. He loked at her and nodded his big
head. He loaned us the money, and all
the security he wanted was a photograph
of Julie—a photograph he took with a big,
specially built camera. I should have
known there was something queer about
that, but I didn’t—1I sold my baby to the
devil!”

IKE an automaton she rose and
walked to a doorway at the end of the
room. Magee followed her, stepped into a
bedroom—and froze in his tracks, rooted
to the floor with overwhelming horror.
There in a little bed lay the body of a
child no more than four or five years old—
a corpse with a shrunken, dark gray face
that looked like shriveled rubber! With
atms and legs that were like sticks that
terminated in horrible taloned appendages!
“She started to turn that way this morn~
ing,” the stricken mother told him. “Slow-
ly at first. It seemed like a bad fever. We
called a doctor and he gave her some medi-
cine, but it did no good. And then ke
called—Zolini. He told us this was our
punishment; Clem’s for failing him last
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night and mine for going to you. That was
why I tried to stop you—and why Clem
followed his orders today. But it was no
use. He has no mercy. I had to sit here
and watch her burning up—"

It was so still in that gruesome death
room that the tread of feet in the hallway
came to them plainly; yet Gladys Boin
seemed not to hear. It was Magee who
opened the door when knuckles pounded
peremptorily on the panels; Magee who
admitted Inspector Wenzel and half a
dozen of his subordinates. With them was
a taxi-driver and Colin Campbell, the
Globe columnist.

Wenzel gaped in surprise. His jaw
dropped open and then snapped shut grim-
ly. His eyes gleamed with satisfaction as
he shouldered Magee ahead of him and
strode into the apartment, to where Boin’s
body lay.

“That’s the feller I brought here,” the
taxi driver identified excitedly. “That’s
the feller I told you about, Mr. Campbell.
He was bleedin’ like a stuck pig when he
got into my cab.”

“How about this fellow ?”” the inspector
nodded to Magee. “Did you see him, too?”

The hackie shook his head.

“Not him,” he mumbled. “I never seen
him before. I—”

Amd then they saw the ghastly corpse
on the little bed in the next room—and
Andy Magee knew that it was touch and
go for him.

“What do you know about this,
Magee?” Wenzel whirled on him vindic-
tively. “What are you doing here? I gave
you fair warning—"

“I don’t know any more about it than
you do, Inspector,” Magee told him flatly.
““Mrs. Boin has been receiving threatening
phone calls. She engaged me to try to pro-
tect her family—but it seems I got here too
late.”

Anxiously he glanced at the sobbing
woman, and then he breathed a sigh of re-
lief. Gladys Boin was nodding her head.

She corroborated him. Wenzel had no
cause to hold him—at a time when he could
not afford to be detained or investigated,
no matter what happened. Beads of per-
spiration ringed his forehead as he hurried
down the stairs in the wake of Colin Camp-~
bell, who was on his way to phone his
paper the latest angle on the Grinning
Ghost murder epidemic.

CHAPTER THREE
The Clutch of Hell

ZOLINI, the pawnbroker with the pho-
tography hobby, was no stranger to
Andrew Magee. The gnome-like little man
had seemed to him to be a harmless ec-
centric who was not over-anxious about
his money, a semi-philanthropist who was
willing to make loans that more conserva-
tive lenders refused. But now his idiosyn-
crasies took on a new, sinister aspect.

Now, if Gladys Boin was justified in
her charges. . . .

Swiftly Magee reviewed what he knew
about the man as a taxi bore him across
town to the tiny hole-in-the-wall pawn-
shop on West Street.

It had started about a year ago when
Walter Sprague, his old buddy and
Laura’s brother, had come to ask him to
endorse his application for a loan. Sprague
had quit the police force shortly after
Magee and had opened a bar and grill.
He needed additional capital and Magee
readily gave his endorsement, but the loan
was refused.

That had seemed strange. He had not
been able to understand why the applica-
tion had been rejected; surely Sprague’s
security was plenty good. .-. . But a few
days later Sprague had called up to tell
him that everything was okay. The same
night that his application had been refused,
an employee of the loan company had tele-
phoned him and given him the address of
a pawnbroker who probably would let him
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have the money. Sprague had gone there
and had secured the loan without difficulty.

Andy Magee had remembered that some
six months later, when he was in a bad
spot for cash himself. He looked up the
pawnbroker.

Zolini proved to be a misshapen little
man whose twisted body appeared to be
hunchbacked. He was bent forward at a
grotesque angle that was made even more
abnormal because one shoulder was con-
siderably higher than the other. He had
almost no neck, but his other physical
shortcomings seemed to find compensation
in a huge head.

That head was fascinating. The features
were small and pinched—an inconsequen-
tial nose ; a tiny, thin-lipped mouth ; small,
deep-set eyes that had practically no irises.
His forehead was high and bulging, but
his curious cranium was even more bulb-
ous in the rear—a great bald egg that bore
only a fringe of sparse, grayish hair around
its edges.

Perched on a stool behind his battered
counter, surrounded on every side by the
dusty, junk-piled shelves and showcases
that crammed his little shop, Zolini looked
at first glance like a creature from another
world—a fantastic Humpty-Dumpty.

Would he lend Andrew Magee, of the
Magee Detective Agency, a thousand dol-
lars? And why not? The huge head
nodded. He knew Mr. Magee by reputa-
tion and had great admiration for his
shooting skill.

“How about security? What do you
require?” Magee wanted to know.

“That will be quite simple,” Zolini as-
sured him. “When I have enough con-
fidence in a man to lend him my money
I am not greatly concerned with security
—but there is one thing I will ask you
to do for me. I am something of a camera
enthusiast, and I usually ask my customers
to pose for me. In your case I would like
to make a picture of your hand—your
right hand—the hand that won the police

revolver championship for you, Mr. Ma-
gee.”

Something about the way those pierc-
ing black eyes stared at his fingers gave
Magee the creeps, but he ignored the
feeling.

“Come back here and I will show you,”
Zolini invited as he hopped down from his
stool and led the way into a room at the
rear of the shop.

One end of that room was covered with
a gray-white screen that sparkled as if
ground mica had been mixed in the paint
which coated it. At the other end was
a complicated looking machine which must
be the camera. That tube projecting from
the center apparently contained the lens,
but it looked more like a fantastic ray-
projector or flame-thrower.

“This is an invention of my own,”
Zolini was saying, as he gazed proudly
at the mechanism. “It is a three-dimension
camera.”

“Three-dimension?” Magee wondered.
“T never heard of that.”

“No, I have not attempted to make it
public,” Zolini smiled. “I am not yet
ready for that. It is still far from perfect,
but T am progressing—yes.” The big head
hobbed with satisfaction. “I am progress-
ing very nicely. Soon I will amaze the
world.”

NOVV Magee caught sight of dozens of

curious photographs that hung on the
wall behind him. Strange photographs
that stood out like bas-reliefs. No, he
admitted, the three-dimension camera cer-
tainly was not yet perfect. It produced
amazing results, but the raised photo-
graphs loked like corpses rather than liv-
ing people.

“If you will just stand over there in
front of the screen and hold your arm out
straight to one side,” Zolini directed.
“There—that is excellent.”

As he spoke a beam of light a foot square
shot out and centered on Magee’s out-
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stretched hand; a hot beam that was like
the radiation from an electric heater. Then
Zolini, on a platform behind the camera,
pressed a lever and the mechanism began
to hum. Magee felt a myriad of prickles
in his hand and wrist; as if they had gone
to sleep, only more severe. They were
almost painful ; yet he could not draw his
arm out of that beam of light, could not
even move his fingers.

The photograph took less than a minute.
Then the humming stopped, the beam
snaped off, and Zolini was thanking him
effusively and bowing him out into the
shop: ...

That was nearly six months ago. Magee
had almost forgotten about it, but now
every detail of the strange visit came back
to him vividly. Could there be any con-
nection between that curious camera and
these shrunken, burned out, dark gray
corpses? Any connection between Zolini
and the crime wave that was sweeping the
city ?

Such a supposition was fantastic, pre-
posterous. The wild idea must have
sprung from Gladys Boin’s terrified im-
agination. Anyway, he would soon satisfy
himself by a talk with the pawnbroker—
but whén he stepped out of the cab and
scanned the front of the grimy little shop,
he saw that the sign beneath the three
rusty balls had recently been repainted.
The name “Zolini” was gone, but it still
was faintly visible beneath the “Feldman”
that had replaced it.

Instead of the twisted little gnome, a tall,
thin, blank-faced man of indeterminate
middle-age stood behind the counter.

“Zolini?”” he shrugged his shoulders in
answer to Magee’s question. “I don’t know
where he went. I bought him out six
weeks ago. He moved his things. That’s
all T know.”

“But his accounts—his loans—who is
taking care of them?”” Magee persisted.

Again those expressive shoulders
hitched upward.

“If you want to redeem a pledge, let
me have your ticket,” the fellow offered.
“I run the pawn business, that's all. Any-
thing else—that’s Zolini's business.”

So Zolini had disappeared without even
leaving an address for the debtors who
might come to repay him. ... Apparently
he was not interested in being repaid—
unless he intended to exact collection in
his own way. . . . The way he had col-
lected from the Boins?

