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LO7S of JOBS OPEN/ING UP

Electrical Engineers, Diesel and Air-Conditioning Experts,
Builders, Contractors and Automobile Mechanics, too, have
good chances for profit through BIG DEFENSE PROGRAM

Now is the time for every ambitious man to start in
one of the fields which 'are now opening up new jobs
in industry. Get the facts needed from our world fa-
mous technical cyclopedias. Use the jiffy index to find
out what you need to know in a hurry. Shop foremen
should welcome men who prepare themselves this
way, and industry right now is on the lookout for

skilled men who know how. ) Big Volumes
ELECTRICITY T

This new seventeenth edition of
applied electricity has over 3,000
pages—hundreds of illustrations.
Dynamos, motors, power stations,
radio, television and many, many
other subjects all covered. Total
price only $29.30. Sent on trial.

AUTOMOBILE
ENGINEERING

6 Volumes

Whether you are a mechanic or helper,
expert or apprentice, auto owner oy
driver, you will find great value in these
auto books (19th edition) which tell you
step by step how to make difficult re-
pairs. 2,500 pages, 2,000 illustrations.
Marine engines, aviation motors, Diesel
engines included. Total price only $24.88,
Sent on trial.

BUILDING, ESTIMATING AND CONTRACTING

9 Volumes
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any carpenter to become
acontractor. Invaluable
to builders. Roof fram-
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tecturaldrawing and
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gntmg and decorat-

, heating, building,
contracting, concrete

rms, and manyotbetmb)ec!.lwdlcovued Total price $29.80.

hnton
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Ovwer 2,000 pages, 800 illustrations,
covey this new industry including
heating, ventilating, insulating and
eimilar subjects. Total price 80.
Sont ontrial
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Over 2,500 pages profusely illustrated
make Diesel, the new power, easy to
understand. Learn Diesel operation, con-
struction and repairing this way, Total
price ton

Loarntosotue ndrm aimet Needed

MORE MONEY NOW, learning
quickly HOW TO DO THINGS
which usually take years of

ey [YOW!

THESE 8 BIG BOOKS ve you a chance to qualify
for promotion in the mechanical field. rybody knows that there
is a shortage of skilled men right now and that there are likely to be
more and more good jobs open. Here are 3,000 pages with nearly
3,000illustrations which cover tool making, pattern making, foundry
work, mechanical drawing, forging, machine shop practice and man-
agement, and hundreds of other subjects. This set, ‘“Modern Shop
Practice,” should be endorsed by manufacturers, superintendents
and foremen everywhere, and we believe willgive any mechanic who
uses them an advantage over untrained men. With cach set we will
include a big binder of nearly 800 pages with 267 original shop
tickets and 1,200illustrations which show step by step how to set up
and run almost any kind of a job. are in addition to the 8 big
books pictured above. Total price only $34.80. Senmt on trial.
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A year’s consulting prlvﬂzu with our Cntlnecra will now be given to
each buyes of any sct of extra charge.
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the delivery charges only. Keep them for 10 days. If not sal

send them back and you will owe us nothing. If satisfied, send only
$2.00 in 10 days and then $3.00 @ month until the total price
shown is paid. There is no further obligation.
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' START 70 SULCESS
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" Before I completed your les-

' sons, I obtained my Radlo

Broadcast Operator’s license
and immediately joined Station
WMPC where I am now Chief

Operator. n oan’t see a future fn your lpm th'no
HOLLIS F. HAYES foel you'll nover make much more moncy. if whue loa.rnlnx
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Fall River, Mass,
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Tecbnicians open their own Radlo sales and Yyou make monay fix-

$15 & Week Extra In Spare Thme repair businesses and make $30, $40, uo a ing Radios while learning and equip you
week. Others hold their regular jobs and tull time work after you graduate,

1 am doing spare time Radlo 2
S g averaging from fiake {{’mw 3A1° a m fixing Radios in  Find Out What Radlo, Television Offer
$700 to $850 a year. Those ex-  Share - Autom Pollce, Aviatlon, ;o Today! Matl the coupon for my 84-page
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Course I send plans and dhoafo;l wl e Dopt. IAOB. National Rad bmem

unhbbodmmnb“tatloom Washiagton, D. C.

$200 to $300 a Month in
Own Business

For the last two years 1 have
been in business for myself mak-
ing between $XN0 and $300 a §
month. Business has slmdlly
increased. 1 have N. R. to
thank for my start in this ﬂeld.

ARLIE J. FROEHNER

300 W. Texas Ave.

Goose Creck, Texasy

J. E. Smith, President, Dept. 1A09

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. O.
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Hazleton, Penna. in Spare Time While Learning earning. Read my money




By CHAKRA

Famous Mystic

true.

Strange stories will always be popular, especially when these strange stories are
'I%e person who has a number of odd and mystifying stories at his fingertip

will always be the center of attraction in any conversation.
The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment. It presents
true stories of strange happenings gathered from all corners of the earth and authen-

ticated by reliable persons.

Your CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading Free!

Send in Coupon on Page 112

THE CAT ON YUKON HILL

66& TRANGE are the eyes of a cat,” so

goes the old saying—but perhaps the
strangest cat story ever reported is the one
recently verified by a correspondent of this
magazine.

In southern Alaska, some time ago, John
Duncan, a gold miner, ran screaming into a
saloon. He was bleeding badly. His face
had been torn to ribbons, and his eyes were
gouged—~flesh was missing from his cheeks.
As he fell in death, he cried:

“The cat on Yukon Hill.”

No one seemed to know what he meant,
but several friends investigated. From an
old Indian, they learned that one moonlight
night, a black object resembling a cat had
been seen on an overhanging rock peering
into a cave below. Its eyes reflected the
glow of the moon like beads of phosphorus.

But it was not until months later that
some explanation was found. Then a story
was learned that a prospector, 25 years pre-
viously, had lived in that cave. His lone
companion was a black cat.

One day, a friend had investigated when
the old man had not been seen around, and
as the friend had looked into the cave, he
saw the cat eating the body of the dead

rospector. Horrified and angered, the

riend shot the cat.

The old man’s partly consumed body was
buried in the cave and the dead cat placed
alongside of him. It was never known
whether the cat had killed the man, or was
eating the body after death.

Thus, had John Duncan, years later, while
venturing near that eerie cave, been at-
tacked by a Feline Phantom which came
back from the dead to resume its ghastly
feast of 25 years back?

No living cat had ever been reported in
that vicinity from that day until the day of
Johh Duncan’s strange death!

THE DRUGGED FLIGHT

NARCO'_I‘ICS are dangerous things. They

sometimes release energy of the human
brain which seems to carry an individual to
a different realm of existence.

One of the strangest drug stories is told
of an explorer in South America who en-
countered natives that had secret knowledge
of the drug curari, which they used in van-
ous ways, even poisoning their arrows with
one mixture which could cause instant death
to a human foe or an animal.

One day a friendly native brought the ex-
plorer a wild pigeon, knowing that the ex-
plorer liked that kind of meat. The bird
was still warm, having just been killed. Ev-
idently the native had wrung its neck.

_The explorer prepared a pigeon stew for
himself and enjoyed it. But he no sooner
sat down to smoke his pipe, when a strange
sensation came over him. He seemed to be
in a different state of being and he lost all
realization of his own identity. He had a
strange desire to fly.

He remembered distinctly leaving the
ground and soaring above the trees. He

(Continued on page 109)
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, ) Iy Our tremendous defense program is
Thl )Y now getting under way. What is more

! L important to this program than the

i \ nt force of Electricity? Electricity
NN AN the mighty power that makes it

possible to carry on the program our
%_overnment and industry has ahead.

his means thousands of jobs for Elec-
trically-trained men.

