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coming year—you'll certalnly want to read this book.

TELLS ABOUT A GROWING FIELD
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Your copy is free. Simply mail the coupon on this
page. It tells you about the many fields of Radio
which offer good job opportunities to qualitied Radio
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tells you, too, how the Nationnl Radio Institute in
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How Big Is YOUR PAY-CHECK?

If you earn under $#3,000,
Higher Accountancy may
be the answer for you

“ HE size of my ggy-check? What businessis it
of yours?”” Perhaps that’s the first reply that
comes to your mind.

But—stop a moment. It really ¢s our business—to
help men just like you. In fact, it’s been our business
here at LaSalle for 30 years.

If your pay-check isn’t all that you'd like it to be,
why not consider accountancy? Why not become
a member of this well-paid and respected field?
Why not, in shorwrepare yourself to earn real
money—insure a good home for your family—a new
car—an education for the growing youngsters—a
bank account for a rainy day . . . these and many
more of the precious things in life?

Maybe you’re one of those ever hoping for ‘breaks”
that will give you a higher standard of living. Yet
that’s precisely what most of 30,000,000 other em-
ployees in this country are doing.

Not all of them, of course. Here and there you
find ambitious men who aren’t depending on luck
to carry them ahead. They’re following a tested
path to increased earnings—Ileaving nothing to mere
chance. They're training themselves for better jobs
—every week spending a few hours in serious but
interesting study at home.

Some day, as expert bookkeepers. and later as
accountants, these determined men will have stand-
ing and a considerably lar%ler income—in a profes-
sion that pays and pays well.

Why don’t you do as they are doing—take ad-
vantage of LaSalle training? Even though you do
not know the fundamentals of bookkeeping now—
you nevertheless may have an excellent opportunity
to master accountancy. Many others have done it.

Perhaps you’re asking yourself, ‘“But don’t these
others possess natural ability that I lack? Don’t 1
need a special talent for all this?”’

Ask rather, “If I do my part, won’t I get results,
tm?"

You will! For all it takes is in-
telligence, serious study and work 1
—not genius. Under the LaSalle !
system you solve problems by sim-
ple steps . . . from day to day, as
an expert accountant does. You §
use the same basic principles. And

when these problems become diffi-
cult and puzzle you, you get counsel
that could be matched only through

LaSalle Extension University

A Correspondence Institution
Dept. 7329-HR
I want to earn a bigger salary—through accountancy training.
Send me, without cost or obligation, your 64-page book, ‘“‘Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.”

ing, Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business Law,
Organization, Management and Finance. The train-
ing—complete and intensive all the way—takes you
ht into C.P.A. coaching if you desire.

ater, when you’re an accountant, it may be
possible to go into business for yourself as a public
acoountant and be independent. Or, if you choose to
work for someone else ag an executive accountant, it
well may be for a salary several times that which
you draw now.

: Write for this FREE book
f you're tired of pinching pennies, investigate ac-
countancy and La&l.le tra%mng. Thereisn’t a faster,
less expensive or more convenient method to master
accountancy. Fill in the coupon and mail. We'll
send you our 64-page book, “Accountancy, The
Profession That Pays.” :
Then, when you read all the facts, you yourself will
be able to jud%e best whether you have the will to
stady and apply your best efforts—toward a more
secure future.

Chicago, Ill.

personal coaching by a battery of [ e SRR e S e e e T e T e .
experts in a big accounting house. =

In a comparatively short time, PresentPosition on. foi e Age.......s .
you train yourself in Elements of :
Accounting, Principlesof Account- g Address................. o0 Gitys o o .o
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comfort, worry and fear! Learn now about this perfected
invention for all forms of reducible

rupture. Surely you
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activities and once To work . . . to play
...tolive.. .tolove...with the Fear of Rupture ban-
ished from your 1Li rupturesuffer-
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ers have entered this Kingdom of Paradise Regained. Why not
you! Some wise man said, is impossible in this
world”—and it is true, for where other trusses have failed
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Patented AIR-CUSHION Sup-
port Gives Nature a Chance
to CLOSE the OPENING

Think of it! Here’s a surprising yet simple-acting invention
that permits Nature to close the opening—that

ture securely but gently, day and night, at work and at play!
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sults beyond this
invention—How does it work? Will it help me? Get the
complete, fascinating facts on the Brooks Antomatic Air
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Proof of the value and outstanding
merit of the BROOKS APPLIANCE
is clearly shown by the fact that over
9000 doctors have ordered it for them-
selves or their patients. Onedoctor alone
has ordered for his patients over 400
Brooks Appliances. Follow your doc-
tor’s advice! If he says you have a
reducible rupture and advises a proper-
fitting support, don’t subject yourself
to further delay, which may prove
dangerous, but send us your name
and address immediately. Stop Your
Rupture Worries! Enjoy the comfort,
freedom of action and physical security
which this made-to-order appliance J

will give you.
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If This Were You—
Laid Up By

SICKNESS
OR ACCIDENT-

What Would It Mean
To YOU To Get Up To

$150.00

A MONTH? |
Amazing New Policy

COSTS ONLY 3¢ A DAY

If sickness or accident should strike YOU—lay you up, dis-
abled—stop your income, perhaps for months—don’t face the
additional worry of money for bills and expenses! Protect
yourself and your loved ones with the remarkable low cost
Sterling Sickness and Accident Policy! For only 3c a day this
amazing policy provides ACTUAL CASH—to help pay bills
and expenses! Pays you up to $150.00 a month for sic iness,
including Hospital Benefits; $100.00 a month for accident;
pays as much as $2,600.00 for loss of limbs, sight, or accxdental
death, plus many other liberal benefits, as provided in policy.