The first inkling of nameless fear began
to trickle down Andy Magee’s spine like
an icy current as he turned away from
that musty shop. A feeling of captivity,
of frustration, obsessed him. It was as if
he were in a web, with the strands wrap-
ping him more and more tightly. Not
only he, but all those others who had been
lured into Zolini’s den and had hecome
indebted to him.

That would include Walter Sprague—
and Laura! All three of the Boins had
been forced to pay a terrible price, so
Laura would not escape if her brother
was enmeshed !

Suddenly an enervating fear for the girl
welled up within him—a fear that tight-
ened clammy fingers around his heart as
he remembered the hellish outrage that
had been inflicted upon little Julie Boin.
Laura must be protected against anything
like that! Her brother must be warned,
must be put on his guard against the first
advance Zolini might make!

Magee glanced at his watch. There was
still time to catch Sprague at home; he
would not be leaving for his night’s work
for another hour. Now was the time to
see him, when there was a chance to talk
to him alone, without arousing Laura’s
suspicions. Without stopping to telephone,
he took a cab and started for the apart-
ment house.

W’HEN he was still half a block away
he saw his old-side-kick stepping into
the building; but before he had paid off
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the driver, Sprague was gone from the
lobby. Magee followed him upstairs, rang
the apartment bell and stood ready for the
door to be opened—but there was not a
sound from within. Puzzled, he rang
again—without result.

That was strange. He was positive he
had just seen Sprague go into the build-
ing. He had even had to wait for the
automatic elevator to come down from
this floor where Sprague had left it—and
yet now there was no response. He tried
holding his thumb on the button, tried
rapping on the door, calling Sprague’s
name and identifying himself—but the
result was still the same disturbing si-
lence.

His nerves tingled with apprehension.
What was going on behind that door?
He had to know—and suddenly he knew
how he could find out. The fire-escape
he had climbed down from the roof to let
Laura in one night when she had gone
out without her keys!
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Swiftly he made his way to the roof and
started down the metal steps. Fortunately
the Spragues’ apartment was only two
floors down. He reached it without inci-
dent, eased himself up beside the window
that commanded a view of the living room
—and stared inside with goggling eyes
that threatened to bug out of his head.

Walter Sprague was there in the center
of the room, standing beside his desk—
and spread out on it were thousands of
dollars in stacks of small-denomination
bills! Bills he was taking out of a canvas
sack. A payroll sack. Thousands of dol-
lars in stolen money !

For an instant Magee was stupefied.
Then he reached down and grasped the
sides of the window, began to raise it as
Sprague whirled to face him. Anger
flooded Sprague’s face as he recognized
the intruder—anger and then stark fear.
Swiftly he began to sweep the bills back
into the bag.

“Walter!” Magee shouted desperately
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as he tugged at the stubborn window.
“Wait a minute, Walter !”

With a sudden jerk the frame went up,
and Magee leaped into the room—but
before he could reach Sprague, the pay-
roll bag came swinging at his head. The
leather bottom caught him on the temple,
dazed him, sent him staggering back
against the wall; and before he could
recover his balance Sprague dashed across
the room and through the short foyer.

Magee heard the apartment door slam -

behind him.

When he reached the hallway there was
no sign of Sprague—except the descend-
ing elevator. Magee did not wait for the
car to return. He sprinted down the stairs
and raced across the lobby—only to see
Sprague dive into a taxi that was already
started down the street.

Another driver seemed to grasp the
situation. He came gliding to the curb
with his door half-open, but there was
something too pat about that perform-
ance. Magee raced past him, to where
another cab stood a hundred yards away.
With an order to follow Sprague’s ma-
chine, he leaped inside and dropped to the
seat as the cab got under way.

But what was the matter with this
driver? The stupid fool was already los-
ing his quarry!

MAGEE banged on the front window,
but the fellow paid no attention. He
tried to open one of the doors, but it
would not move; tried to lower one of
the side windows, tried to drive his fist
through it. There was no use; the win-
dows were made of heavy, -shatterproof
glass, and they were tightly locked—so
snugly that the cab was air-tight!
Air-tight—and it was being filled with
gas! Magee felt his head swimming, his
senses numbing. He gasped for breath,
but he knew that his strength was ebbing,
knew that he was losing consciousness.
Suddenly a voice spoke through the fog

that was closing in upon him. The voice
of an announcer, speaking through the
cab’s radio.

“Coming close on the heels of two other
spectacular hold-ups this afternoon, New
York was stunned by a bizarre payroll
robbery at the office of the Cooperative

. Insurance Company,” the words rang in

his ears. “More than fifty thousand dol-
lars were seized. Most inexplicable was
the fate that befell one of the policemen
who attempted to interfere. His body was
scorched, shriveled to a dark gray mummy,
the effect, the authorities believe, of some
sort of deadly ray projector—"

Another Grinning Ghost! The city
seemed to be filled with the horrible
corpses. They were spinning round and
round Magee as the darkness closed in on
him—and then they were there in front of
him when the cloud lifted from his brain
and he opened his eyes.

Half a dozen of them. Two of them
had him by the arms, holding him upright
as they marched him forward. But they
were not corpses; their hands were un-
scorched and they gripped him firmly.
They were men with some sort of hideous
rubber masks covering their faces.

Magee saw that he was in a long, low-
ceilinged room, an underground room
from the musty dampness. His captors
were leading him up a vaulted archway
—where Zolini stood with more of those
masked horrors. Zolini! For a moment
Magee could not be sure. The little man
seemed only a blob of white, only a huge
head, floating weirdly in the dim light.
But then he spoke, and all doubt van-
ished.

“It appears that you are a very ungrate-
ful debtor, Mr. Magee,” he gibed. “You
were glad to take my money, but you re-
pay me by interfering with my affairs.
I cannot permit that. You make it neces-
sary for me to demand an installment on
your loan.”

“Payment isn’t due, but you can have
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it,”” Magee gritted. “You can have all of
it—"

“But I do not want all,” Zolini grinned
at him. “I want only an installment. Some
months ago, Humphrey Dixon employed
you to protect him from certain lawless
elements who were threatening him. You
disposed of those elements very effectively.
During the course of your employment
you learned the location of Dixon’s pri-
vate safe—its combination, too, I believe.
I want the contents of that safe, Magee.
You will have until three o’clock tomor-
row afternoon to secure them for me.
After they are in your possession, go to
your apartment and wait for directions
how to dispose of them.

“If you attempt to disobey this order
I will know it, Magee. If you fail me I
will have to call in my loan—as I did with
the man who visited you today.”

Those penetrating black eyes were riv-
eted significantly on Magee’s right hand,
and he could fairly feel his fingers scorch-
ing and shrinking under their scrutiny.
Zolini left no doubt of the alternative he
offered—within less than twenty-four
hours he must follow the ugly devil's
criminal bidding or helplessly watch him-
self become horribly maimed!

CHAPTER FOUR
Devil’s Puppets

HEN he awoke the next morning,

Andy Magee sat up in bed and
looked around him blankly. Wonderingly
he asked himself whether what he had
experienced had all been nothing more
than a fantastic nightmare. Had he actu-
ally seen Zolini—or had he imagined that
interview under the effects of the gas he
had inhaled in the cab? He could vaguely
remember finding himself aimlessly wan-
dering the streets sometime late in the
night, but he could not remember com-
ing home or going to bed.

He had been taken somewhere in that
cab, but where was a complete mystery.
Both the going and the returning were
blank spaces in his mind.

And what about Walter Sprague! Sud-
denly memory of that brief altercation in
the Sprague apartment rushed back to
him. Walter was enmeshed in this crime
wave ; there was no doubt about that. The
realization was shocking, and for a mo-
ment it completely upset his scale of
values.

If Walter was one of Zolini’s puppets,
wasn’t it possible that Laura had been
terrified into helping him? Wasn't it pos-
sible that she had opened the Agency
office to whoever had stripped Edward
Parker’s clothes of all identification?
Wasn't it possible that she had been
forced to such lengths in order to save
her brother from the fate Zolini seemed
able to hold over the heads of his vic-
tims?

Only for a moment Andy Magee gave
serious thought to such possibilities—and
then he despised himself for his lack of
faith. Quickly he dressed and started for
his office, but at the first newsstand the
crime wave rose to confront him in a
dozen headlines. The morning papers
were filled with news of the Grinning
Ghost, the Bondy & Holden robbery, the
Consolidated Insurance raid, the Boin
double tragedy—and half a dozen other
criminal exploits in which he could now
spot unmistakably the Machiavellian hand
—of whom? Zolini?

Those nightmare words rang in his
ears as he read of hold-ups and embezzle-
ments, of half a dozen disappearances re-
ported to the police by distressed relatives.
Behind each of them he could discern the
grotesque shadow of Zolini wielding his
mysterious, terrifying weapon.

But it was Colin Campbell who scored
the day’s journalistic scoop in the Globe
—and almost jolted Magee out of his
shoes.
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“GRINNING GHOST’S CORPSE
FOUND AT TELEPHONE,” the black
headline screamed. “Hold-up Chief’s
Three Assailants Murdered as They Try
to Flee Town.”

Before he could run his eyes down the
double-column feature story, Magee vis-
ualized that grinning corpse taken from
the closet where he had left it and propped
up at his-telephone; visualized the police
breaking into his office and finding it there
—but this was another corpse Campbell
was describing.