Get Ready Now for Your
Place in Electricity!
Start training now—at my school—
where you can get your training
quickly with a very small outlay
of money!

Get Training First ...
Pay Tuition Later
Get your training first . . . then
pay foritin 12 monthly payments
starting 60 days after your regular
12 weeks' training period.

Earn While Learning

If you neced part-time work to help
you through my echool, my employ-
ment department will help you get it.

First you are told and shown what to do
and how todoit. Then you doityourself.

hasn't a lot of money, to get
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FOR DEFENSE”. . .

‘ )7 ) Means Thousands of New Good-Pay Jobs!

Learn by Doing
In my Shops, you learn the quicker,
eagier way . . . by doing! You work
on real electrical machinery, under
guidance of expert instructors at every
step. Coyne training is practical train-
ing . .. and easy to grasp.

4 Weeks’ Radio Course,
No Extra Tuiticn Chargel
After 12 weeks’ training in Electricity,
you can take my 4 weeks' Radio course

at no extra tuition charge!
Graduate Employment Service
My lifetime free employment serv-
ice has helped hunareds of graduates
locate importa..t opportunities in the
fascinating Electrical field. Find out
now how to make one of these
opportunities yours!

Get My Story!
Coyne training is for any fellow who
wants to get ahead . . . even though
he may have very little ready
money. Fill in the coupon today,
for my big FREE Book, with facts
and pictures on the great Coyne
Shops in Chicago.

\ COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL e %5 chicacs
\ [======MAIL THE COUPON NOW--==--1

H. C. LEWIS, President, COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL,
500 S. Paulina Street, Dept.11-84, Chicago, IIl.

I'm really in earnest. I do want to get ahead. Send me your big free catalog
with full particulars about Coyne training add your plans to help a fellow, who
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THE CYCLOPS'EYE

A Complete Colonel Crum Novelet

By JOHN H. KNOX

Author of “The Ripper Creeps,” “Wake Not the Dead,” etc.

CHAPTER 1
Whom the Gods Would Destroy

NSIDE the big hotel there was
l gaiety. The banquet in honor of

the famous party of mountain
climbers was over and the regular
Fourth of July dance was in full swing.
But on the terrace, where the strains
of La Paloma floated muted and
dreamy, another world existed, a world
of savage enchantment—the magic of
an Arizona night.

The girl in the green gown stood
rapt. Her glance, skimming the hud-
dled lights of Eltonville, lingered
where vast black battlements lifted a
shadowy screen against the stars.
When she spoke to the gangling, big-
shouldered youth beside her, her voice

came like the unnatural whisper
through a medium’s trumpet.

“No, Mr. Maple, I'm not joking,” she
said. “I tell you there will be a death
within the next twenty-four hours—at
the latest.”

The big youth shifted his weight.
The outline of a gun showed briefly
under his tuxedo.

“I wish,” he said in a soft drawl,
“that you wouldn’t call me Mister Ma-
ple, Del— I mean Miss Byers. And
who in heck is going to die?”

“One of the climbing party,” the
girl said softly. “Jared Ritter, his wife,
Peter Barnaby, Elmer Culp—one of
them.”

“Heck, Miss Delia!” Deputy Andy
Maple laughed. “Three months ago,
when that party first climbed the Cy-
clops, such talk fitted in. At that time

‘“Don’'t move!” a hollow
voice rumbled from the cave's depths
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16 THRILLING MYSTERY

people said the curse would get them
sure. But the climbers went back East
and nothing happened, and now they’re
back—"

“Now they’re back,” she repeated.

“Huh?” Again the young deputy
chuckled. “You mean the curse drew
them back? Nonsense! They came

back because they accidently spoiled
the photos they made last time, and
now that Barnaby’s written an article
about their climb, they’ve got to have
new pictures to illustrate it.”

“Accident?” The girl glanced quickly
about the terrace, which seemed to be
deserted. “It wasn’t an accident those
pictures were ruined. And it won’t be
an accident when death comes. You
watch those people, Mr. Maple. Jared
Ritter’s already drunk, and he’s quar-
relled with his wife and Barnaby.
There’s going to be trouble—death. Go
at once.”

The deputy made a feeble protest,
but the girl was insistent. He crossed
the terrace and went back inside.

The girl remained where she was,
staring out over the desert.

ND now a shadow near the base

of a squatty potted cactus moved.

It moved toward the girl so sound-

lessly that it was standing beside her

before she noticed and gave a startled
gasp.

The figure was not at first glance re-
assuring. A little man, less than five
feet high, he had a trimly proportioned
body, a poised carriage that suggested
a cat-like coordination of trained mus-
cles. He was dressed in immaculate
evening clothes that even in the semi-
darkness hinted of the most expensive
tailoring. But it was his face on which
the girl's eyes lingered. Longish,
aquiline, there was such a sharpness in
the bird-like eyes, such perfect suavity
in the thinly smiling lips, that it was
almost sinister.

“Who—who are you?” Delia Byers
stammered.

“I think you know,” a cultivated
voice replied.

“Well, yes.” The girl laughed nerv-
ously. “At least I can guess. You're
the scientific trailer-detective, Colonel
Fabian Crum. I heard that your
trailer-laboratory arrived today. But

I never guessed that you were here to
do some snooping.”

Crum’s gentle laugh r?roved her.

“I didn’t mean to eavesdrop just now.
My size, you see, and the cactus thel:e-—
anyhow, I couldn’t keep from hearing.
It made me wonder why you hadn’t
come to me with your startling pre-
diction.”

An evasive shadow flitted across the
girl’s face.

“They told me you were here for a
rest. And of course you think my pre-
monitions are silly. You don’t believe
in such things.”

“But, my dear young lady, I do.
Evil may outlive its human embodi-
ment, and demons are but the thought-
shells of evil men. As for mountain-
demons, they have a long and interest-
ing lineage.”

He paused. The two looked out
through the shimmering air. Beyond
the small resort town, moonlight lay
white on the sands, and up from this
pale sea, dark shadows began to mount,
climbing in black tiers against the me-
tallic sky until they had reared the
massive torso of a brooding colossus,
complete even to the single dully
gleaming eye in its bullet head. This
last effect, caused by moonrays strik-
ing an exposed face of quartz, had
given the sombre rock its name—the
Cyclops.

“The Indians,” the girl mused, “had
another name for it.”

“Yes,” Crum said, “Cabraken. But
he was simply an Indian equivalent of
the Cyclops. All myths are related. I
once investigated the Black Monk of
the Harz Mountains as well as the
haunted lake of Mount Carrigon in
France—"

The girl looked at him sharply.

“You're only pretending to believe
in such things!” she said. “You're
teasing me.”

“No,” he answered, “I believe—in
evil influences. It's you, Miss Byers
who've been pretending. That's why
you interest me. You wished to warn
this young deputy of something, yet
you wished to conceal the true source
of your information. Am I not right in
that assumption?”

The girl’s eyes narrowed with real
alarm. “If you’re clairvoyant,” she
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said, “then you tell me—"

“Simple reasoning will tell me some-
thing,” Crum said. “What interests
women much more than legends?
Why, love triangles. You meant to
warn the deputy that Barnaby and
Ritter will have trouble over the lat-
ter’'s wife, who certainly seems to be
carrying on a flirtation with him.”

“Well,” said the girl, “what of it?”