Pays Cash For Common Sicknesses
And All Types Of Accidents

This policy covers sicknesses common to men and women,
covers all types of accidents as happen every day in or by
automobiles or trucks, on street, at home, on the farm, in fac-
tory, while at work, etc Beneﬁts payable from F"IRST DAY,

MORE THAN EASY MONTHLY TERMS

ssnn un“ nﬂ PAln no agents, your cost of this insurance is
’ L]

amazingly low. Only 3¢ a day., in easy
monthly payments, brings you all these
Young and old — men, women,
children, ages 16 to 64 without ments.

protection features. No dues—no assess-
Eiie tor 'thie. linerat nsurance. 10 DAYS FREE INSPECTION
SEND NO MONEY! e

ore than $500,000.00 Cash Bene-
fits already paid on Sterling Pol-
D s
mail you Actual Policy on 10-days’ FREE
INSPECTION. No obligation whatever.

icies. Big, responsible, Legal
Reserve Stock Company. $100,-
000.00 on deposit with State of
Illinois Insurance Department for
protection of all policy-holders. ACt now.

STERLING INSURANCE CO.
5641 Jackson-Franklin Bldg. Chicago, 1ll.

Liberal Benefits At

Amazing Low Cost

AS MUCH AS

$2,500.00

paid to you IN CASH for
Accidental Death or Loss of
Limbs or Eyesight.

> $150.00

a month for sickness includ-
ing Hospital Benefits.

v $100.00

a month for disability due to
accident.

$100.00

Cash paid as Emergency Aid
or Identification Benefit.

OTHER LIBERAL BENEFITS

Doctor’s bill for non disabling
injuries — 10% increase in
benefits for 5 years at no
extra cost.

All Benefits as described
on Policy
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HYBRID

CHAPTER 1
A Note from Hell

ASON would be as damned as

M I, cursed by seeing things oc-

cur that could not happen.

We would be cursed by those ﬁery

eyes, the long shrieks and the longer si-

lences—cursed by the thing in the dun-
geon!

The fate of Mason I have never ex-
plained satisfactorily.

I am certain that the secret is locked
forever in that little New England val-
ley, buried in the ashes of old Gribold
Manor.

We were rattling on our way to the
place that first night. I was still tem-
porarily elated, for I had become one
thousand dollars richer that morning
on account of Mason.

“Mason,” I said, “if I were you I'd
try to forget those legends and get a
little rest. There’ll be some simple, log-
ical explanation that you've over-
looked.”

I settled comfortably on the green
plush and through half squinted eyes
studied the chiaroscuro parade of tree
goblins and phone pole ogres as they
chased each other by the train window.
Idly I was trying to figure how many
phone poles one could buy with a thou-
sand dollars.

I felt Mason’'s little fear-round eyes
quiver on me for a second.

“No, Gov'nor,” he came in slowly.
“Hit hain’t right, that's wot. Hit hain’t
right!”

“What isn’t right?” I asked.

“Yer takin’ that thousan’ dollars I
was sent to give yer. Yer shouldn’t of
took hit!” Mason'’s lip corner twitched
nervously. “Yer ought’'ve locked me
up in jail, kept me from goin’ back
there. That’s wot yer ought to’ve done
—kept me away from that orful place!”

“It will be a sorry day, my friend,” I
replied, “when I refuse a thousand dol-
lars in gold nuggets and then have my

A
/

~
—
-
-
=
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Terror Screams in the Night When a Sculptor
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14 THRILLING MYSTERY

generous benefactor locked behind
bars.”

I had known Mason only twelve
hours. In the quiet of dawn he had
knocked at my studio door. Even then,
after I had stumbled out of bed and let
him in, he had seemed frightened. He
gripped a tanned leather sack as if it
might strike at him.

There was an uncanny sensation
when I took that sack from Mason. 1
know good leather, and my fingers are
trained to remember the feel of things.
Once I had felt stuff like it in the for-
bidden crypt of a cannibal witch doc-
tor. It was tanned human hide.

UT my gruesome idea fled when I
saw the contents of the bag.
What I judged to be about a thousand
dollars worth of gold nuggets poured
out.
I tore open a scroll of parchment
Mason handed me. The writing was
large and bold.

David Renton:

These nuggets are yours if you come at
once to Gribold Manor. The Gribold Statue
has been damaged. Only a competent sculp-
tor can mend it. I ma[‘;e this offer to you
because I have seen your work in the gal-
leries of Edinburgh.

If you successfully heal the Statue of Gri-
bold you may have the twin brother to this
bag of gold. A life depends upon your suc-
ceeding. My servant will guide you to the

Manor.
Rakor Gribold X
Master of Gribold Manor and Estates

I had heard of the Gribold Statue
myth. With the exception of the Gri-
bolds, no man had set eyes upon it for
two centuries. Exactly what the statue
was no man knew. To see it was to die,
hopelessly, horribly insane. My con-
clusion at the time was that stupid peo-
ple or neurotics like Gribold’s new
little cockney servant believed such
rot.

Myths did not bother me. One thou-
sand dollars was already mine. An
equal amount would soon follow. I
needed every cent of it. Any man in
similar circumstances would have made
his way to Gribold Manor that night.

The train whistled drearily. 1 dug
out the parchment and read it again.
I noticed casually the queer use of the

words “mend”’ and “heal” in regard to
repairing the statue. The statement “’a}
life depends upon your succeeding
puzzled me. My eyes kept returning
to Rakor Gribold’s tremendous signa-
ture. It was in reddish brown ink.

“Hit's writ in blood, that’s wot hit
his!" rasped Mason. “Hit’s witch’s
blood!”

“If it’s blood,” I said, “it will be
partly soluble in moisture.”

I wet the tip of my finger, dragged it
across the name. The stuff smeared.