The corpse of Tony Marino, a small-
time gang leader. Marino had been defi-
nitely identified as the leader of the Bondy
& Holden hold-up crew, but when the
police had raided his East Side flat, he
had heen beyond their vengeance. All that
remained of the little gangster was a hor-
rible, mummified corpse sprawled over
a table with a telephone receiver still
clutched to his dessicated ear!

His three assistants had fared little bet-
ter. The corpse of one had been fished
out of the East River. Another had been
killed in a suspicious automobile smash-
up in the Bronx, and the third had reached
Jersey City before a gunshot blast cut him
down outside the ferry-house.

All four had paid speedily for their
crimes—but why? Magee asked himself
that question again and again as he sat
at his desk with the paper spread out in
front of him.

If the gangster Marino had been acting
under orders from Zolini, why was death
his reward for the successful hold-up? If
he was acting under orders from Zo-
linl. <=

But Marino was already burning up
alive, was already turning into a dark
gray mummy, when he led the raid on the
Fifth Avenue jewelry store! That was
why he was sweating so copiously; his
flesh was being consumed even then! That
was why O’Mara had read the stark ter-
ror in his eyes!

UDDENLY Magee understood what
had happened. Marino had attempted
to defy Zolini. He had ignored the hold-
up order—until he felt his doom creeping
over him. Then, frantically, striving des-
perately to save every moment, he had
tried to redeem himself by rushing up-
town to obey. But he had been too late.
When he got back to his flat the telephone
contact he was praying for had never
come. He had died there miserably—and
his men, making off with the loot, had
been cut down before they could reach
safety.

Like an evil shadow the long arm of
the murder-master reached over the city
and snatched his victims at will. Marino
and his hoodlums—the distracted Boins—
the policeman who stepped into the Con-
solidated Insurance hold-up—they had
been cut down wherever they might be.
Even right there into Magee’s own office
the long finger of death had reached to
wipe out a cringing victim who groveled
at the telephone waiting for a word of
reprieve!

Staggered by realization of the enor-
mity of the monstrous criminal organiza-
tion that was spreading its tentacles
throughout the city, Andrew Magee felt
the hair at the back of his neck rise. In
that moment he knew that what he had
experienced last night was no dream. He
had been face to face with the diabolical
fiend who directed this crime campaign.

Zolini, the pawnbroker. For years the
grotesque devil had been scheming, laying
his plans, snaring his victims—and now
he was ready to carry out his promise.
Now he would amaze the world !

But Zolini had disappeared. Magee
knew there was no faintest hope that he
could discover the underground room to
which he had been taken. But how else
could he hope to reach the fellow? How
else? Step by step he reviewed everything
he knew about him—and out of that re-
capitulation came a possible contact,
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The loan company that had refused
Walter Sprague’s application! It was
someone in that office who had steered
Walter into the pawnbroker’s clutches!

Laura might remember the name of
that company.

She did. The Five Boroughs Loan, she
supplied it readily—but Magee noticed
that she watched him narrowly as she
answered. She was worried, nervous, but
it could not be because of her brother.
Walter would have gone when she reached
the apartment last night and would have
been asleep when she left this morning.
She could have no suspicion of his com-
plicity in this devilish crime wave—and
if only he could reach Zolini she need
never know.

But he would have to work fast.

He went straight to the Five Boroughs
Loan Company office. Herbert Rainey,
the general manager, received him prompt-
ly. A red-haired, bushy-browed, high-
cheekboned man of middle-age, he sat
back in his chair and listened attentively
as Magee outlined the purpose of his visit ;
but then he shook his head.

“T'm afraid I don't see how I can help
you, Mr. Magee,” he regretted. “I never
heard of this Zolini, and certainly nobody
connected with our organization ever was
empowered to recommend him to any of
our applicants. Such practise would be a
cause for discharge. But”—he held open
the door of his private office so that Magee

could see the scores of desks outside—“as
you do not know the name of this inform-
ant, you can see how hopeless it would be
to try to find him there.”

“But perhaps if I could locate whoever
it was that rejected Sprague’s applica-
tion,” Magee tried, “he might be the
man.”

“That is equally hopeless,” Rainey re-
jected. “We keep no record of declined
applications. There would be no way of
telling—"

It was no use trying to get anything
more out of him, Magee realized. Rainey
was polite but positive—and yet Magee
had the uncomfortable feeling that he was
being secretly laughed at. . . .

OR several hours Magee combed the

neighborhood of Zolini’s shop, making
inquiries about him, but nobody seemed
to know where he had gone. Trying an-
other tack, he canvassed the pawnbrokers
in the vicinity of the West Street shop,
but again he met with no success. Where-
ever he turned, he ran into a stone wall.

Discouraged and at a loss to know
where to look next, he stepped into a bar
and ordered a drink; stood staring ab-
sently at his reflection in the back-bar
mirror while he pondered his problem.
Zolini—Zolini—even the name began to
sound unreal. The man had disappeared
so completely it was as if he bad never
lived—but only last night he had stared
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into Zolini’s pinched face and heard his
threatening voice. ;

Again that threat echoed in his ears,
and Magee's eyes dropped to his watch.
It was almost three o’clock—almost the
deadline. Cynically he watched the min-
ute hand creep toward the hour. If he
could not find Zolini, at least Zolini would
be equally hard put to it to locate him and
carry out his bluffing threat.

Now the second hand was on its last
trip around the circle. Three o'clock!
Three o’clock —and nothing happened.
With a snort of contempt Magee raised
his glass and drained it—and then
stopped, the empty glass still held to his
lips.

His hand was beginning to burn! A
thousand prickles were darting through
it, prickles that turned into red-hot
needles! Carefully he lowered it and
flexed the muscles, but the agony was
increasing. It was becoming so bad that
his hand and wrist were covered with
perspiration; sweat beads that formed
rivulets and ran down his fingers.

His living flesh was being consumed by
some lLellish necromancy !

“Magee! Anybody here by the name of
Andrew Magee?” the bartender shouted
from the open door of the telephone booth.
““Phone call for Magee.”

Magee glanced up in surprise—and his
eyes swiftly reviewed the few patrons at
the bar. He had never been in that place
before, knew nobody there—and yet he
was wanted on the ’phone. That could
have only one explanation—Zolini.

“So you thought I did not mean what
I said, Magee,” the pawnbroker’s suave,
slightly foreign sounding voice came over
the wire the moment he picked up the
receiver. “Perhaps now you realize your
mistake. Ordinarily I do not countenance
disobedience, but I will give you one more
chance. I will know it promptly if your
better judgment counsels you to change
your mind and carry out my order—and

the destruction of your hand will cease.
But unless you obey quickly it will be too
late; I cannot restore what has been de-
stroyed.”

With a click the connection was sev-
ered. Zolini’s voice was stilled, but the
agony in Magee’s hand was unabated.
His fingers writhed, and stabbing pains
shot up his arm to his shoulder. Human
flesh could not long withstand that sear-
ing heat. In a few short minutes his hand
would be doomed and he would be a life-
long cripple.

Either that or he must become a felon
—a housebreaker, a treacherous thief will-
ing to betray his trust!

But what else could he do? It was hope-
less to try to match his puny strength
against this diabolical criminal organiza-
tion. Zolini’s men were all around him,
watching him constantly. Yesterday the
taxi drivers were waiting for him. Today
he had been trailed even to this dismal
dive. There was no telling where to look
for them, no telling whom to trust, no
telling who might be one of the hellish
brotherhood.

RIMLY he faced himself in the bar

and made his decision. With a bit-
ter grimace he turned and walked out into
the street to hail a cab to take him to the
residence of Humphrey Dixon—and be-
fore he had gone half a dozen blocks the
hell that was faging in his hand sub-
sided. . . . :

What lay ahead of him would not be
difficult. At this time of day, he knew,
there would be only two or three servants
in the Dixon home. James, the butler, the
cook, and perhaps Phyllis, the maid. In
the two weeks during which he had
mounted guard over the crotchety old
attorney, he had become thoroughly fa-
miliar with the household and its routine.
Too familiar, he .rued bitterly—and now
old Dixon would have to pay for his
unsuspecting confidences.
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Slouched back on the cab seat, he went
to work on his face with a pocket make-
up kit. Only a superficial disguise would
be necessary—a livid scar across one
cheek that James would be certain to
remember when he was called on to de-
scribe his assailant, a straggly bit of
mustache and two dark eyebrow patches
to cover his sandy ones. Then a tiny
chloroform vial from his vest pocket, a
handkerchief ready to be soaked with it
—and he was set to step across the line
and take his place with the criminal fra-
ternity he had fought all his life. . . .

Several blocks from his destination he
dismissed the eye-batting driver and went
the rest of the way on foot. At a station-
ary store he picked up a portfolio and half
a dozen magazines—and to James, the
butler, it was simply another bothersome
canvasser who rang the Dixon bell a few
minutes later.

His haughty old face was bleak with
disapproval when he opened the door, but
before he could help himself the maga-
zines were in his arms, were spilling over
the floor, and he was pushed back as the
fellow scrambled to pick them up. After
that he was never quite clear what hap-
pened. He was swept off his feet and a
chloroformed gag shut off his breath.

With James out of the way, it was an
easy matter to stalk the cook and treat
her in like fashion. Then Magee hurried
to Dixon’s library, to work the mechanism
which moved a whole ceiling-high section
of books out of place and uncovered the
built-in wall safe. Yes, the combination of
the old relic was still unchanged; it re-
sponded readily, and its contents were his
for the taking.