“Oh,” said Crum gently, “but that’s
not all. You spoke of photographs
taken on the party’s previous trip here
and deliberately destroyed.”

“Oh,” she faltered, “but I merely
suggested that the curse—"

“Yes,” Crum interrupted, “you sug-
gested the curse as a blind. Look
here, Miss Byers, you're an intelligent
girl. Your father is a retired archeolo-
gist who bought an interest in this
place two years ago. The man who
sold out his interest, Vince Elton,
claimed that a curse drove him away.
So you've been thoroughly familiar
with the legends all along. Why didn’t
you give the young deputy this warn-
ing when the party was here three
months ago, instead of waiting until
their return?”

The girl started to stammer a re-
ply, but Crum silenced her.

“Wait, I'll tell you. You must have
noticed the affair between Ritter’s wife
and Barnaby before—they don’t seem
to try to conceal it. And the idea no
doubt occurred to your ingenious mind
that this mountain-climbing business
would be an excellent way for a faith-
less wife and her lover to get rid of the
husband—accidently—some slight de-
fect in climbing equipment, perhaps.
But nothing happened when they were
here the last time. So why didn’t you
rid yourself of that idea?”

“Well,” the girl said defiantly, “why
didn’t I?”

“Obviously,” said Colonel Crum,
“because you learned something else
since then, something which leads you
to believe that Barnaby deliberately
destroyed those pictures in order to
get Ritter back here for a second try at
murder!”

The last words had come in clipped
syllables that rattled sharply in the
girl's ears. -She gave a little gasp of
alarm and turned as if to escape those

probing eyes. But just then feet
scraped on the terrace and Deputy
Andy Maple reappeared. With obvious
relief, the girl made quick introduc-
tions. Andy Maple grinned all over
his good-humored face as he took
Crum’s hand.

“Say, this is a break for us,” he ex-
claimed. “I heard you were here,
Colonel, but my boss, Sheriff Sylvian
Chipley back in Oceola City, said you
were here for a rest and to leave you
alone. But, gosh, I'm proud—"

“You’ve been watching those climb-
ers?” Crum cut him short.

“Sure, but that’s just a crazy idea of
Del— I mean Miss Byers. Ritter’s off
somewhere drunk, and his wife and
Barnaby are looking—"

He stopped. Below them in the
street, a reeling figure had come into
sight, careening along the line of
parked cars. Almost at once two other
figures appeared, coming after him—a
man and a woman.

“Jared!” the woman called. “Where
are you going?”

HE drunk whirled on her with a
curse.

“Where’s my car? What have you
done with it?”

The woman, a voluptuous looking
creature in a gown of daring cut, came
closer, but the stocky man with her
stood back.

“Why, Jared, you know the car’s at
the cottage where we left it. But don’t
try to drive—"

“Go to the devil!” Jared Ritter
roared. “And you too, Barnaby. I'm
leaving. To blazes with the damned
pictures. Give me my keys!”

He lunged at the woman threaten-
ingly, and she stepped back.

“All right, they’re in my purse—"

She went back into the hotel, accom-
panied by Barnaby, but returned alone
about five minutes later and flung the
keys down from the terrace to her hus-
band. He picked them up and went
lurching off, while the woman turned
to the watching group with a cynical
laugh.

“You must think I'm a fool,” she said
in a half whisper. “But the ignition
key isn’t on that ring I gave him. By
the time he spends a half hour trying
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to fit the trunk key into the ignition
lock, he’ll be sobered up a bit or will
have passed out.”

She turned and swept back to the
dance floor. Presently the others fol-
lowed. Young Maple claimed the next
dance with Delia, but afterward Crum
claimed her and they stepped back on-
to the terrace again.

“You don’t intend to tell me the rest
of it?” Crum asked.

The girl didn’t answer at once. Both
gazed at the towering bulk of the Cy-
clops. Suddenly the baleful eye seemed
to wink.

“Night birds passing across it,” the
girl said huskily. “No, I've told you
all I know. Why are you so inter-
ested?”

“I am peculiarly sensitive to the at-
mosphere of places,” Crum said. “And
from the moment I arrived, I felt some
buried evil festering here. Suppose we
take a stroll, over toward the cottage
where Ritter’s car is parked.”

It was a walk of only three blocks.
As they approached the cottage they
saw the long, sleek car parked in the
driveway. Nearer, they noticed a
man’s legs hanging out from the door
on the driver’s side.

“Gypsy Ritter was right,”
whispered. “He’s passed out.”

Crum didn’t answer. He stepped up
and laid a hand on Ritter’s body. The
man lay inert. His shoulders seemed
to be wedged under the steering wheel.
Crum leaned in—

Even before there was any warning
sound, Crum’s preternaturally sharp
olfactory sense caught the smell. Then
the dry, buzzing rattle began—

Cat-like, the little man leaped back.
Five feet of scaly lightning that lashed
out of the shadows struck his wrist and
landed with a fat, slapping sound on
the curb. Instantly Crum’s foot was
on the reptile’s pitted head, crunching
down as the rattler wrapped writhing
coils around his ankle. Presently he
kicked it off.

“I don’t advise anybody else to try
that with a diamond-back,” he said
easily. ‘“My size allows me to be some-
what quicker.”

The girl hadn’t screamed. Crum felt
proud of her. She helped him pull Rit-
ter out and stretch him on the grass

Delia

turf. Crum made her turn away as he
struck a match and bent over the
corpse.

It was a sickening sight. It wasn’t
so much the blackened, bloated mass
that the face had become as the
thought of how it had got that way—
the thought of the drunken man open-
ing the door, lurching in, wedging him-
self under the wheel, writhing there
while the snake struck again and again,
burying hypodermic fangs in face and
throat.

The match burned out. Suddenly the
girl stiffened with a cry.

Crum whirled, caught her arm. “You
shouldn’t have looked!”

“But I didn’t,” she choked out.
“Not at him, I mean. It was there!”
She pointed toward the corner of the
house. “Maybe I imagined it, but it
was awful. It looked like a small rep-
lica of the Cyclops itself! A great
bunch of shapeless shadow, crouching
there, watching us! It had one single,
shining eye!”

CHAPTER 1II

Demon from the Past?

RUM quieted the girl, suggested a

g drink, sent her off to the hotel to
notify young Maple and a doctor, and
asked her to drop by his trailer and tell
his assistant, Aga Aslan, to come at
once.

After she had gone, he stood a mo-
ment, his sensitive nerves quivering to
some indefinable aura in the silence,
then turned and took stock of the sit-
uation.

The coupe was parked close to the
curb. If the door had been left hang-
Ing open, the snake might have crawled
into the car. Such things happen, as
people who live in rattler-infested
country know. On the other hand,
since the glass in both doors was
rolled up, there was a possibility of
fingerprints—if someone had put the
snake in. Ritter's own prints would
be on the driver’s side. He struck a
match and looked at the other door-
handle obliquely. It shone clean as a
mirror. It had been wiped!
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Encouraged in his suspicions, he
waited for the young deputy and the
hotel doctor to arrive. They came pres-
ently, followed by the three remaining
members of the climbing party. Gypsy
Ritter, her face haggard under its
enamel of make-up, took one look at
her husband’s body and turned away
with a choked cry to lean on Peter
Barnaby’s arm. Barnaby, a massive,
stolid man with a rock-like face, seemed
entirely unmoved.

It was Elmer Culp, the youngest of
the group, who seemed most shaken.
His boyish face looked positively green
as he glanced at Ritter, then turned
with a sick expression and leaned gag-
ging against a tree.