“I told yer so, Gov'nor. Hit’s witch'’s
blood all right—the witch of Gribold!”

Mason fell off into an exhausted
sleep soon after that. I noted his sunk-
en cheeks, the nervous twitches that
pulled at his eyes and mouth even in
slumber. Our ancient car was air-con-
ditioned on the warm side, so Mason’s
head was pillowed on his coat. His
rolled-up sleeves revealed a pair of
thin, tattooed forearms. In addition to
a couple of nude mermaids, each arm
bore the insignia of his Queen’s navy.

Like a giant black caterpillar in the
moonlight, the train wove its lonely
way up the steep slope. We were ap-
proaching a high valley where, Mason
had told me, the village of Gribold
nestled.

WITH a start, the little cockney
awoke. His eyes clouded with
the old terror. He pointed a shaking
finger toward a dark mass on a wooded
hill rising above the valley. As if he
had been wound up and was powerless
to stop himself, Mason began babbling.

“That's 1t,” he said.  ‘‘That'a the
place—crouchin’ on the ’ill lookin’ over
the village like a bloomin’ beast of 'Oly
Writ. Hit's the livin’ place of the Gri-
bold Statue!”

Mason leaned closer.

“I've heard hit up there,” he rasped
monotonously. “I’ve heard hit—that
statue shriekin’ at night. Hit's the
voice o’ the witch comin’ outa the mon-
ster's throat. Blimey, I've trembled
like a bloomin’ wench lyin’ there in
bed, listenin’ to eerie noises all over the
place!”

Mason dragged a finger around un-
der his collar.

“Hit’s death to 'ear hit,” he said.
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“I'm a marked man. That’s wot I am—
a marked man!”

I listened quietly, reserving my own
opinions to feed my disgustingly nor-
mal outlook on such tripe.

Save for a lone brakeman awaiting
the next train, the old Gribold Village
station was dismally deserted. I shud-
dered, pulled up my coat collar against
the biting mountain winds. Mason
gathered the bags together. Then we
trudged off through the village and
finally hit a narrow, forlorn path lead-
ing up to Gribold Manor.

The way led through a forest of
gnarled oak. It was a steep climb and
we had to stop often to rest. Our little
lantern cast ugly black shadows. Ma-
son stayed as close to me as possible
and I noticed his eyes constantly striv-
ing to pierce the gloom about us.

We came at last to the forest’s edge.
One hundred yards ahead of us loomed
the great manor, dark and lonesome.
We sat down on our bags. Mason
stared at the place for a long time be-
fore he started to whisper.

“Hit’s old, Gov’'nor, so old it scares
yer. Two 'undred years old. The Arch-
duke Gribold built the place for ’is
bride, a village girl. They says she was
lovely on the weddin’ day, dressed in
lavender and lace with snow-white skin
an’ pink cheeks. But Gord, Gov’nor,
their first night in Gribold Manor—"
Mason paused and drew a hand across
his trembling mouth. “Turrible screams
came from the manor. Hit was ’is
bride. She’d gone stark, ravin’ mad—
that’s wot she did.” Mason gulped.
“An’ nobody hain’t never knowed
why !”

He clutched my arm and went on, his
eyes staring at the place before us.

“Mean an’ cruel e became, the arch-
duke did, an’ him an’ 'is mad wife they
ruled the manor and estate like divils
down Hades way. They ’ad a wee one,
finally. A little boy, an’ ’e later inher-
ited the estate an’ carried on the Gri-
bold name. But before that—" Mason
whispered the next words very softly.
“The archduke’s wife became be-
witched! She was a young ’un but
blimey, they says she appeared like an
old wizened woman.

“Then the archduke vanished! Some

says the witch of Gribold done it with
’er divil’s brew in the basement of the
place. Sore ’cause ’e drove ’er mad, she
changed ’im—’ardened 'im into stone.”

I could scarcely hear his next words.

“The Gribold Statue, Gov’'nor—hit’s
the archduke hisself changed to stone,
locked for a century an’ a half in a dun-
geon of the old manor. Hit’s the witch
of Gribold I've listened to, shriekin’ at
night—an’ the voice comes out o’ the
statue’s mouth! It shrieks when it’s
hungry, wails like a banshee until Ra-
kor Gribold lets it out to roam the coun-
tryside searchin’ for meat—meat fer it-
self an’ its master—human meat!”

ASON buried his head in his

hands and rocked back and
forth. I had never seen such terror and
I felt sorry for the man. But I couldn’t
understand then.

Before we got up to go on, I asked
him a question, one that I had no busi-
ness to ask.

“Why,” I asked, “if Gribold Manor is
so distasteful to you, are you coming
back to it? Why didn’t you take the
bag of gold and, well, scram?”

His answer startled me.

“Hit’s 'is eyes, that’s wot hit is. Hit’s
'is eyes. Blimey, they wouldn’t let me.
Oh, Gord, how I've tried to beat it, any-
where. I'd even go back to the old
country, enlist again in the navy. But
I can’t. Hit’s 'is eyes. They ain’t hu-
man. You'll see, Gov'nor!”

I know now that he was talking of
Rakor Gribold, the man I was soon to
meet.

Fifty feet from the huge doorway,
Mason dropped the bags and shrank be-
hind me, clutching my coat to save him-
self from collapsing to the ground. A
shrill cry had cut the night like a knife
stab. It was the voice of an incredibly
agonized woman.

“That shriek, every night hit’s like
that! O Gord, wot is hit?”

Mason sank to the ground, grasping
my knees.

I jerked myself free and started for
the manor. I covered the huge stone
steps in five leaps. The wail had sub-
sided into a chant when I reached the
oak-paneled portal. The door was mov-
ing open.
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I rushed into the hall to be met by
sudden silence. It was as uncanny as
the cry had been.