“The contents” Zolini had demanded,
and Magee obeyed him to the Iletter.
Stocks, bonds, a package of bills, sheafs of
documents—he stuffed them all into the
portfolio and closed the safe. A few min-
utes later he was out on the street.

Hardly had he set foot in his apartment

with his loot when the telephone rang.
Zolini was on the wire.

“Very good, my dear Magee,” he com-
plimented unctuously. “You have paid
the installment on your debt quite satis-
factorily. Now you will leave the port-
folio in the closet in your inner office. It
will be picked up tonight—and a substan-
tial ‘receipt’ will be left there for you. I
am very glad that you did not make it
necessary for me to continue disciplining
you. It would have been a pity to ruin
such an excellent hand—especially as I
have other plans for it.

“We are going places together, you and
I, Magee,” the suave voice rose in fanati-
cal exultation. “You are too excellent a
marksman to waste your life as a pinch-
penny detective. I am going to make you
my bodyguard—

“Listen,” he broke off excitedly. “Here
is news for you, Magee—the biggest news
you have ever heard!”

Magee listened—and over the wire came
the voice of a radio announcer :

“New York’s Grand Central Station
was thrown into a panic a little after four
o’clock this afternoon when the hundreds
of people on the main floor experienced a
strange tingling sensation that penetrated
all parts of their bodies. This was accom-
panied by a pronounced flush and in some
instances by a momentary paralysis. It is
thought the occurrence may have been
caused by a poisoning of the air through
improper functioning of the ventilating
system, but the police are investigating
a report that a motion picture camera
crew were seen hurriedly leaving the bal-
cony at this time.”

Three-dimension motion pictures!

The significance of that announcement
burst on Andrew Magee with stunning
force. That was what Zolini had meant!
The madman had perfected his hellish
invention to the point where his diabolical
camera could victimize hundreds—thou-
sands—of people at a time.
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CHAPTER FIVE
Paid in Full

THAT madman must be stopped—and

the portfolio of loot was the way to
reach him! Someone would come for it
tonight, and that someone, Magee vowed,
would lead the way back to Zolini!

As soon as he stepped into his office
a feeling of apprehension gripped him.
Laura was not there, and, contrary to
their established custom, she had left no
word to tell him where she had gone.
Anxiously he picked up the ’phone and
dialed her apartment number, but a man’s
voice answered—Walter’s. Yet it was so
strange, so dull and lifeless, that for a
moment he hardly recognized it.

“No, Laura isn’t here,” he said list-
lessly. “I haven’t heard from her since
she left here this afternoon. Yeah, she
was here about two-thirty or three.”

Two-thirty or three. . . . What was
Laura doing back at her apartment at
that hour? Now Magee’s mounting un-
easiness became genuine alarm. Walter
knew more about this than he was saying.
Leaving the loot-laden portfolio with its
grisly guardian in his closet, he hurried
out.

This time there was no doubt that Wal-
ter was at home when he arrived. Magee
heard the low rumble of his voice at the
telephone, heard the instrument dropped
back into its cradle, and then Sprague was
at the door. Haggard and bloodshot-eyed,
he looked like the wreck of the man Ma-
gee knew so well.

“That was Laura just now,” he said
spiritlessly, as he stepped back to let Ma-
gee enter. ‘““She went to the Five Bor-
oughs Loan Company after she left here—
went to see Rainey. He turned down her
loan application, but the dirty devils are
working fast these days. Somebody but-
tonholed her before she got out of the
place and sent her to Zolini,”

“Sent her to Zolini?” Magee fairly
shouted. “Where?”

“The same old address—West Street,”
Sprague groaned. “She’s going in there
now—'phoned me from the corner.”

“But—but Zolini’s not there,” Magee
groped for understanding.

“I know, I know,” his former partner
groaned. “Don’t you think I've been
there trying to find him myself? I even
broke into the shop at night and searched
the damn place from top to bottom trying
to find another entrance, a trapdoor or
something. There’s nothing.”

“I was afraid of this,” he continued. “I
knew it would happen if I didn’t reach
that devil first, but he licked me. I'm a
rotten murderer, Andy. I betrayed dozens
of good cops to him. I thought I was do-
ing them a favor, helping them get cash
when they needed it—but I was handing
them over to a bloody murderer. Reuther,
that cop who was killed yesterday at the
Consolidated—I'm to blame for that. And
now Laura, too. She knows there’s some-
thing wrong—she’s trying to help me—"

Suddenly he half-rose, and his old Po-
lice Special leaped into his hand ; but Ma-
gee sprang in and knocked it down be-
fore he could raise it to his temple.

“That’s not the way!” he rapped, as he
pinned Sprague back on the couch.
“Bumping yourself won’t help her. Look
here, Walt—there’s something rotten in
that loan company office—and I think
you and I will look it over again.”

T WAS after six. Magee eyed his

watch nervously as a cab sped them to
the midtown business district. The loan
company office might already be closed.
He leaned forward and peered through -
the window as they approached the build-
ing—and he grabbed Sprague’s arm.

“There he is—quick!”

Herbert Rainey was just coming out of
the building, was crossing the sidewalk to
where a uniformed chauffeur held a car
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door open for him. He stepped in—and
a moment later two uninvited guests
popped in beside him. Before the chauf-
feur could make a move a revolver barrel
jabbed against his spine six inches under
his collarbone.

“Not a peep out of you,” Walter
Sprague gritted. “Drive carefully!”

At the same instant Magee’s hand closed
on Herbert Rainey’s throat and slammed
him against the back of the car.

“Now you're going to talk, Rainey,”
Magee told him grimly. “Now you're go-
ing to tell us all about Zolini—before you
take us to him.”

Mention of the pawnbroker’s name acted
like magic on the captive. He stopped
his furious struggling, nodded his head
and tried to speak. Magee loosened his
throat grip—and suddenly Rainey tore
himself free as his hand streaked toward
his hip. But he was not quick enough.
Magee’s gun barrel caught him on the
side of the head, dropped him back in a
heap on the seat.

“Damnation—he’s out like a light!”
Magee swore softly as he bent over the
limp figure.

But desperation gave him inspiration.
Rainey was temporarily beyond question-
ing—but he still could be used against
Zolini !

“I'm changing places with him and
paying Zolini’s establishment a visit,” he
outlined to Sprague. ‘“Maybe Rainey will
have more luck reaching the old devil
than Magee. All right, Walt, now get
your pal back here,” he directed, when
the transfer of clothing had been made
and Herbert Rainey was securely gagged
and trussed up in the bottom of the car.
“Hes next:”

Ten minutes later the sedan drew up
on a side street around the corner from
the Zolini pawnshop. Out of it stepped
a man who would have passed for Herbert
Rainey or his double, and at a discreet dis-
tance behind him came Walter Sprague.

Recognition and surprise leaped into
the blank-faced pawnshop-keeper’s eyes
as he looked up and beheld his visitor.

“Zolini? But I have no orders, Mr.
Rainey,” he protested when Magee de-
manded to be taken to his boss. “You
know that nobody can see him unless—"

And then he stopped protesting ab-
ruptly. His eyes widened, and his expres-
sionless face went a shade paler as he
stared into the muzzle of a revolver.

“Come out from behind that counter,”
a voice that was nothing like Herbert
Rainey’s commanded grimly. “Now open
your safe!”

With the cold barrel of the revolver
grinding into his neck, the quaking fellow
bent over the dials.

“Inside,” Magee commanded, when the
massive doors were opened. “Go ahead
—open up; we’re going down.”

The trembling hand reached up to what
appeared to be a safe-deposit box high on
one of the walls, twisted the knob, and a
section of the steel floor slid back noise-
lessly. Beneath it was a stairway that led
down to a dimly lighted tunnel.

Magee’s heart leaped. He had gambled
that the big safe had to be the hidden way
out of the shop, and he had won! Some-
where down there Zolini had his den—
where Laura had been baited . . . .

IN HIS excitement he had momentarily

forgotten about Feldman, the pawn-
shop man, but the fellow was quick to
take advantage of that brief lapse. He
darted back, and the steel safe doors
clanged shut. But that only spurred Ma-
gee on. Cautiously he descended the stairs
and found himself in a long, narrow,
passageway. It led on interminably. a
dank, slimy walled passageway that
smelled of the sea, of wharves. Tt ter-
minated at another ladder, and he came
up beneath what he recognized as a dock.

A tunnel under West Street to the
docks , . . So that was the secret of
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Zolini’s pawnshop. In the long distant
past it had probably been a grog shop,
a crimp’s den, where sailors were drugged
and shanghaied -onto waiting vessels.

The walk beneath the dock led to a
doorway at one side, to a tarpaulin-cov-
ered opening in the.deck of a vessel that
was tied up at the dock. A Hudson River
boat that was shut up for the season.
Magee stepped into it warily, walked
down a companionway—and came out
into a large salon that had been converted
into a satanical workroom.

Zolini’s laboratory !

At a glance Magee saw the hundreds of
“photographs” that lined the walls, saw
the strange-looking cameras—and saw the
misshapen pawnshop keeper as he bobbed
out from behind another elaborate appa-
ratus that occupied the center of the room.
An apparatus that whined and hummed
and threw a blinding beam light into a
deep shadow-frame a few feet distant.