R. BRISTOL took one look at the
dead man. The big rattler had
struck him once in the jugular and
twice in the face, and you can’t put a
tourniquet on a man’s neck.

They picked Ritter up and carried
him into the house. Gypsy Ritter fol-
lowed, but she had already ceased to
sob. Peter Barnaby stood aside, cold
and detached, eyeing Crum with a wary
glance.

“Well,” said the little detective
blandly, “accidents are to be expected
in a mountain climber’s life, I suppose.
And now you won'’t be able to get those
pictures, eh?”

“Why not?” Barnaby asked. “We
can get them without Ritter. We
didn’t intend to make the whole climb
again anyhow. We'll just go high
enough to get a few shots of some dan-
gerous climbing, and one shot on a
ridge against the sky to represent the
top. It won’t take long.”

“Very sad for Mrs. Ritter,” Crum
murmured gently.

“You think so?” Barnaby growled.
“I don’t. And if you're getting ready
to ask where I was previous to Ritter’s
death, I'll tell you. I went for a walk
—alone. But I didn’t put the snake in
Jared’s car, and”—he pounced forward
and caught the little detective’s arm in
a vise-like grip—"if you get any funny
ideas and start worrying Gypsy with
your suspicions, I'll—"

He didn’t finish the threat, for the
next instant he felt himself spun
around as if the tail of a tornado had

caught him, and then something with
the power of a locomotive’s piston
slammed him flat against the grass turf.

“Hey, what the hell—"

He started up angrily. But the big
figure that loomed over him was a good
two inches taller than his own six feet
;pd he added quickly, “I wasn’t hurting

im.”

“Luckily,” Aga Aslan said quietly,
“or I should have given you more than
a tap. Now perhaps you have business
elsewhere.”

Apparently Barnaby did. He left
just as Andy Maple came running from
the house. Maple stopped short, star-
ing at the burly young Asiatic who
acted as Crum’s chauffeur, bodyguard
and technical assistant.

“I started,” he said, “to ask if you
needed any help, but I see—"

“Yes,” Crum smiled, “Aga is usually
quite adequate.” He made a quick in-
troduction. “And now, Aga, since there
appear to be no fingerprints, we’ll turn
our attention to the snake. I want you
to take it to the laboratory and give it
a post-morten. I'm curious about its

insides.”
Aga, the silent, merely nodded. He
had followed the little detective

through too many adventures on re-
mote continents to be surprised at any
order. But Andy Maple was frankly
appalled.

“Autopsy a snake?” he gulped. “Say,
you ain’t taking that curse stuff seri-
ously, you won'’t think it ain’t a natural
snake?”

“We'll see.” Crum laughed, as Aga
picked up the snake and went off. “But
don’t laugh at curses, young man. A
curse is a malignancy that science itself
is not yet able to measure. Now I want
to learn more about this place and its
cursed mountain. I suppose Ennis Mc-
Cann and Clemon Byers, the owners,
would be the men to talk to.”

He found the two owners worriedl
conferring at one end of the cocktail
lounge in the hotel. Despite their ef-
forts not to disturb the dance, news of
the tragedy had leaked out and put a
damper on the festivities. Many guests
were leaving, others were clustered
about talking in whispers. They eyed
Crum with ominous glances as he saun-
tered in.
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“Hello, Colonel,” McCann greeted.
He was a big, florid man with thinning
reddish hair, a clipped mustache and
the expansive manner of a promoter.
“Hope this accident hasn’t upset your
plans for a rest.”

Crum’s eyes travelled from McCann
to his partner, Byers, the retired arche-
ologist. Byers was his partner’s oppo-
site. Thin, stooped, taciturn, he had
the peering, pinched face of a flesh-eat-
ing bird. How he could be the father
of the beauteous Delia was something
that had puzzled others before Crum,
who now said suavely in reply to Mc-
Cann’s remark:

“The word ‘accident’, gentlemen,
lends itself to many interpretations.”

“Eh?” McCann gave a start, his tone
dropping to a whisper. “Say, you
haven’t fallen for this gossip about
Barnaby amd Ritter’s wife?”

“I’ve heard it, of course,” Crum an-
swered, “but that wasn’t what I meant.
As you probably know, it is the mys-
tery with a touch of the psychic that
interests me. And frankly, even before
Ritter’'s death, I sensed something of
the sort here, an aura, shall I say, of
something old and evil, some influence
buried and hidden and terrible.”

E paused, noting that Clemon

Byers’ face had tightened with a
curious intentness and that McCann'’s
cheeks had blanched slightly.

“Gad!” McCann said, turning to his
partner, “I thought this man was a
scientist and here he is talking just like
old Vince Elton.”

“Vince Elton,” said Crum, “is a man
who interests me. He seems to be so
much a part of the legend of this place.
I understand that he filed on this land,
prospected it, and later got you to in-
vest your money in a resort here. But
it’s said that two years ago he sold out
and left in a panic because of the curse
that seems to hang about the Cyclops.”

McCann heard him to the end, then
broke into a laugh.

“Gad!” he said to Byers. “Imagine
that little one-armed devil being driven
off by a curse! But we fell for it all
the same, eh, Clemon?”

“Then you mean it wasn'’t the curse?”
Crum asked. :

“That was his story,” McCann

chuckled. “But listen. It happened
two years ago, at a Fourth of July cel-
ebration just like this one tonight.
Vince came into my office, half drunk,
and pretending to be scared to death.
He said he had to leave; the curse had
caught up with him at last; he was
ready to sell out for a fraction of what
his interest was worth. Well, frankly,
I didn’t like it. I'd sunk all my money
here, and things weren’t going any too
good. I told him he could go to hell.
I'd give him a hundred thousand dol-
lars and not a cent more.

“Well, I thought that would settle it.
A hundred thousand! It was an insult,
considering what we'd spent. But
damn my soul if he didn’t take it up.
‘You get me that hur ‘red thousand in
cash before dawn,” he (old me, and get
me out of here in a fast car to Tucson,
and I'll sign the deeds.’

“Well, I was floored. He couldn’t
drive a car, you see, because he just had
one arm, and his wanting to get away
so fast somehow sold me on the idea
that something really was after him.
But I didn’t have the money to buy
him out. And that's where Clemon,
here, came in.”

He turned and glanced at the old
archeologist. “Clemon was staying
here at the time, pottering about with
Indian relics, and well, I just happened
to tell him about Vince’s'offer. He
surprised me by saying that he had his
life’s savings in good bonds in a bank
vault in Oceola City and that if we
could convert them into cash, he’d buy
Vince Elton out. Well, we managed
to do it, waking up bankers and law-
yers and getting the deeds all signed
that night. Then I drove Vince to Tuc-
son myself and put him on a train, and
it wasn’t until next day that the news
broke and we were wised up to what
that little scoundrel had up his sleeve.”

“And what was that?” Crum asked.

“Oh, nothing,” McCann said, “except
that an old Mexican family in Phoenix
filed suit for this tract of land. Their
claim was based on an old Spanish land
grant that knocked hell out of Vince’s
original title to the land. And they
didn’t want a reasonable settlement.
They meant to blackmail me into giv-
ing them an interest that would have
ruined me. So now you see why Vince



THE CYCLOPS’ EYE 21

was in such a hurry to sell out and get
away.”

“But you didn’t lose the place,” Crum
said.

“Oh, no,” McCann answered, “and
that was due to Clemon Byers again.
The thing looked hopeless to me, and
I'd have given up. But Clemon, being
an archeologist, was a shark on early
Western history. He started studying
the case and damned if he didn’t find a
detail that knocked their case all to
smithereens. We got off for a measly
five thousand, which was peanuts.”