A mildewed odor of stagnant age
wafted up on chilling drafts from some-
where below. I opened my mouth to
shout, closed it again quickly. Far
down the hallway I heard the groaning
hinges of another door. I listened. I
could hear running footsteps.

Then I fell forward. Something had
cracked violently against my back, and
things began falling all around. I
sprang to my feet. Mason lay on the
floor behind me, bags scattered all over
the place. He had rushed through the
door and collided with me.

Someone was laughing.

I have never heard a laugh with less
mirth. It was cruel, insane laughter.
And it came from over my shoulder!

Turning, I saw the dim form of a
huge man standing two feet from me.
He flicked a match, lit a candle held in
one hairy hand. It lighted his face
from beneath.

And what a face!

Once, in a museum ] had seen the
reconstruction of a Piltdown Man, an
abysmal brute who was an early link
between an ape and a human. Now his
living counterpart loomed before me.

Mason had pulled his punches when
he described Rakor Gribold.

CHAPTER 11
Master of the Manor

HE man bowed low, in apelike
mimicry of an ancient human
greeting.

“Good evening, David Renton. 1
welcome you to the cozy hospitality of
Gribold Manor.”

I drew back involuntarily. Speech
shouldn’t have flowed so easily from
the mouth of an atavism like that. And
his breath! God, it was as fetid as
though he had been dead for centuries.

A cross between a snarl and a frozen
smile lifted the corner of his flabby
mouth, revealing a dirty, yellow fang.
I was immediately struck by the prom-
inence of the supraorbital ridges and

the short, receding forehead—the indi-
cation of an extremely thick skull. His
round, owl-like eyes gleamed like twin
holes into hell. The short cane he
grasped in one hairy hand seemed to be
fashioned of some greenish stone. It
had been broken, leaving a wicked,
jagged end.

“I trust you enjoyed my concert, Mr.
Renton?” the rasping voice went on.
“I often have them, much to the dis-
comfort of my splendid servant here.”

Rakor Gribold shuffled over to Ma-
son, and poked him with his cane.

“Get up and take our guest’s bags to
his room, you stupid fool! What do I
pay you for—to sleep on the floor?”
Mason cowered as the giant, bearded
figure of the Master of Gribold threat-
ened him with his boot.

“Gribold,” I interrupted, “if yoy don’t
mind, I'd like to see the statue you want
me to repair.”

I found myself struck with a strong
desire to get the job over, collect that
extra thousand, and get out. Gribold
came close to me again. He blew in
my face and grinned. Then he shuffled
off down the hallway.

I took a thick tallow from a nearby
stand, lit it, and followed Rakor Gri-
bold down into the dungeons.

Tortuous winding corridors led ever
downward. The air was damp with the
chill of a lonely grave. Strange noises
whirred through the hanging moss and
roots. Bats, I thought. Carefully I
shaded the candle with my hand.

I slipped suddenly. The candle fell,
rolled away into a tunnel off the main
corridor. I cursed, wiped the slime
from my clothes and groped after the
flickering light. It had rolled against
the rusty bars of a tiny cell.

I clutched the tallow firmly and
turned to go on. Out of the corner of
mg.eyc I caught a glimpse of something
white. I swung around, held the candle
high. Mutely staring down at me was
the bleached skull of some long dead
human. There came a mirthless
chuckle behind me. Gribold was finger-
ing his necklace of teeth.

“An ancient enemy of the Gribolds,”
he purred. “It was an exquisite torture.
They hung him on the wall—very care-
fully, so he wouldn’t strangle. Then
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they covered his body with molasses:
Our little friends did the rest.”

Gribold pointed to the walls and
beams supporting the roof of the tun-
nel. They were covered with a pulsing
blackness. I drew back as something
fell on my hand. I brushed it off,
crushed it under my heel. It was a
shiny, black cockroach!

Gribold slashed at the beauty of a
fragile moss-flower with his broken
cane,

“Of course, Mr. Renton, you realize
that this was done in centuries past.
We don’t think of doing those things in
this day.”

He moved to the main corridor. I
followed, noting with relief that the tre-
mendous beams and the supporting
walls of the main tunnel were free of
the repulsive insects. But each side
tunnel seemed to meve with a hideous
life of its own. Now and then flicker-
ing lights would start and disappear in
the murky darkness.

HE cobblestones under my feet had

been worn into a troughlike path
by Gribold’s ancestors. The hollows
between the stones were filled with
puddles of black water that blinked up
like evil eyes as the light of the candle
glanced over them.

There was a sharp turn and the cor-
ridor ended. Rakor Gribold stood be-
fore a huge iron door. He fumbled un-
der his thick robe, drew forth a key,
fitted it into the lock. It was then that
I noticed the curiously voluminous
clothing that covered him from neck to
foot.

The door moved slowly inward, sigh-
ing as though it were eternally weary
of being opened and shut.

When Rakor Gribold entered the
chamber, I felt an urge to turn and run.
The evil that poured out of the room
was as potent as the smell.

Then I saw the pit.

It was in the center of the floor.
From its cavernous depths billowed red
flames and a sickening odor that I can
compare only to burning flesh. Boiling
sluggishly in a massive iron pot hang-
ing over the pit was a nauseous mass
that gurgled and belched green fumes.

Suspended from chains that disap-

peared into a seemingly endless ceiling
were a dozen bleached skeletons. They
swung, still articulated, on giant hooks.
I shrank from the wanton torture that
must have taken place there.

The room was so dry that it almost
crackled. Feeling a peculiar roundness
under my feet, I looked down. I drew
in my breath. The floor was paved with
human skulls! Hell would have a floor
like this.