Zolini’s dark eyes mirrored surprise,
and his glance darted to the shadow-
frame; but even though he seemed to have
been taken unaware he was ready for the
emergency. The moment Magee stepped
into that room he was leaped upon and
borne down, overwhelmed and disarmed
by hideously masked men.

With the breath knocked out of him
he was dragged to his feet—and got a
glimpse into that shadow-frame. There,
bathed in the blinding light, was a three-
dimension portrait of Herbert Rainey.

“Very strange—very strange,” Zolini
mumbled as he examined the machine.

Then he turned and came over to Ma-
gee, peered closely into his face—and
reached out to tear off the red brows, to
dig his fingers into the putty-built, high
cheekbones.

“So that is why the oven did not
work!” he chortled. “What a joke on
Rainey! My periscope revealed you the
moment you entered the safe, and I
started to work on you for daring to

force your way in here. You fooled me,
Magee—but we can easily fix that.”

As he spoke he took a footstool and
climbed up against the wall, to lift down
the photograph of Magee’s hand. For a
moment he stared at it, and then seemed
to change his mind. From another part
of the wall he unfastened another photo
—and Magee caught a glimpse of Laura’s
tight-lipped, defiant face!

Deliberately he placed both photo-
graphs in the shadow-frame and ordered
Laura to be brought to him. Between two
masked guards she was led into the room
and held so that Magee could watch her
every expression—and Zolini switched on
the blinding light.

“You are a very stubborn man, Ma-
gee,” he chided. “Perhaps I am foolish to
bother with you, but I can use a man of
your determination—after I have made
you understand who is master. What
chance have you against me, Magee?"”

The machine was humming hellishly,
and a thousand needles were stabbing into
Magee’s hand, kindling an inferno in his
flesh. He was suffering the torments of
the damned—but Laura was undergoing
an even worse ordeal, was enduring that
agony in every part of her body! Her
face was a pitifully twisted mask of suf-
fering . . . .

T LAST the inhuman devil seemed

to be satisfied. He stopped the ma-

chine and reached into it—and took out

the photograph of Magee’s hand. And

once more the blinding light resumed its
terrible work!

“We can’t take too many chances with
that hand of yours, Magee,” he grinnéd.
“You know now what she is suffering
because of your disobedience—and what
she will endure every time you try to
cross me. Remember that, Magee.

Suddenly the salon echoed with gun-
thunder. Shot after shot! Two of the
masked men rolled off him—and then he
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was free of the others; hurling them out
of his way—just as Walter Sprague,
charging in from the doorway, was
brought down by a savage rush.

The revolver dropped from his hand.
For a moment it lay there on the floor—
and then Magee had it, clutching it in his
still agonized fingers. Desperately he
aimed it, not a Zolini but at that devilish
electric oven contraption.

Straight into it he shot. The machine
sputtered and smoked, and a blinding
sheet of flame burst from it. With a howl
of terror the masked men dived for the
doors, but Magee paid no attention to
them. He was already halfway across the
room, speeding after Zolini.

There Magee overhauled him and
seized him, only to find that le had
grasped a raging maniac. Zolini fought
with amazing strength. Desperately they
hattled across the deck—and plunged over-
board locked together.

Down, down, into the cold, dark water.
Magee thought his lungs must burst in
that fearful struggle, but at last he was
able to fight free of Zolini’s dead weight.
At last he battled his way up to the sur-
face, filled his lungs with air—just as
Laura came running out on deck.

Her terrified scream knifed into his
ears, and then was echoed by the roar of
a gun. There was a riot of sound above
him. Shouts and shots, racing feet.

The police! He saw them swarming
onto the boat, heard Inspector Wenzel
howling orders, and came face to face
with Colin Campbell when he finally
found a dangling rope and dragged him-
self up on the dock.

For a while the police were too busy
for explanations. There were a dozen or
more of Zolini’s masked henchmen to be
rounded up, and a score of kidnap victims
to be liberated; Colin Campbell braved
the flames recklessly. When he came back
his face was blistered and his hair was
singed, but he was grinning broadly.

“Seems like it was a lucky thing I
stuck to your trail after you paid Hum-
phrey Dixon a visit this afternoon, eh,
Magee?” he grinned—and he deliberately
broke into little pieces the prize for which
he had plunged into the inferno. A three-
dimension photograph mold of himself!
“Yes,” he admitted softly, “he had me
under his thumb, too. I was his decoy,
forced to lead the cops and the reporters
to whatever he wanted bathed with pub-
licity. But thank God, that’s over!”

Andy Magee fervently echoed that
thanks half an hour later when he led the
way to Herbert Rainey’s car and found
the loan company man’s body scorched
to a horrible, dark gray mummy! The
contorted face leered up at them in a hid-
eous grin—as if Rainey knew how fatally
Zolini's last mistake had boomeranged.

E END
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THE CASE 2= TALKING DEAD

A noveleite of bizarre mystery

By EMILE C. TEPPERMAN

At least if he was
crazy, Nick Valen-
tine reflected, he
wasn’t the only one,

for the girl in the taxi-cab told him that she too
had talked to a dead man! And then she opened
her handbag — and Nick knew that if anyone
ever talked to him again, the chances were a
million to one that they would be talking to a

dead man!

32

“Gentlemen,” Nick said,
“let’s go off the air!”

CHAPTER ONE

The Talking Corpse

ICK VALENTINE was whistling
—badly off key—as he stepped
out of the self-service elevator and

made for his apartment. He stopped in
front of his door, and fished the key-ring
out of his fob pocket. In so doing, he
happened to look down at the floor, and
he suddenly became taut and wary.

There were three little drops on the
green carpeting. DBright red drops. They
could be nothing but drops of blood, and
they were directly in front of his own
apartment door.

Nick glanced swiftly up and down the
corridor. There was no one in sight.

Instinctively, he had already transferred
the keys to his left hand. With his right
he had slipped the small, squarish auto-
matic out of his hip pocket. Now he
dropped to one knee and touched a finger
to the closest of the three drops. It came
away red. The blood was still wet. It had

not yet coagulated, nor had it been entire-
ly absorbed by the carpet nap.

Nick reached over and inserted one of
the keys in the lock, turned it, and pushed
the door open. He stepped over the three

drops of blood, and stopped short just
within the threshold of his apartment, the
automatic held loosely in his hand. He
frowned thoughtfully. When he had gone
A3
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out, an hour ago, he had left the lights on.
Now they were off. The small foyer, and
the library beyond, were in darkness,
except for a shaft of light filtering in from
the hallway.

By that shadowy illumination, Nick was
able to discern the vague outline of a man
seated in the armchair at the far window
of the library, facing him. All he could
see was a dim white blob of a face, and
the man's hands, resting on the arms of
the chair.

Apparently, the man was not armed,
but Nick took no chances. He kept the
automatic trained on him, and reached
over to the wall switch. He clicked it,
but no light came on. The shrouding
darkness still prevailed in the library.

At the same moment, the visitor in the
chair spoke.

“Please come in, Mr. Valentine. You
must forgive me, but it was I who re-
moved the fuse. I prefer to speak with
you in darkness.”

NICK realized that he was a perfect

target standing in the doorway with
the light from the corridor behind him.
He reached over swiftly and slammed the
door shut, cutting off the last bit of light
from the hall. It was still possible to see
a little, however, for a sliver of moon-
light trickled in through the slats of the
Venetian blind. Nick could see that the
man in the archair had not moved.

“An excellent strategic move,” the man
applauded. “However, a trifle slow; if I
had wanted to shoot you. But I am not
armed. My name is Mangin. Frederick
Mangin.”

Nick Valentine barely repressed an ex-
clamation of surprise.

Mangin chuckled. “I see you've heard
my name. I daresay you've heard it re-
cently—within the hour ?”

Nick pursed his lips. “Yes,” he said.
“I’ve heard it—within the hour.”

“Shall I tell you where you heard it?

It was mentioned at the office of the
American Press Service, where you were
closeted with Roger Bronson. Bronson
is the head of the A. P. Service, and your
chief. You, Mr. Valentine, are the ace
investigator for that newspaper syndicate.
You were called back from Miami for that
interview. And you were assigned the
job of locating a certain millionaire who
has been missing for nine days. The miss-
ing millionaire is myself !”

“That’s right,” said Nick Valentine.
“That’s just exactly right. But how could
you know? That interview was pretty
damned secret.”

Frederick Mangin laughed. “You are
going to be  much more surprised in a
few minutes, my dear Mr. Valentine. But
first—let me ask you something. Did you
notice those three drops of blood outside
your door ?”

“Yes. I noticed them.”

“Excellent. Before long, your activi-
ties may become undesirable to certain
parties. At that time, you will find three
more drops of blood. They will be a warn-
ing to you, Mr. Valentine. When you see
them again, take my advice, and leave
New York.”

Nick’s eyes had become more accus-
tomed to the dark, but he was still unable
to see very much of Frederick Mangin,
except that he was making no suspicious
moves. Stealthily, Nick had extracted a
fountain pen flashlight from his vest
pocket, and he now held it ready in his
left hand.

“Look here, Mr. Mangin,” he said, “I
don’t know what you're talking about.
You've been missing for nine days, and
now you turn up in my apartment. Why
do you insist on talking in the dark—"

“Wait,” said Mangin. “And please
don’t turn that flashlight on—yet. I have
a message for you. You may be able to
solve the mystery of my disappearance
by going to the Candia Club. Remember
that—the Candia Club.”
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Nick frowned. “Why the hell should
I go to the Candia Club? Why can’t you
solve the mystery for me?”