E finished with an appreciative

glance at Byers, but the old
archeologist merely looked glumly
away.

“You don’t,” Crum said, “appear to
find that victory amusing.”

Byers stared at him a moment out of
his wrinkle-edged eyes.

“Frankly, no,” he said. “Vince Elton
was known as a hard, mean, revenge-
ful man. I've often wondered how he
felt later, after he’d sold out for a song
and the place wasn’t lost after all. I've
wondered how he felt toward me.”

“Well, by Gad, he never came back!”
McCann blustered.

Byers started. “No,” he said, “no,
not yet. Well, I'm off to bed. Good
night, gentlemen.”

He moved away with his soft, cat-
like pace, and McCann glanced at his
watch. “Well, I must drop by my of-
fice, if you’'ll excuse me—"

“If you don’t mind,” Crum sug-
gested, “I'll go with you. I'd like to
ask you one more question—privately.”

McCann agreed and Crum followed
him to the elevator. They got off on
the mezzanine and walked to McCann’s
office. The latter inserted his key,
pushed the door open, and then paused,
staring at an envelope that lay just in-
side the door. He snatched it up
quickly, but not before Crum’s sharp
eyes saw the name, Ennis McCann
printed crudely on the envelope.

“Have a seat,” McCann rumbled,
turning away as he ripped the letter
open and snapped on his desk light.
He glanced at the contents, flung the
wadded envelope into the wastebasket.
The message itself he pocketed, then
turned, trying with a ghastly smile to

conceal the sick pallor of his face.

“These guests and their complaints|”
he muttered, trying to cover up. “Well,
Colonel, you wanted to ask—"

“Just this,” Crum said. “Did Clemon
Byers really frame up that suit that
drove Vince Elton to sell out and
leave?”

_ McCann gave a start, blinked rap-

no, the idea had never
occurred to me. I'm certain Clemon
couldn’t have done such a thing.”

“That’s all,” Crum said. “Thanks,
and good night.”

He went out, strolled along the mez-
zanine until he met a bell-boy and drew
the lad aside.

“I want the crumpled envelope that’s
at the very top of the wastebasket in
Mr. McCann's office,” he said briskly.
“The one with his name lettered on it.
Mr. McCann is in danger and I'm work-
in% for his protection. Get that en-
velope somehow and bring it to my
trailer.”

“But I couldn’t, sir—" The boy shook
his head. He glanced down and saw
the numeral “twenty” on the folded
bill in Crum’s hand. “Well, sir, I might,
Colonel—” He went on his way a
richer man.

Crum rode down to the ground floor,
strolled out of the hotel and across a
vacant lot to the trailer park. The long
chromium plated trailer behind his big
car was lighted and the door hung
open. He stepped into the gleaming
laboratory—one of the most compact
in the world—where every manner of
instrument used in modern crime de-
tection was crowded into a tiny space,
and saw Andy Maple staring with fas-
cination at Aga Aslan who was busy
with the bloody carcass of the snake.

“Gosh, Colonel,” the young deputy
gasped, turning, “I’d heard about you,
but I never dreamed you had an outfit
like this. Say, if I was this kind of a
detective, I'll bet Del—I mean Miss
Byers—wouldn’t high-tone me like she
does.”

RUM chuckled and spoke to his
assistant. “Well, Aga, what did
you find in the reptile’s stomach?”
“Raw beef,” said the Asiatic. “Un-
digested chunks of it.”
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“Good,” Crum said. “No snake in
the wild state lives on beef. It proves
that the snake was kept in captivity.”

“And now,” Andy Maple put in ex-
citedly, “all we got to do is find who
kept snakes and— Say! I know one
guy who does. Old Windy Phillips.
Owns a photographic studio and curio
shop. Reptile museum in back.”

“Get him,” Crum said crisply, “and
bring him here.”

Andy Maple went off at a lope. Aga
began cleaning up the bloody mess of
the snake’s carcass. “You think, Ef-
fendi,” he asked, “that perhaps there
is something in this curse?”

Crum had produced a long cigarette
and sat smoking thoughtfully.

“At least I know, Aga,” he said, “that
a man has died, that it was not an acci-
dent. Yet so far, I have not proved a
human agency. If the killer is human,
I suspect he is diabolically clever.”

The minutes ticked silently away.
Then Crum sat up with a start as feet
came pounding across the vacant lot.
A moment later Andy Maple’s excited
face appeared in the doorway.

“He’s dead!” the youth panted. “Old
Windy’s dead. Layin’ by an empty
snake cage. Looks like he died of
snakebite, too!”

Crum was on his feet in a trice, snap-
ping an order to Aga to wait, following
Andy Maple across the vacant lot.
They came to the main street that
fronted the canyon, turned in at an
alley and reached the reptile museum,
which was under a shed behind the
photographic studio.

Windy Phillips, his stubble-covered
face a bloated horror, lay on his back,
his glazed eyes staring up at the open
mesh-wire cage on a platform just
above him. Crum snapped on a flash.

“Struck only once,” he said, “but in
the jugular. There must have been
more than one snake in that cage.
Well, go get the doctor.”

Andy rushed off and Crum straight-
ened to his feet. If a snake had shot
enough poison into this man to kill him
instantly, he thought, there wouldn’t
have been enough venom left for Ritter.
And it was strange that this man who
knew snakes could have been taken un-

awares, should have died without a cry, -

unless something held him—

He glanced at the back of the shop,
noticed that the door hung ajar. Pok-
ing the light ahead of him, he went 1n.
Instantly his eye fell on a cabinet in
the small room. Its drawers were out
and a mass of negatives and prints had
been spilled upon the floor. He started
toward it, but a sound caused him to
whirl, duck, as a cushion sailed through
the air, struck his arm and knocked the
light from his hand.

It crashed to the floor and went out,
but not before Crum had caught a
glimpse of the Thing emerging from
the curtained doorway—a massy some-
thing that seemed a part of the dark-
ness itself, a shadowy blot, deepening
by degrees to a black nucleus, and in
its shapeless head there was only one
shining eye!

The next instant he had quickly
leaped sideways to avoid the rush which
he knew would come, but even his
quick agility was not enough. The
Thing swept on him like a half-solidi-
fied cloud. Tenuous filaments en-
meshed him, and suddenly he felt him-
self crushed with constricting force
against the monster’s solid core.

Strong as he was for his size, he was
no match physically for this shadow-
beast that tightened on him like an
amoeba absorbing a stray particle of
matter. Worithing and fighting, he
sought release for his flattened, burn-
ing lungs, tried to cry out from a dry
and swollen throat.

Then dimly, to his wavering con-
sciousness, came a sound of voices.
Dazedly he felt the pressure relax, felt
himself drop, his knees buckling as
he slid to the floor in a faint.

— -

CHAPTER III
The Cyclops Strikes Again

NDY MAPLE and the doctor
were bending over him, and the
glare from a ceiling light blazed in his
eyes. Crum stirred and the doctor
helped him to his feet.
“What happened, Colonel?”
young deputy stammered.
Crum smiled, wiped his brow. “Why,
I must have stumbled against the cab-

the
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inet in the dark. Have you examined
the dead man?”

“Not yet,” the doctor said, and led
the way out. He knelt a moment by
the corpse. “Andy tells me two snakes
were kept in the cage. One may have
struck Phillips when he opened the
cage and the other may have found his
way to Ritter’s car. This man was dead
before Ritter was. However—”

“He was paralyzed instantly by the
venom?”