Carved in the nearest wall were sym-
bols of the Black Arts, and a map of
the lower tunnels where lay buried the
forgotten secrets of the Gribold blood
cults. Old musty books stood on a shelf
—black books of the Faith’s Kingdom.

Again my eyes were drawn to the
cauldron. Through the smoke and
flames I thought I saw a figure bent
over the boiling mess. A witchlike
thing stirred the brew with a human
leg bone! I had a confused glimpse of
red glaring eyes, matted hair, incred-
ibly wrinkled skin, a loose mouth mov-
ing over stained fanged teeth. But
even as I peered closer, the figure
seemed to dissolve. I reasoned that the
smoke from the pit and the steam from
the brew had caused an optical illusion.

Rakor Gribold was lighting giant
candles at one end of the room. He
stepped aside.

I quickly joined him at the base of a
thronelike pedestal. I looked up,
§asped! Before me crouched the

amous Statue of Gribold!

EVER had I seen such realism
used to depict so fantastic a sub-
ject. It looked human, but the hideous
grotesqueness of the thing made the
human qualities uncanny. If it were
standing, I judged it would be about
the size of Rakor Gribold. The torso
and legs were human. But the features
were so insanely cruel that I found my-
self marveling at the hands that had
modeled them. I saw some intangible
expression, perhaps a similar facial
angle, that reminded me of the bearded
Rakor Gribold.

The creature on the pedestal had four
arms. Two were short and two were
long. One of the long arms had been
broken off at the elbow. Gribold
pointed to the broken joint.
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“This is why I needed you, a sculptor,
to mend my little pet.”

He stroked the hideous head as
though he were caressing his dog. 1
examined the broken stub.

“How was the arm broken?” I nat-
urally asked. “Do you have the piece?”

My answer was a crooked smile from
the Master of Gribold Manor.

“Tomorrow you will start to work,”
he said. “It will be quite cozy for you
down here. But of course you will have
to work by oil light.”

I was about to protest. Working by
oil light in a smelly dungeon would be
a hardship for any artist, but for two
thousand dollars I could endure it. I'd
repair the Statue’s arm twice as fast as
any other sculptor could, and beat it
away from that fantastically horrible
place.

As we left the dungeon, I caught
sight of Mason scurrying around a
sharp turn of the corridor. A fierce
light flared up in Gribold’s eyes. I saw
that yellow fang bared again.

My room was on the second floor at
the head of the stairs. I was tired and
scarcely noticed much about it when I
climbed into the huge old bed. I did
remember to lock the door, however.

The clock at the foot of the stairs
bonged twice. I awoke with a start,
listening intently.

There was a soft shuffling just out-
side my door. I sprang from my bed,
flipped the lock and yanked the door
open.

Mason was standing there, like a
frightened dog.

“They’re starin’ at me again, Gov'nor.
Borin’ into me. Just like they do every
night!” He clutched at my arm. “Can’t
yer do something? Make ’em stop?”

In an attempt to quiet the fellow, I
drew him into the room and closed the
door. I shook his arm.

“What’s staring at you?” I asked.

“Hit’s ’is eyes again— They’re tryin’
to make me go down to that dungeon,”
Mason whispered fiercely in my ear.
“To that place in the basement where
that statue is. Keep me in here, Gov’-
nor. Don’t let me go!”

The fellow seemed sincere enough in
his belief that Gribold’s eyes were hyp-
notizing him. I didn’t have the heart

to make him go down again to his
lonely room off the kitchen. :

The remainder of the night I listened
to Mason's explosive snores and pon-
dered over the man’s strange terror. I
found myself becoming aware of that
same sensation of being watched by
someone unseen. Only in this case 1t
was my very thoughts that seemed to
be under cold scrutiny by some hidden,
evil force.

ATTRIBUTED the feeling to

Mason and the power of suggestion.
Finally, just as the first rooster was
awakening, I fell asleep.

That morning at breakfast, the iron
knocker banged on the front door. Its
thunder reverberated through the
manor, rousing all the dormant echoes
from the dungeons. I felt sure that I
could never accustom myself to that
frightful din.

Mason, still worried, came in a mo-
ment later.

“A man to see yer, Gov'nor. 'E said
’e’d wait outside.”

Puzzled, I went to the front door. I
saw a wizened man with ferret eyes,
pulling impatiently at a large black
mustache,

“Follow me,” the man said crisply in
a cracked voice.

I followed him obediently out the
door. When we were some distance
from the manor he stopped.

“I'm the sheriff from Gribold vil-
lage,” he barked. Then he dug a bony
paw into his coat pocket and pulled out
a small automatic, cold and blue. “Take
it,” he said suddenly.

Surprise must have been evident on
my face as I took the gun. The sheriff
conjured a water-logged toothpick from
behind a golden facade of dentistry and
blew it into space.

“That gun,” he remarked. “Yuh can’t
kill nothin’ much with it—but yuh can
use it to call me up here with!”

The sheriff next produced a package
of gum. He undressed each piece and
stuffed them all into his mouth. Then
he dabbed at his bald head with a pink
handkerchief.

“I dunno what yer business is here,”
he saigi, after a pause. “An’ I don't say
as I give a damn. But I ain’t hankerin’
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to have any more people around here
showin’ up vanished!”

I still must have appeared uncon-
scious of what he was driving at, but he
kept right on chewing and talking.

“Shoot that gun off I give yuh three
times if yuh need me, son, an’ don’t fer-
get it. I'll hear it down at the office an’
hot-foot right up here.”

“I don’t understand,” I finally man-
aged. “Why should I need you?”