Mr. Mangin made no reply.

Nick’s eyes never left his blurred,
shadowy figure for an instant.

“What kind of game is this, Mangin?”
he demanded.

Still, Mangin did not speak. -

With a sudden chill of apprehension,
Nick Valentine snapped the flashlight
switch. He flashed the thin beam square-
ly in Mangin’s face. And he uttered a
low, sharp oath.

Frederick Mangin was sitting erect in
the armchair. But the reason he was sit-
ting like that was because a long knife,
which had been driven clean through his
throat, virtually pinned him to the back
of the chair. His dead body was held
crect only by that knife-blade.

For a long minute, Nick Valentine
stood utterly still, listening for noises in
the apartment, and trying to convince
himself that the conversation he had just
had was not an hallucination. He was
prepared to swear that Frederick Mangin
had not been killed in his presence, for he
had watched the man from the moment he
entered the apartment, and he would sure-
ly have seen the knife strike his throat,
or the hand of the killer, or the jerk of
the victim’s body. But Mangin had not
moved. Therefore, Mangin must have
been dead all the time. T/erefore—Nick
felt a little dizzy at the thought—he had
been carrying on a conversation with a
dead man!

NLY one other explanation came to

Nick’s mind, there must be someone
else in the apartment who had done the
talking.

He swung the beam of the fiashlight
away from the gruesome face of the dead
Frederick Mangin, and sent it darting
into every corner of the room, following
it with the muzzle of his automatic. The

two walls at the right and left were lined
with bookcases from top to bottom. He
covered those walls with the light, then
turned it into the foyer in which he stood.
The little end-table, with the mirror over
it, was in its usual place, as was the tele-
phone which rested on it. There was no-
body in the foyer.

Carefully, Nick stepped into the library,
immediately putting his back to the wall.
He turned the flashlight on the desk with
its typewriter, on the other easy chair,
in front of the bookcase on the right-hand
wall, and on the couch near the fireplace.
Then he swung the beam around to the
left, where the door to the bedroom was
located. The door was closed.

Nick stood there thoughtfully. Then
he went over to the body of Frederick
Mangin. He touched the dead man’s face.
It was still warm. He could not be dead
very long. There was a broad splotch of
scarlet on the white front of his dress
shirt, where the blood from his throat
had spurted. There were flecks of blood
on his Tuxedo jacket, and on the legs of
his trousers. His eyes were staring glassi-
ly, straight ahead. He must have been
that way all the time that Nick was carry-
ing on the conversation with him.

There was no sound in the room ex-
cept for Nick Valentine's breathing. He
stalked slowly toward the bedroom door,
then suddenly flung it wide open, lancing
the beam of his flashlight through the
doorway. It took him only a moment to
make sure there was no one in there.

Nick returned to the library. He
crossed to the foyer, and pushed open the
kitchen door. He had left this for the last,
because he was sure that the voice which
had spoken to him had come from the
library. The examination of the kitchen
was short, and yielded the same results as
the other rooms. Beyond question, there
was no one else in the apartment.

Nick Valentine rubbed his eyes with
the back of his gun-hand.
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“T'll be damned!”
himself,

he muttered to

ON A SUDDEN hunch, he opened the

corridor door, and peered out, to
make sure those three drops of blood were
still there. They were.

He shook his head groggily, and closed
the door. Then he picked up the tele-
phone, and dialled the private number of
Roger Bronson, his chief at the A. P.

“Boss,” he said, “I've found Frederick
Mangin.”

He could distinctly hear Bromnson’s
swift intake of breath at the other end.
“You've found him? Already? By God,
Nick, I always knew you were good. But
this beats everything! Imagine—cracking
a case thirty minutes after getting on the
job! Nick, you're a wizard—"

“Wait a minute, Boss,” Nick Valentine
said ruefully. “Wait till you hear the
rest of it—"

“You bet I want to hear the rest of it.
Have you got Mangin there?”

“Yes, but—"

“Where are you calling from?”

“My own apartment—"

“You brought him up there, eh? That’s
using the old bean! Keep him in private
till T can get my reporters and camera-
men over. This will scoop the U. P. down
into a ten-foot hole—"

“Hold everything, Boss,” Nick Valen-
tine pleaded. “WWill you please first listen
to me—"

“No, no—don’t waste time now. I'm
shooting a gang of the hoys over—"

“Mangin is dead!” Nick fairly shouted
into the phone.

Bronson kept on talking for a second,
till Nick’s words registered. Then he ex-
claimed excitedly, “What’s that? What's
that you say? He's—dead?”

“Dead. Stabbed in the throat.”

“He was killed in your apartment?”

Ses

“Who killed him?”

“How should I know? I found him
dead.”

“Then—"Bronson’s voice cooled off
perceptibly— “then you haven’t solved
anything ?”

“That’s what I was trying to tell you,
but you wouldn’t give me a chance.”

“Have you got any kind of clue?”

“Yes. It's a kind of clue. Mangin
warned me to be on the lookout for three
drops of blood. And he tipped me off to
go to—"

“Wait a minute, Nick, wait a minute!”
Bronson interrupted pleadingly. “Let me
get this straight. You say Mangin talked
before he died?”

“Hell, no. He was dead when I got
here. But—"

“Then how the hell could he talk to
youf” Bronson fairly shrieked.

“That,” Nick Valentine said angrily,
“is something for you to figure out in your
spare time[”

And he hung up.

CHAPTER TWO

A Case of Forgetting

ICK VALENTINE had gone with

the A. P. five years ago, giving up a
lucrative private detective agency job.
His duties were solely investigative, and
he worked only when there was a big
case to crack. Otherwise, he lived like a
gentleman of leisure, When a really big
mystery came up, Nick Valentine did the
sleuthing, but he never wrote a newspaper
story. He solved the case, and then
turned it over to the A. P. reporters.

In this instance, they had brought him
all the way back from a vacation in
Florida, and he had been sore because he
had thought they didn’t really need him.
But now, after holding that conversation
with the dead man, he was ready to con-
cede that there was something to the case,
after all.
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He left the body of Frederick Mangin
just as it sat, and went out of the apart-
ment, closing the door carefully and mak-
ing sure that it was locked. He stepped
over the three drops of blood, and went
down the corridor to the elevator, and
pushed the button.

Horace, the colored elevator operator,
showed all his teeth in a grin.

“You didn’t stay upstairs long, Mister
Valentine. Gawn back to Florida?”

“Not yet, Horace,” Nick said abruptly
as the cage slid downward. He took his
apartment key off the ring, and handed it
to Horace. “You know Mzi. Bronson, my
boss? He’s been here several
before.”

“I know him, Mister Valentine.”

“Well, I think he’ll be showing up
pretty soon. Give him this key, and teil
him to go up and make himself at home.
He may be a little hot under the collar.
It he is, tell him he'll find a fresh bottle of
Scotch in the kitchen.”

times
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Horace nodded, and brought the eleva-
tor to a stop at the main floor. Nick went
out, and crossed the lobby to the street,
nodding to Luther, the colored doorman,
on the way.

A taxicab with the flag up came cruis-
ing slowly past, and Nick hailed it. He
climbed in, saying, “Go across the Park,
then down Broadway to Fifty-fourth. I
want the Candia Club—"

He stopped talking, suddenly aware
that there was someone else in the cab
with him.

She was sitting as inconspicuously as
possible, far over in the corner, wrapped
in a dark fur coat. The collar was turned
up, so that only her eyes and the bridge
of her nose showed. The cab got going,
and swung out of Fifth Avenue into the
transverse tunnel across the Park.

Nick said, “What the hell—"

“Please forgive me,” the girl exclaimed,
lowering the collar of her coat to reveal
a thin dark face which was beautiful in a
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strange and mystic sort of way. Her lips
were full, her mouth small. Her eyes,
deep and dark, studied him appraisingly
as she hurried on.

“Please forgive me. I bribed the driver
not to lower his flag, and to try to pick
you up when you came out. I was afraid
she threw a hurried glance out
through the rear window, then brought
her eyes back to meet his—“afraid they're
following me. But I had to talk to you!”

“H'm!” Nick frowned. “Well, go
ahead and talk.”

She hesitated, fumbling with the clasp
of her handbag.

“I don’t know just how to begin—"

Nick grinned tightly. “That’s a good
beginning,” he said, as his glance dropped
down to her fur coat, which had fallen
open while she fiddled with the handbag,
revealing a flashing glimpse of white, bare
skin, above a black silk nightgown. She
was wearing nothing but that nightgown
under the fur coat.

She flushed under his gaze, and
wrapped the coat tight around herself. “I
—1I had no time to dress. I came out as
soon as I awoke from the dream.”

“Dream ?” he asked incredulously.

She nodded. “I woke up from the
dream only a few minutes ago. I dreamed
that you were talking with a dead man—"

“What!” Nick reached over and
gripped her arm so tightly that she
winced. “Say that again!”

i

HE DIDN'T try to remove his arm.

Her great dark eyes seemed to grow
larger, deeper, as she spoke. “I saw you
clearly in the dream. I even saw the
house, and the street. I saw you go up-
stairs, and see three drops of blood on the
carpet. Then I saw you go in with a gun
in your hand, and the dead man was
seated facing you, and he warned you
about the three drops of blood, and told
you to go to the Candia Club!”