The doctor frowned.
possible, but—"

“Anyhow,” Crum said, “you’ll hold
this body for a post-mortem, Andy.
We'll see if we can find evidence of any
force holding him while the snake
struck. Have the ambulance come and

“It's barely
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once before the fixative weakens its in-
tensity. I'm going to bed now.”

A great part of Colonel Crum’s suc-
cess was the result of the care with
which the little detective had learned
to conserve his energies, both mental
and physical. Hence, as soon as he had
retired to his bunk in the other end of
the trailer, he wiped all problems from
his mind and was almost instantly
asleep.

He woke early, completely refreshed,
and not until he had finished his cof-
fee did he accept from Aga the
small photograph which was the result
of the latter’s night’s work.

“Luckily,” Aga explained, “the ink
was gallotannic and the printed letters
came out beautifully.”

Jhe ‘Tuchy” Winners
Draw Death

THE DEVIL'S
LOTTERY

Another Colonel Crum Novelet

By JOHN H. KNOX
COMING IN THE NEXT ISSUE

take the body into Oceola City with
as little fuss as possible. I'll see you
tomorrow.”

He returned to his trailer where Aga
greeted him with the news that a bell-
boy had delivered a wadded envelope
to him.

“Good.” Crum took the envelope and
glanced at it. “There’s a bare chance
of bringing out some fingerprints, but
what I'm chiefly interested in is the
possibility of contact marks on the in-
side of the envelope. If the writing
was on an unfolded sheet, the Ermel
method should bring it out. Treat it
under’ the red light with the usual
solution of silver nitrate, citric acid,
tartaric acid, nitric acid and distilled
water. Use an ordinary fixative, but
photograph the developed writing at

Crum’s eyes lighted with pleasure as
they glanced over the ominous message
which his science had salvaged from
the bare envelope.

“The Eye sees all,” read the words,
lettered in crude capitals. “The Eye
knows all. You cannot escape the Eye.
Midnight tomorrow is the absolute
deadline. You know what this means.”

“That will be tonight,” Crum mut-
tered. He looked up as a knock
sounded on the door and Aga opened
it to admit Deputy Andy Maple.

“Well, the rest of the night was
quiet,” Maple announced. ‘“Maybe
there won’t be any more deaths to
worry about.”

“Look at this,” Crum invited. He
handed the photograph to the youth
and explained how he had obtained it.
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APLE read it and let out a whis-
tle. “This makes it look like
something is killing off that climbing
party and threatening McCann, too?”
“Yes,” Crum said. “Let’s consider.
I find the use of the term ‘Eye’ most
significant in this message. Aside from
its obvious reference to the quartz
ledge in the Cyclops’ head, it carries
the added suggestion of seeing, of
something seen, perhaps recorded.
That brings us back to those photo-
graphs which were so mysteriously
ruined.”

“Yeah,” Andy said, “but Del—I
mean Miss Byers—said that Barnaby
destroyed them so he could get Ritter
back here to kill him.”

“But suppose,” Crum suggested,
“that the pictures were destroyed on
their own account. Suppose they re-
vealed some secret on the Cyclops—"

“Say!” Andy interrupted. “That
gets back to the old treasure legends.
Vince Elton was always looking for
hidden Indian treasure. And Mr.
Byers—"” He stopped.

“Yes? What about Clemon Byers?”

“He potters around looking for In-
dian relics,” Andy said quickly. “Don’t
get any ideas about him. That treasure
stuff’s all rot.”

“I think so, too,” Crum agreed. “But
there doesn’t have to be any treasure,
so long as some unscrupulous person
thinks there is and believes that some-
one else has tumbled on the secret,
too.” He paused. “I wish you'd ask
Miss Byers to come here for a few
moments.”

“But she’s gone to town,” Andy
said. “They told me she left the first
thing this morning.”

Crum stood up suddenly, startled ap-
prehension in his face.

“Gone, is she? Look here, young
man, you rush to town and get that
girl back at once. Don’t let her out of
your sight until you've delivered her
here to me. If she knows as much
about those photographs as I think she
does, she’s in danger of her life!”

Andy Maple didn’t wait for more.
He was off like a flash, and a few mo-
ments later his battered flivver went
sailing past in a cloud of dust.

Crum went into his tiny dressing
room, slipped into a suit of dark flan-

nel, and this time stretched across his
vest front the watch chain from which
dangled the curious little pistol-charm.
Aga noted this and took it for a signal
of danger. For the little pistol was no
toy. It fired a single tiny bullet no
larger than a match head, but loaded
with enough of the deadly arrow-
poison, curare, to stop a jaguar in his
tracks. It was the final card that Crum
always held back to play only in the
deadliest emergency.

Fully dressed, fresh and debonair,
the little detective strolled out.

The Cyclops, sunning its granite
shoulders in the morning light, still
wore in its dark gullies the shrouding
veils of mystery. Crum strolled to the
bridge that crossed the canyon at a nar-
row spot and followed the road along
the opposite side.

He had already noted, farther down
and just opposite the Cyclops itself,
the three remaining members of the
climbing party sauntering along the
canyon’s sheer rim. But as he ap-
proached, Gypsy Ritter and Peter Bar-
naby moved away, leaving Elmer Culp
alone.

“Good morning,” Crum greeted him.
“I suppose you heard that there was
another death last night. But this man
was killed before Ritter, so let’s hope
that Ritter was the only member of
your party under the spell of doom.”

ULP answered hoarsely. “The

spell of doom?” He was hatless
and the sun beating upon his boyish
face accentuated its unnatural pallor.
“No, no, you don’t believe that. We
know what you believe——that Barnaby
killed Ritter to get his wife, that Phil-
lips was killed when Barnaby got the
snake. But it’'s not true. I work in
Ritter & Barnaby’s brokerage office
and I know all about the affair. Ritter
was a louse and his wife’s quite frank
about her affair with Barnaby. But
Ritter wouldn’t give her a divorce. If
they had wanted to kill him, they'd
have done it long ago.”

He broke off, staring sullenly at
Crum who was gazing down into the
canyon’s depths. About two hundred
feet below them was a shelf-like ledge
abutting from the cliff’s face, and in
this face the dark mouth of a cave was



THE CYCLOPS’ EYE 25

barely visible, slanting down. The

shadow of the Cyclops falling across

the canyon made its blackness even

deeper.

. “Interested in Indian relics, legends,
easures?” Crum asked.

Culp gave a start. “Why, no. Why
do you ask?”

“Oh,” Crum said vaguely, “I thought
perhaps you might like to explore that
cave down there. They say no one has
ever been into it—impossible to reach.
But not, of course, for a mountain
climber.”

Culp laughed nervously. “But you
see, I'm just that—a mountain climber.
Indian relics, legends, caves don’t in-
terest me, and even a mountain is just
a rock to be climbed.”

“Of course,” Crum agreed, “but if
you should stumble on something—for
instance, that cave down there.” He
picked up a rock, dropped it over the
cliff's edge. It struck the ledge,
bounced into the cave’s mouth and sent
back a ringing echo. “Hear that ring?
It’s deep. Even from across the can-
yon you can’t see into it very far. It
might be another Carlsbad cavern.
Wouldn’t you like to discover some-
thing like that?”

He paused, looked up blandly to
meet Culp’s angry stare.

“Quit beating about the bush,” the
young man said. “It’s not caves you've
got in mind. It’s the Cyclops. You
think maybe we stumbled on some se-
cret up there—Indian treasure or some-
thing. But it’s rot. We didn’t find a
thing but just rocks to climb on.”

“And yet—those pictures so myste-
riously destroyed!”