“They’s legends,” he said, “among
the villagers an’ farmer folk ’bout this
place. They says the Gribolds has al-
ways been meat eaters. It’'s part o
their religion, an’ well—some of the
stories is pretty goll durned screwy.
Others? I dunno. I'm sheriff. I'm
supposed to deal in facts.”

The sheriff paused to adjust his cud
of gum.

“All I know is people come into this
place and they don’t never come out.
Farmers are murdered hereabouts or
they just disappear. I've come up here
umpty-nine times with warrants, ques-
tioned Gribold an’ tried to search the
damn place. But all I can ever find is
rats, cockroaches and a thousand
smells. So this is just in case.”

HE sheriff peered about the gar-

dens to make sure we were still
alone. Then he drew out a red ban-
danna tied into a sack. He dumped out
on his hand what looked like some
green pieces of stone.

“In the dead o’ night, a week back,”
he whispered, “a farmer down yonder,
‘Plow’ Hendricks they call him, woke
up to see somethin’ peerin’ at him
through the window. He grabbed his
shotgun and blasted away. The critter,
whatever it was, beat it. But here’s a
queer thing about it.” The sheriff
bounced the greenish pieces of stone in
his hand. “I found these goll durned
things all over the ground by that farm-
er’'s window!”

I took some of the pieces and exam-
ined them closely. What at first I had
taken to be a green igneous stone now
looked like some soft plastic material
that had hardened.

“Ever notice anything like that
around in the manor?” the sheriff ques-
tioned.

I shook my head and handed him
back the pieces. He wrapped them up
again carefully in his bandanna and
slipped the sack into his pocket.

“I just wondered,” he said. “I’'ll be
leavin’ now. Watch yerself, son, an’ re-
member them three shots if yuh need
me.”

“That farmer,” I asked quickly, just
as he turned to go. ‘“Was he able to
describe what he had seen looking in at
him that night?”

“Well, yeah,” admitted the sheriff.
“But every prowler 'round these parts
fits the same description—Ilike it’s allus
been since I was a kid an’ my ole man
afore me.”

“What description?”

“Just as Plow Hendricks said, the
critter he seen lookin’ in at him had
four arms!”

I slipped the automatic into my coat
pocket. The sheriff turned and ambled
off down the trail toward the village.

—
CHAPTER III

The Fearful Workroom

—_—
=i}

AKOR GRIBOLD was waiting
for me at the door. We went
immediately to the dungeons. I saw
that Gribold had set up some oil lan-
terns around the statue. They illumi-
nated the crouching figure, but only
served to make the surrounding dark-
ness more Stygian.

Rakor Gribold stood by with folded
arms while I made a careful examina-
tion of the statue. As I had suspected
the night before, it was not chiseled .
stone. It seemed to be a composition
that I was completely unfamiliar with.
The arm should be repaired with the
same material. Gribold moved over to
the cauldron.

“This is what you will need,” he said,
anticipating my question.

He brought an iron dish filled with
some of the substance from the caul-
dron. It was a remarkably light plas-
tic, and of the same greenish hue as the
statue—and strangely like the greenish -
pieces of stone the sheriff had picked
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up. It hardened slowly and modeled
easily.

I found it impossible to become ab-
sorbed in my work. Like an unclean
servant of Belial, Rakor Gribold hung
over my shoulder. His rancid panting
irritated me almost beyond endurance.
He scarcely spoke a word, merely
grunting with satisfaction as the work
progressed. His eyes continually
feasted on the hideous statue. He ca-
ressed it, drooled on its squat hand.

The murky chamber, the crouching
horror on the pedestal and Rakor Gri-
bold suddenly became synonymous
with everything that was inhuman and
evil. I droppgd the tool I was working
with. A timid knocking sounded at the
door. Sweating with relief, I turned
from the statue. Rakor Gribold yelled
fiercely as he saw the latch slip.

“Put that tray down outside, you
blundering idiot, and stay out! Stay
out, I say!”

The tray clattered to the floor. Curs-
ing softly to himself, Gribold crept
across the room. He jabbed the sharp,
broken end of his cane viciously
through the large keyhole. If Mason
had been there, he would have been
blinded. I shuddered. This whole busi-
ness was getting on my nerves.

Gribold put the tray on an improvised
table and grabbed a chicken leg. The
meat was gone in one gulp. Gribold
tossed the bone to a far corner of the
room. There was a sharp squeal, a
scurrying of feet. I saw beady, un-
blinking eyes gather from every corner
of the room to stand just outside the
feeble circle of light. Gribold talked to
them, flung them bones and bits of
meat. It occurred to me that the rats
had always been there, waiting for
bones and meat!

I forced myself to eat something, lit
a cigarette.

Gribold’s eyes blazed. With one
bound he reached me, struck the cigar-
ette from my hand into the fire.

“You fool! Would you take the
chance of destroying the statue with a
careless cigarette tossed too near it?”

Then he calmed himself, but with dif-
ficulty. I stared at the hideous, mouth-
ing face. The man was insane.

Gribold was muttering apologies,

placating me, but I determined to dou-
ble my energy and finish the statue’s
arm. Why was he so afraid of a cigar-
ette when that pit was always burning,
filled with flames?

AT night at dinner it was the
same thing again—the horrible
wolfing of meat in one form or another.
I felt my appetite dwindling away be-
fore the carnivorous voracity of Rakor
Gribold.

Mason came in with the wine on a
tray. I noticed that the cockney was
even more haggard than he had been
the night before. He was trembling so
violently that I wondered if he had seen
a ghost.

He poured my wine and moved
around the table to serve Gribold. His
trembling upset the bottle and it rolled
off the tray, striking the table. Its con-
tents poured over the Master of Gri-
bold.