Nick swore under his breath. If the

girl was lying, she was doing a beautiful
piece of acting. If she was telling the
truth—well, he didn’t want to think about
that.

“Listen,” he said. “Have you got a
name?”

Her eyes became vague, her whole
bearing suddenly uncertain. “Yes, of
course, I'm sure I have. But I can’t think
of it at the moment.” Her forehead
wrinkled in a futile effort of concentra-
tion. “For the life of me, I can’t think of
my name!”

“You mean you've lost your memory ?”

She nodded, still fumbling at the hand-
bag. “Ever since last night, when I talked
with the—the dead man!”

Nick still had hold of her arm. Now
he let her go, and took a deep breath.

“Now, wait,” he said slowly. “Are you
telling me that you talked with a dead man
last night ?”

“Yes. I came home, and it was dark,
and that man was sitting in an armchair.”

“Was it the same man who was sitting
in my chair?”

“I don’t know. It never got light enough
for me to see his face clearly. He talked,
and spoke of the three drops of blood,
and the Candia Club. And then, while he
was still talking, I came closer and saw
the—the knife in his throat, and realized
that he was dead. I—I turned and ran
out of the house.”

“I see,” Nick said, very low, forcing
himself to be patient. “And what did
you do next?”’

“I ran and ran. I really didn’t know
where I was. Then I found myself in
front of a hotel, and went in and paid for
a room for the night. I bought this night-
gown, and some things from the shop in
the hotel Jobby, and I got undressed and
lay down on the bed. I must have slept
all through the day, till I had that dream
about you, and woke up. I hurried out to
catch you. I did it without thinking,
Somehow, I knew I must talk to you.
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Nick was watching her with narrowed
eyes.

“Didn’t it occur to you to get in touch
with the police?”

She lowered her eyes and stared down
at her lap, as if trying to think. “There
was some reason—why I couldn’t go to
the police. I can’t remember it now. If T
could only remember who I am, I'd prob-
ably recall the reason—"

“So for all you know,” Nick asked,
“that dead man who talked with you may
still be sitting in your room ?”

She looked at him miserably.
don’t believe me, do you?”

“Sure, sure,” he told her. “Sure I be-
lieve you. There's nothing strange about
your story. Nothing much.”

“You

HE SLUMPED back in the corner.
“T knew you don’t believe me. And I
thought you'd help me—"

“How could I help you?”

“T—T don't know. I feel there’s some-
thing terribly evil all around me. T feel as
if it’s enveloping me. I don’t know what
to do. I must go to the Candia Club, but
I'm afraid to go, alone—and with no
clothes.”

“H'm,” said Nick, He reached over to
her lap, and took the handbag. “Let’s
look in here. Maybe there’s a clue as to
who you are.”

She let him have the bag, and he opened
it.

As he did so, there was a snap inside
the bag, followed by the sound of breaking
glass. Immediately, a strange, sweet odor
assailed his nostrils, seeming to fill the
interior of the cab. That odor seemed to
clutch at his brain like an octopus. He
felt that in another moment it would have
him under.

Any other man might have remained
quiescent for that extra instant, allowing
the strange gas to finish its work, but
Nick had lived too long with a keen sense
of danger at his elbow. When he was on

a case he was always poised to ward off
attack. He reacted without thinking.

He flung the bag from him, and at the
same time reached over and yanked at
the door handle on his right. It flew open,
and with the last of his rapidly failing
strength, he pushed himself out into
nothingness. He saw the flying gutter
come up to meet him with a rush, heard
the girl’s scream from somewhere a great
distance behind, and then he struck.

He managed to break the fall with his
arms over his head, but even at that it
knocked him groggy. He knew that he
must have hit with a tremendous thud.
If he hadn’t broken any bones, he had
bruised them pretty badly. But he felt
little pain, for the anaesthetic effects of
that gas were already at work upon him.
Something was whirling around inside his
brain as he lay there in the gutter. He
got a single glimpse of his cah, speeding
away, with the white face of the girl
drifting away from the window to fall
back into the interior. And then he must
have lost consciousness for the moment,
for the next thing he remembered was the
astringent smell of ammonia, and a white-
coated interne bending over him, and a
sea of faces looking down on him from
the crowd that had gathered around.

A Dlue-coated policeman and a plain-
clothes detective were at his side, and the
patrolman said, “Here he comes. He’s
conscious.”

The interne removed the sponge from
his nose, and said, “His bones must be
made of rubber. It's a miracle none of
them broke when he took that fall out of
the cab.”

The detective waved the interne back,
and bent over him.

“What happened to you, buddy ?”

Tt was a moment before Nick Valentine
answered. Then he said, a puzzled frown
on his brows: “I don’t know.” He sat up.
“Who am I? Why am I here?”

For a minute, the detective looked at
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him queerly. Then he swallowed hard and
turned to the patrolman.

“My Gawd, Clancy,” he whispered.
“The guy has lost his memory !”’

CHAPTER THREE

Whirling Eyes of Madness

THE PRIVATE office at Headquarters
of Inspector Coleman, Chief of Homi-
cide, was playing to capacity business, and
there was standing-room only for late
comers. Inspector Coleman was there,
chewing a cigar behind his desk. Doctor
Hinsley, the Medical Examiner was
there, together with Doctor Martindale,
head psychiatrist for the Police Depart-
ment. Also present were Captain Fletcher
and Lieutenant Levine, of the Homicide
Detail, as well as big, florid-faced Roger
Bronson, Chief of the A. P. Service.

The main attraction was Nick Valen-
tine.

Nick was seated in a straight-backed
chair, with his hands folded in his lap.
The outstanding characteristic about him
was the expression of utter vacancy in his
eyes.

Doctor Martindale, the psychiatrist,
was bending over him, and talking low.
“Now listen to me carefully, my friend.
If you multiply twenty-two by one-half,
what is the result ?”

“Eleven!” Nick replied promptly.

Martindale was sweating a little, but
he smiled encouragement. “Exactly! Now
if you multiply the number of your house
my one-half, what is the result?”

The sweating psychiatrist, as well as
everybody else, leaned forward tensely to
listen to the answer,

Nick beamed, started to say something,
and then frowned. “I'm sorry,” he said.
“You'll have to tell me the number of my
house.”

Doctor Martindale sighed. Everybody
else sighed. The psychiatrist spread his

hands in a gesture of resignation, turning
to the Medical Examiner.

“There you are, Hinsley,” he said. “It’s
a typical case of partial amnesia, where
certain groups of ideas or events are
screened from memory, though others
stand out clearly.”

Inspector Coleman sputtered an oath.
He ground his cigar viciously into the
glass top of his desk, and got up.

“Dammit, he’s got to remember !”

Coleman came around the desk, and
stood in front of Nick, shaking a thick
finger in his face.

“Look here! You’re Nick Valentine!
Nick Valentine! You work for the A. P,
You're Nick Valentine!”

Nick smiled vaguely. “That’s a nice
name. Why am I here?”

Coleman closed his eyes for a moment,
as if he were in agony. Then he opened
them and waved his finger once more.

“There’s a dead man in your apart-
ment, Valentine. Remember ? You stabbed
him in the throat. Frederick Mangin,
Remember ?”

Nick locked interested. “Why did I
stab him?”

Coleman threw up his hands in disgust,
and flung away. “We'll hold him for the
Grand Jury!” he growled. “He killed
Mangin. That was a cock-and-bull story,
about finding him in the chair, and talking
to the dead man. I've seen cases like this
before—where the murderer conveniently
loses his memory after killing someone!”

“Nonsense!” Roger Bronson broke in.
“Nick had no reason to kill Mangin.
When he phoned me, he was as sane as
you or I—"

“Sure, Coleman interrupted
sarcastically. “So sane that he gave you a
line about having a conversation with a
dead man!”

The inspector took Bronson aside, and
talked to him in whispers, energetically,
for several minutes, turning every once in
a while to point at Nick. Bronson argued

S (52
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with him emphatically, finally raising his
voice, “It’s ridiculous, Coleman. He
couldn’t have done the other thing. He
was in Florida. Let me try him. Maybe
I can awaken a spark of memory.”

He came over and stood in front of
Nick's chair. “Look at me, Nick,” he
pleaded. “Don’t you remember me? You
work for me. You're my ace investigator.
I pay your salary.”

Nick blinked his eyes, and obediently
looked up at Bronson. His forehead
puckered. “I seem to have some recollec-
tion . . . . something is stirring . ... if I
could only grasp it!” He looked around

have apoplexy when I tipped you the
wink behind the doctor’s back.” He took
out a cigarette and lit it.

Bronson heaved himself up on the edge
of the desk, and leaned forward eagerly.

“Let’s talk fast before they start get-
ting impatient out there. Give us the
low-down on this, Nicky!"”

“First,” said Nick, allowing smoke to
trickle luxuriously through his nostrils,
“tell me one thing—have there been any
other murders like Mangin's ?”

Roger Bronson ncdded. “Yesterday,
Arnold Dixon, the chemical magnate, was
found with a knife in his throat, at the
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the room, petulantly. “If there only
weren't so many people in here—"

Bronson seized on the suggestion avid-
ly. He turned around and waved his
hands. “Get out, everybody! Leave me
alone with him! Maybe we’ll crack it!”