“Mysteriously!”  Culp  laughed.
“Nothing mysterious about it. The
first batch was in our big camera when
we reached the top. I was staring out
across the landscape with my field
glasses when Barnaby, who was stand-
ing behind me, saw an eagle and let
out a yell. It startled me. I dropped
the glasses, and in trying to grab them,
knocked the camera off. It was
smashed all to hell.”

“Hmm,” Crum murmured, “Barnaby
startled you. But you had other pic-
tures?”

“We had another batch in a smaller
camera,” Culp said. “We thought they

would do. But when Barnaby took
them to be developed that night, we
found that the film had been defective
and they were all black—a total loss.
So you see it was pure accident both
times.*

“Pure accident,” Crum repeated
slowly. “And when do you intend to
take the others?”

“Right after lunch,” Culp said. “The
sun will be just right.”

RUM strolled away, went back to

his trailer. He kept watching the
road to town, impatient for Andy Ma-
ple’s return with Delia Byers. But
hours passed and they did not come.
Crum ate lunch at the hotel, watched
the climbers and a crowd of spectators
leave for the Cyclops rock, and re-
turned to his trailer. It was another
hour before the dusty flivver drew up
and Andy Maple sat gasping.

“Lord, but I had a time! First find-
ing her, then persuading her—"

‘Persuading!” Delia Byers cried.
Her face, angrily flushed under the
tossing gold curls, was more beautiful
than ever as she turned to Crum.
“Why, this young ape carried me off
by main force, and now I want to know
why you—" :
“You don’t like cavemen?” Crum
asked. “But my methods are more
gentle. Will you step inside for a mo-
ment, Miss Byers?”

The girl got out of the car and came
in. Andy followed. Crum closed the
door and offered the girl a seat. She
took it and sat glaring. But her ex-
pression changed when Crum, in a tone
as clipped and authoritative as the rat-
tle of a telegraph key, said:

“Miss Byers, tell me all you know
about those pictures. This is a serious
matter and I want no evasion!”

“Pictures! But I don’t know, I don’t
have them. I—"

“Then you did have them!” Crum
shot at her in a tone that made young
Maple bristle and glower. “Speak up,
girl. This is a murder case!”

She was trembling now, all the color
gone from her face. Her wide eyes
begged for pity.

“But I can’t, I'm afraid—but . . .
Yes, I had them. They were found by
a maid in the room Culp and Barnaby
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occupied when they were here last—a
roll of film wadded up in a newspaper.
She asked me what she should do with
them and I took them, and just out of
curiosity had them developed. They
were perfectly good. So I knew then
that Barnaby had hidden them there,
after substituting bad ones in the cam-
era, and had then forgotten—"

Crum was on his feet. “Where are
those pictures now?”

“They were burned !” the girl sobbed.
“I gave them to father and he burned
them. He told me never to say any-
thing about them. Now he’ll be dread-
fully angry when he knows I've told!”

“Angry!” Crum growled. “His emo-
tion will be something else when I'm
through with him. Andy, get Mr.
Byers and bring him here!”

Andy looked uncertainly at the girl,
then met the stern glance of Crum’s
eyes and stumbled out obediently.

“Now, Miss Byers,” Crum said,
“what did those pictures show?”

“Show?” she asked. ‘“Why, nothing
unusual that I could see—just pictures
of the climbers on the Cyclops and
shots of the landscape.”

She stopped as Crum made a move
toward the door. He had seen Andy
Maple stop halfway between the trailer
lot and the hotel as a man came run-
ning toward him. There was a brief,
excited conversation and then Andy
turned and came running back. His
hair blew about his flushed face as he
panted up, calling out:

“Barnaby’s dead! Fell from a cliff
while they were making the pictures.
Body battered all to hell. They're
bringing him in!”

CHAPTER IV
The Secret of the Eye

- -

HE next hour moved with confus-

ing swiftness. Crum and Andy Ma- "

ple met the party as it came in bearing
Barnaby’s body. Two men held Gypsy
Ritter who struggled, screaming with
hysteria. The facts of the accident
seemed commonplace enough. Bar-
naby had been making a traverse across
a dangerous face of rock, and Gypsy

Ritter had been snapping a shot of it,
when Barnaby, trying to lift himself
over a ledge, had suddenly lost his
hold. He had fallen three hundred
feet to the screen-covered floor of a
chimney, and he wasn’t a nice sight to
look at now.

“Where was Culp at the time?” Crum
inquired.

Culp, he was assured by a dozen wit-
nesses, had been thirty feet below,
holding to Barnaby’s safety rope which
was run through the carabiner in an
anchored piton. It wasn’t Culp’s fault
that the sudden violence of Barnaby’s
fall had torn the rope from his hand.

Crum and Andy Maple rode into
Oceola City in the ambulance that car-
ried Barnaby’s body to the morgue,
and there were met by the County
Medical Officer and Sheriff Sylvian
Chipley, Andy’s boss. The sheriff, a
big, bald, easy-going man with long
rusty mustaches and a sleepy manner,
laughed good-humoredly at Crum’s
show of concern.

“Why, hell,” he said, “I don’t see no
connection between this and the other
deaths at all. Barnaby just lost his
hold and fell in plain sight, though
maybe the other deaths had made him
nervous.” -

“No, Sheriff,” Crum said emphat-
ically. “They are all a part of one pat-
tern. And the pattern isn’t complete.
Tonight the horror will come to a head,
unless it is prevented. For that reason,
I want you to grant me emergency
powers—complete charge of this case,
with the authority to do exactly as I

please.”
“Pheeew!” breathed the sheriff.
“You're asking a lot, Colonel. Now,

if you was to show me that Barnaby’s
death had any connection with the oth-
ers, that it wasn’t just a plain and sim-
ple case of losing his grip, well, then
I'd take a shot and do as you ask.”
Crum stepped toward the slab where
Barnaby’s battered body lay. His face
was an inscrutable mask. He was
faced with three consecutive murders,
so cunningly done that not one could
be proved even to be a murder.
Standing near the slab, he drew all
his resources to his aid. Barnaby had
been reaching up for a hold, they had
said. Had his hand struck something
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—a snake perhaps, coiled there? He
picked up the corpse’s hands and exam-
ined them. Nothing but the scratches
that might be expected.

He was about to turn away when his
delicate nostrils, with which Nature
seemed to have endowed him in com-
pensation for his size, quivered to a
queer odor which rose even above the
smell of blood. He bent, sniffing, and
his eyes fell on a suede jacket which
had been ripped from the dead man’s
body.

He picked it up. The smell was
stronger. He lifted it higher, It had
come wrongside out in being pulled
from the corpse, and suddenly, with
excitement flashing in his eyes, Crum
pointed at a spot near the jacket’s arm-
hole. There, flattened against the
suede, was the crushed body of a long-
ish, crab-like creature with a forked
and jointed tail.

The sheriff

“Vinegaroon!”

So it was—one of those vicious Mex-
ican whip-scorpions which derive their
name from the peculiar smell of vine-
gar they exude.

looked and gasped:

N a flash the sheriff and the doctor

had rolled the corpse over, and
there, sure enough, on Barnaby’s right
shoulder, was the red, swollen mark of
the venomous creature’s bite. :

“Damn!” the sheriff swore. “That
certainly explains why he lost his hold.
But look here. Say the thing was placed
there. How was it done, and how could
the person who placed it there be sure
it would bite at the right time?”

Crum’s agile brain had been working
fast. Now he pointed to the sleeve of
the jacket. Just at the elbow was a
large hole where the suede was worn
through. A leather patch sewed to the
outside formed a loose pocket.