Gribold jerked to his feet. He flung
his chair spinning to the wall. His face
was a contorted replica of the statue in
the dungeon. He seized the unfortu-
nate man by the scruff of his neck. One
mighty arm held the petrified servant
dangling in mid-air. Gribold swung
him gently back and forth. Mason’s
face started to get purple. I arose, sud-
denly angry, and advanced toward my
host. Then Gribold flung Mason ten
feet across the room to slam into the
door and roll out of sight into the pan-
try.

“Now stay out, you incompetent fool.
That was your last blunder.”

Gribold roared with laughter. The
sound made me collapse suddenly into
a nearby chair. The man was the dev-
il's twin. His laughter came straight
from the sulphurous depths of hell.

Sometime after midnight I awoke.
The old manor was vibrating with
sound. It took me a moment to come
to my senses. Then I realized what I
had heard. A man’s scream of mortal
agony had set the echoes reverberating
through the corridors. Even now 1
could still faintly hear it rolling away
through the vast halls and rooms.

I grabbed up my robe, paused to light
a candle, and rushed down the stairs.
The light from my candle flickered and
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almost went out. I stopped, shielding
it carefully with my hand. The shad-
ows on the ceiling and walls were hide-
ous, threatening ghouls reaching for the
frail light that was my only guide.

The house was silent, chill, like a
huge galleon at the bottom of the sea.
The same chill, the same awful silence
hung over the evil Manor.

Down through the long corridor to
the kitchen I ran, through the back
pantry to Mason’s tiny room. It
seemed as though time stood still.
There was a breathlessness, a suspen-
sive waiting for some noise to break the
spell. I called aloud.

“Mason! Mason, are you all right?”

Mocking, echoing voices mimicked
me, flinging the words away into the
darkness.

Mason’s room was empty, the door
ajar. Suddenly I thought of the dun-
geon. Mason had mentioned the irre-
sistible attraction it had for him. Could
he have gone down there tonight?

And then came that same inexpli-
cable sensation of eyes watching my
every thought—the cold scrutiny of my
brain by some hidden evil force. Some-
how, the thought of searching the cor-
ridors, peering into the dungeon for
Mason, seemed fearfully alluring.

I found myself running through the
kitchen, down the long hallway to the
massive oak door that led to the dun-
geons.

ODGING the dank pools and low
hanging moss, I hurried through
the corridor. There were hundreds of
bats beating wildly through the moss
and roots near the beamed ceiling.
They dived at me, emitting eager shrill-
ing noises. The candle attracted them.
It was all I could do to beat them off.
I passed the cell where the bones
hung, rounded a sharp turn. The door
to the forbidden room was closed. I
tested it. It was locked. I felt relief
sweeping over me. Mason hadn’t gone
in.
But I had to look through the key-
hole— =
The room was hazy, filled with a
luminous smoke. Faintly I saw a fig-
ure at the cauldron. It was stirring the
brew with mighty sweeps of the leg

bone. First it was the witch. Then it
had four arms. Finally it was Rakor
Gribold bending over the steam. I
rubbed my eyes. Why were all those
impressions leaping at me? I looked
again.

Steam, thick and fetid, poured out of
the cauldron. No figure bent over it.
I tried to see more of the room, the
pedestal, the statue. My eye caught the
glinting lights on the floor. The rats
were out again. Then I heard them.
They were squealing, fighting viciously
over some dark mass on the floor near
the fire-pit.

Suddenly, as though something had
deliberately extinguished it, my candle
flame went out. The whir of wings
swept my head and face. The candle
wick glowed briefly and died.

Fear swept through my veins. I
stumbled to my feet, ran blindly for-

ward. I crashed into the wall at the
sharp turn. It jarred me back to my
senses. I slowed down, concentrating

on the corridors, the branching tunnels,
any sort of landmark. I could make it.
It would just take a little time.

Waving my arms in front of my face,
I groped slowly along. The cobble-
stones were a help. The side tunnels
were all planked with wood. I could
feel the difference if my feet didn’t
freeze. I had lost a slipper in my blind
flight. The slimy pools of the corridor
were unpleasant, but at least I knew
that I was on the right track.

Then 1 lost my balance and crashed
to the floor. T had stepped on a huge
toad. I felt it squash through my toes.
I almost screamed as the gelatinous
mess oozed over my foot.

I floundered forward, dragging my
foot over the cobblestones, trying to
free it from the mucosity of the entrails.

The swooping bats, the toad, the
darkness, all contributed to my hypna-
gogic state. I forgot the cobblestones
by which I had been guiding myself
through the damned place. I ran,
stumbling, cursing, dashing my face
and body against unresisting walls.

The pain of my cuts and bruises
finally slowed me down again. I groped
against a wall, panting, hurt, cursing
the day that Mason had brought me the
money and letter. It would take more
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than two thousand to pay me for this.
Welcome anger poured over me, replac-
ing my blind panic.

And then I felt it. The wall was
moving under my bare hands! I could
feel it move where I had slumped
against it to rest. It crackled, rustled.
The stench was nauseating.

My God, I had leaned against the
cockroach wall!

I flung myself forward, fell into the
arms of a thing that was huge, muscu-
lar beneath its baggy clothing. Several
arms seemed to grasp me. Rakor Gri-
bold’s voice cut into the nightmare of
my thoughts.

“Are you lost, Mr. Renton?”

E struck a match, lit a candle.

Then he guided me out of the
cockroach tunnel, into the main corri-
dor. I was numb. I couldn’t think. I
could hardly move. Gribold helped me
through the long hallways, up the stairs
to my room.

I flung myself on the bed, too ex-
hausted to care whether or not I had
picked up any cockroaches, that my
foot was still slippery with toad slime.
I fell into a deep sleep. My last con-
scious thoughts were:

“What had Rakor Gribold been do-
ing in the dungeons? Could he see in
the dark like any nocturnal creature?”