Doctor Martindale nodded. “A good
suggestion. The presence of so many peo-
ple is always confusing in this type of
case.”

RONSON kept waving his hands, not
giving anyone a chance to argue,
until everyone was out of the room. Then
he twisted the catch, locking the door, and
heaved a sigh. He turned around and
grinned at Nick Valentine.

“Well, Nick,” he said, “we got rid of
them at last. And I don’t think they
suspect a thing!”

Nick grinned back at him. “I didn’t
think Coleman would fall for it. It’s
pretty hard to pull the wool over his
eyes. And I was afraid for a minute you'd

home of his niece, Ellen Dixon. He had
been missing for nine days, too. The niece
has also disappeared now. The police
have kept the whole thing secret, because
the news may cause trouble. The Dixon
Chemical Works have accepted a huge
war order from the United States Gov-
ernment under the Defense Plan.”

“Ah!” said Nick. “Then she wasn't
lying altogether!”

“Who wasn't lying ?”

“The girl in the taxicab.”

“The cab you fell out of ?”

“I didn’t fall out of it. I jumped. There
was a girl in that cab, who had also talked
to a dead man.”

Bronson groaned. “Are you going to
start that again?”

Nick sighed. “You don’t believe me?”
he asked, in much the same tone that the
girl had used. “Well, listen to this story—
but promise you won’t interrupt.”

Bronson kept silence while Nick
sketched swiftly what the girl had told
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him. When he finished, he saw incredulity
give way to a look of dawning horror in
his boss’s eyes.

“Good Lord, Nick! If this is true, then
there’s a terrible force that we don’t un-
derstand, working against us. How can
the dead possibly speak? How can that
girl have dreamed an actual event that
was taking place right then?”

Nick Valentine nodded slowly. “That’s
why I pretended amnesia when they
picked me up from the street. I figured
that gas was planted in the girl’s bag for
the purpose of destroying my memory,
just as the girl’s had been destroyed. So
I pretended to fall in with the idea.”

Bronson was making notes in short-
hand. His eyes were gleaming. “This
story will burn up the wires, Nick. Did
you know that Frederick Mangin owns
the largest synthetic dye factory in the
east?” =

“Ah !’ said Nick. “I wonder how many
other key men like Mangin and Dixon
have disappeared recently—but whose
relatives have net notified the police! That
girl, Bronson, was Ellen Dixon. I'm sure
of it now!”

“Nick,” said Bronson, “this is too hig
for us to play with. We'll have to take
Coleman into our confidence !”

Nick nodded, and Bronson went to the
door. He stuck his head out among the
crowd waiting in the corridor, and mo-
tioned for the Homicide Inspector to come
in.

Quickly, they gave him the story, from
heginning to end.

OLEMAN got more and more excited

as Nick went on. At last he burst
out, “God, this is worse than I thought!
We've already gotten two more alarms in
the Missing Persons, for men in the same
position as Dixon and Mangin. They’re
Frank Sheppard, of the Sheppard Chemi-
cal Corporation, and Andrew Garth, of
International Chemicals. We've kept it

secret, of course, but the news has leaked
out here and there. There's a fifth chemi-
cal manufacturer, named Peter Simpson,
down in the Commissioner’s office right
now. He wants us to lock him up for
protection.”

“Well,” said Nick Valentine, “it looks
like I go to the Candia Club!”

Coleman nodded reluctantly. “I don’t
like it, Valentine. Whoever is behind
this business, wants you to go to the
Candia Club. It'll just be playing into his
hands. But I guess it’s the only thing for
you to do. We'll give out that you're still
suffering from amnesia, and that we're
releasing you in Bronson’s custody, for
treatment. I'll post men around the Can-
dia Club—"

He was interrupted by the ringing of
the inter-office telephone. He scooped it
up, and listened for a moment, a queer
look coming into his face.

“Hold it a minute,” he said into the
instrument. He covered the phone with
his hand, and said to Nick, “Have you got
a cousin by the name of Arthur Valen-
tine ?”

Nick shook his head. “No.” =

“Well,” said Coleman, ‘“he’s here.
Downstairs at the desk. He says he heard
of your suffering from amnesia, and that
it's an old family ailment, and he knows
how to handle it. He thinks if he sees
you alone for five minutes, he may be able
to restore your memory !”

“Ah!” said Nick. “This is a break. Let
him in!”

“Alone with you?” Bronson asked
doubtfully. “Suppose their idea was to
knock you off 7 Suppose he’s here to finish
the job?”

Nick smiled, and showed him the auto-
matic, which he had in his coat pocket
now.

Bronson was still doubtful. “Suppose
he has some kind of gas that will over-
power you?”

“T’'ll have to take that chance.”
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“I could arrest him,” Coleman offered
tentatively. “We could take the bird
downstairs and sweat him—"

“And suppose he doesn’t talk?” Nick
objected. “They still have Frank Shep-
pard and Andrew Garth in their hands.
And T'm sure they have Ellen Dixon.
That taxi driver must have been one of
their agents. He probably took her away
after I jumped out of the cab.”

Coleman and Bronson exchanged
glances. The inspector nodded. “I guess
you're right, Valentine. We have to play
it their way. I'll go down and bring the
guy up.”

He went out, leaving Nick and Bron-
son alone. Nick had a faraway look in
his eyes. “If only I hadn’t heard that
dead man talk,” he said, “I'd feel lots
better about the whole thing. This way,
it gives me the creeps!”

Bronson kept making notes. “Don’t
let this ‘cousin’ of yours knock you off,
Nicky. I'm depending on you to break the
greatest scoop of the decade.”

A moment later, the door opened and
Coleman re-entered, escorting a man of
about forty-five, with a high forehead, and
deep-set eyes that seemed to be charged
with some sort of static, high-powered
electricity.

“Ah!” said the- visitor, letting his eyes
rest on Nick. “My poor cousin! A ter-
rible thing—terrible.”

Coleman led the man to Nick’s chair.
“This is your cousin, Mr. Arthur Valen-
tine. Do you know him?”

Nick looked up at the visitor. “Hello,”
he said blankly.

The ‘cousin’ sighed. “TI see.
Nicky has been afflicted, just like our
Uncle Tobias, and like my grandfather.”
He turned to Bronson and Coleman, “If
you gentlemen will leave me alone with
him for a few minutes—I'd appreciate
it very much—"

“Sure, sure,” said Coleman. “If you
need us, just raise your voice.” Then he

Poor.

added significantly, “We'll be waiting
right outside the door!”

“Thank you, thank you,” said Cousin
Valentine. He waited till they both left
the room. Then he locked the door on the
inside and turned to face Nick. His big,
deep-set eyes seemed to have become
larger. His whole face became grim and
intent as he moved closer to Nick’s chair,
until he was standing over him.

“Look at me, Nick Valentine!” he
ordered in a deep bass voice.

NICK looked up. The man was twirling

a silver pencil at the level of Nick’s
eyes. There was a big round knob at
the top of the pencil. Tt was whirling
around steadily, monotonously.

The man’s voice came in slow, lugu-
brious fashion. “You’re thinking the
things I want you to think now, Nick,”
the man said. “You don’t remember any-
thing of the past, but you remember what
you saw in your apartment tonight, don't
you?”’

Nick allowed his eyelids to droop as if
he were heavy with sleep.

“Yes,” he replied. “Yes, I remember.”

“You remember what the dead man
told you?”

“Yes:

“Repeat it!”

“He told me to beware of the three
drops of blood. He told me to go to the
Candia Club.”

“Good. You will obey him, Nick. You
will go to the Candia Club. And you will
wait there until a certain person shows
you three drops of blood.”

he pencil kept twirling, and the huge
eyes of the hypnotist were growing larger
and larger, so that Nick felt a terrible
sort of fascination. He felt as if the man
in front of him were dragging his very
soul out of his body with those great and
terrible eyes. He realized that if he had
been a little weaker, if that gas in the cab
had had another moment to work on him,



44 STRANGE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES

he’d have fallen immediately under the
influence of this powerful will. Even now,
he was afraid that if he didn’t exert every
ounce of will-power, he’d succumb to the
strange force.

The voice went on, droningly. “Re-
member what T tell you, Nick. Wait at
the Candia Club for the person who will
show you three drops of blood. Then—
you will obey that person. You will do
whatever that person orders!”

Nick felt himself unconsciously repeat-
ing the instructions, mumbling them to
himself. He clenched his hands. He
mustn't let himself go—

“Do you remember what you must do?”

Nick nodded, almost automatically.
“Yes, T remember. I must go to the Can-
dia Club. I must wait for the person who
will show me three drops of blood. Then
I must do whatever that person orders—
whatever that person orders.”

As he repeated those instructions, Nick
felt himself about to lose possession of
his initiative and his will. That twirling
pencil before his eyes had him twirling
around with it, like a man caught in a
whirlpool.

Suddenly, the silver pencil stopped
whirling. The eyes of the hypnotist
seemed to recede, to grow smaller. Nick
felt as if a great weight were being re-
moved from his brain. The man smiled
thinly, and slipped the silver pencil in his
pocket.

“I shall go now. See that clock on the
desk? Watch it. Five minutes after I am
gone, you will remember who you are.
You will recover your memory. But you
will still obey my orders. You will have
no recollection of my visit, but you will
know that there is somethin