Next morning I awoke to find myself
stiff and sore. In the light of the new
day, my reactions of the night before
seemed unexplainable. I had never had
nerve trouble before, had never experi-
enced a powerful phobia like the one
that had driven me so near to madness
the night before.

Mason’s disappearance was not mys-
terious at all, I reasoned. He had prob-
ably taken the night train out of Gri-
bold village. He was so anxious to go
that he hadn’t bothered about the few
possessions I had seen in his room. I
had rather liked Mason in spite of his
perpetual terror. I would miss him.

I would finish the work by evening
and leave the following morning.

I went immediately to the dungeon.
Gribold unlocked the door for me and
disappeared. I didn’t see him again un-
til that night at dinner.

Working steadily all morning, I was

grateful for once of the deep silence of
the place. The work progressed rap-
idly. I felt my old joy of accomplish-
ment returning. Around noon, I began
to get a little hungry and wondered
why Mason did not bring the tray.
Then I remembered that he had gone.
So I worked on.

I was finally ready for the finishing
touches—those little cuts, the adding
of a wrinkle or tracing a vein, perhaps
the smoothing and defining of minor
forms. Those are the intangible factors
that make art approach reality.

Before I began, I stood back to look
at the figure as a whole. How hideous
it was, yet awe inspiring, too! It
seemed to be the embodiment of all the
evil grotesqueness of this world and the
next.

It crouched as though about .o
spring. Two of the muscular arms and
hands were curled about the base of the
pedestal. The other two were curved
forward, bent at the elbow, the fingers
clenched as though to strangle the air
between. The squat head was thrust
forward with quivering intentness. The
eyes seemed to glitter, the mouth to
drool.

For some reason I thought of Mason,
poor Mason. I shook myself free of the
spell of the thing. Why had I said poor
Mason? He was probably miles from
here by now, looking forward to joining
the Queen’s Navy again.

I forced myself to laugh, swung my
arms about, relaxing the tired and sore
muscles. Then I started to work again.

The rats seemed to be quieter than
usual. I didn’t hear them scratching
and squealing as they had done the pre-
vious day.

0NLY once during the day did my
nerves go back on me again. I
had been working on the closed hand,
rounding the knuckles. I was using a
sharp pointed instrument of fine steel
that I had invented for the numerous
bits of detail in the final stage of recon-
struction. I had stuck the tool in the
forearm of the statue to have it handy.

Suddenly I heard a faint clawing
noise at the door. I turned to see what
it was. A great rat was dragging a
bone across the floor. I threw a piece
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of the plastic stuff at it. The rat scur-
ried away into the darkness of the
room.

When I turned back and reached for
my tool, it was clenched in the hand I
had been working on! I was sure I had
left it stuck in the forearm. But my
nerves were still shaky from the night
before. I must have experienced a brief
period of amnesia. I had to get out of
this place before I really did break. . . .

Two hours later, I was through. At
least my work was as near complete as
any artist will ever admit. I gathered
up my tools, gave the statue a farewell
glare and went up to my own room.

OT having eaten all day, I was

as ravenous as Gribold that night
at dinner. I was aware that he was
watching me constantly. When I told
him the statue was done, he seemed in
high spirits, grinning and chuckling to
himself. The meat juices trickled
through his beard, dripped off his chin
in a greasy stream.

He began questioning me about the
meat. Did I like it? Was it tender
enough for me? He seemed unusually
concerned and I felt myself getting un-
accountably angry at him. I worried
over the meat, pulling it here and there
in the gravy. It seemed more fibrous
than usual, but hunger is a great factor
for overcoming the aversion to slightly
unpalatable food.

I had almost cleared my plate. There
remained only a chunk of fat with a
small piece of meat stuck to it. I dug
my fork into the fat. It fell apart.

Then I saw it, floating half sub-
merged under the fat in the gravy. I
poked my fork at it tentatively. Here
again my imagination flooded my rea-
son with a horrible thought. The per-
istaltic muscles of my stomach began to
reverse their digestive action.

I flung my chair back from the table
and ran out of the dining hall.

Staggering up to my quarters, I
retched miserably, fell on my bed, com-
pletely unnerved.

The thing that my fancy had pictured
floating, half submerged in my gravy,
was a purple tattoo mark. The mark
of the Queen’s Navy had once been on
Mason’s forearm!

- CHAPTER IV

Four Arms of Hell

OR hideous minutes I was deathly

sick. But then a lifetime habit of
logical reasoning began to exert its
therapeutic effects on my stomach.
What I had mistaken for a tattoo mark
floating in my gravy was merely the
purple brand often seen on certain cuts
of meat, especially pork.

I felt much better after that. Now
sleep began to steal in on me. Faintly
I heard the sound of Rakor Gribold
shuffling past my door to his bedroom
down the hall. Then I fell asleep.

Several hours later I awoke, listening
to the front door as it groaned on its
ancient hinges. I felt certain that Gri-
bold had not left his room. I would
have heard him pass my door, unless,
of course, he had crept by, which he
would have no reason to do.

I hurried across the room to the win-
dow. It was only a small, barred open-
ing overlooking a short field. One hun-
dred yards away was Gribold Forest.

Little icy chills started creeping after
each other up my back. My knees
weakened. My heart thundered. The
light of a low moon sent a long, gro-
tesque shadow stabbing across the field.
I followed that shadow to its source.

There, clutching a short stick in one
of its hands, and shuffling across the
field to disappear into the woods, was
the four armed statue of Gribold come
to life!

Frantically I rubbed my eyes. Could
it have been another illusion like the
witch at the cauldron? But I had seen
it come from the house. Should I
awaken Gribold? As far as I knew, we
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