“The scorpion may have been placed
there,” he said, “hours in advance.
Cold and sluggish, it would have lain
there until warmed by the heat of the
climber’s body, and then crawled out.
And now, how could the killer know it
would strike at the right time? There
is the devilishly clever part. He knew
that as long as the climbing was easy,
the folds of the jacket would hang loose
and the creature be undisturbed. But

what would happen in a dangerous
place, in a place where muscles strained
to pull a heavy body up? Why the
jacket would be drawn tight, the crea-
ture would be crushed and would strike
—as it did!”

“Well, damn my hide!” the sheriff
said. “If that ain’t good! You still
ain’t proved it was put there, but three
men in a row killed by the bite of pizen
critters is too many. Okay, Colonel,
I'm good as my word. What all do
you want done?”

Crum hesitated a moment. His eyes
were on Andy Maple as he spoke.

“First,” he said, “I want a warrant
for the arrest of Clemon Byers and his
daughter.”

All three men jumped as if struck.
Andy Maple went white, then red.

“You ain’t serious?” he managed to
cough out. Then, with fists doubling:
“Why, by grabs, you ain’t gonna ac-
cuse Delia—"

Crum faced him with cold eyes.

“You're a deputy,” he said. “Either
you act under orders or you hand in
your badge. The sheriff has given me
his promise. Now”—he turned to Chip-
ley—“the warrant will charge them
with concealing evidence bearing on a
murder. I suggest that you go for
them yourself, Sheriff, and bring them
quietly to town without any fuss.
Don’t let it be krniown they are under
arrest. Just bring them to your house
and hold them there without bond. I'll
be there to question them.”

The sheriff swallowed a couple of
times.

“Man, this will cost me votes,” he
complained. “But I give my word, and
that’s that.”

When the sheriff had stalked out,
Andy Maple turned to Crum, and the
latter saw that fear and anxiety had
supplanted the anger in the young dep-
uty’s face.

“Look here, Colonel,” he asked, “do
you really think—"

“I think,” said Crum, smiling, “that
that girl onght to be a little nicer to
you. In the meantime, just remember
that she’s in grave danger and will be
safer under arrest than anywhere else.
And now I've got a job for you., New
light has dawned. I wonder why I
didn’t realize before that those scat-
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tered pictures in Windy Phillips’ studio
were important. But I was thinking
then only of photos of something on
the Cyclops. Now I want you to go
through that pile of prints and nega-
tives and pick out any that show the
Indian cave across the canyon. No
questions now! I'll see you there la-
ter.”

NDY went off and Crum, finding
a telephone, had a message re-
layed to Aga from the Eltonville hotel.
Then he walked to the sheriff’s house
and waited for the prisoners to arrive.

They were an angry pair as they
were herded into 'the sheriff’'s parlor,
and Clemon Byers was breathing
threats about false arrests. The girl,
silent and defiant, merely glared. Crum
came straight to the point.

“Mr. Byers,” he said, “I understand
that you destroyed certain photographs
that have a bearing on three murders.
What was there about those pictures
that caused you to do so?”

“I don’t know,” Byers answered sul-
lenly. “I couldn’t see anything unusual
about them. Three were pictures of
the party climbing the Cyclops. Two
were snaps of Eltonville. One was a
picture of the cave across the canyon.”

“Ah,” said Crum, “the cave. What
about that one?”

“I couldn’t see a thing—"

“Yet you destroyed them!”

Byers dropped his eyes. “I did. I

destroyed them because I believed that
to keep them would imperil my own
life and my daughter’s. That’s all. I
will not say more if put to torture.”

The old man’s face was twitching,
but his jaw was firm.

“Keep them under guard,” Crum
snapped and went out.

Aga, in answer to the phone call, was
waiting outside in the big car. Crum
got in and was whisked swiftly back to
Eltonville. His car stopped in front
of the studio of the dead photographer.
Inside he found Andy Maple on hands
and knees among the prints and nega-
tives.

“Well, what have you found?”

“Not much,” Andy said, “just one
faded old picture taken a couple of
years ago, showing the Indian cave and
the ledge.”

The little detective took the picture
and glanced first at the white date
mark in its corner. “July 5, 1938,” it
read. Excitedly he studied the picture,
which showed the cave and the ledge
photographed from the Eltonville side.
You couldn’t see into the cave at all;
it was just a black blur, with white
rocks around it, on which were perched
a cluster of great black birds. But
Crum’s usually steady hand shook as
he thrust it into his pocket.

“My theory is confirmed by this, I
think,” he said. ‘“Now the case is com-
plete excext for the finishing stroke.
Tonight, Andy, we will exorcize the
devil that is terrorizing Eltonville!”

Andy Maple gaped bewilderedly at
this strange talk, but the instructions
Crum gave him seemed commonplace
enough. He was to say nothing of the
arrest of Byers and his daughter, he
was to act as if nothing had happened,
and he was to keep Gypsy Ritter and
Elmer Culp under constant watch.

Returning to his car, Crum gave or-
ders to Aga to return to Oceola City
and buy pulleys for a block-and-tackle
and several hundred feet of rope.

“Rope?” Aga askud.

“Rope,” Crum said.: “A man is going
to hang himself tonight.”

CHAPTER V
The Pit of Snakes

HE night came black, moonless,

and the hours dragged slowly
faast as Crum, seated beside his light-
ess trailer, with only the silent Aga
for company, waited for the fateful
hour. At the hotel all appeared to be
calm and quiet.

But Crum knew that evil forces were
astir, and his faculties were gathered
for the final struggle.

Suddenly there was a scrape of feet,
and around the edge of the trailer Andy

" Maple came sneaking.

“He’s gone,” the youth gasped. “I
let Culp get past me. I was watching
Gypsy Ritter’s room and had a bell-
hop watching him, and the kid let him
get away by the fire-escape.”

“How long ago?”
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“An hour or so, I reckon,” Andy said
miserably. “I been looking every-
where for him. I was ashamed to tell
you_”

“The devil!” Crum swore. “I know
where he’s gone. But you should have
told me at once. Come, Aga, bring the
ropes and pulleys.”

The big Asiatic lifted the burden
that would have loaded a horse, and
the three sneaked silently toward the
canyon bridge, crossed it and followed
the canyon’s edge to a spot above the
Indian cave. Here they crouched while
Crum inspected the cliff’s rim.

“Ah,” he said presently, “here it is!”

“What?” Andy Maple husked.

“The rope ladder  Culp used to go
down,” Crum said.

“Culp!” Andy grated.
is the—"

“Culp,” Crum whispered, “is the au-
thor of the threats. He is the man who
discovered the cave’s secret while star-
ing through field glasses from the top
of the Cyclops. He is the man who de-
stroyed the photographs to keep the
secret from falling into other hands.
Okay, Aga, rig up the block-and-tackle.
Culp may trust to a rope ladder to get
back up, but he’s a mountain climber.
We shall take precautions.”

“We're going down?” Andy Maple
jittered.

“Not unless you want to,” Crum re-
plied.

“Who said I didn’t?” the youth
growled, and set to work helping Aga
rig up the rope and pulley arrange-
ment, which was fastened to a stout
juniper tree and dropped over the cliff’s
edge.

“Now,” Crum directed, “fasten a
sling to the lower pulley and straddle
it, Andy. I'm lighter and will go down
by the ladder. Let him down easily,
Aga, and then keep the rope in your
hands and be ready to pull it up in a
hurry the moment I give the signal of
three sharp jerks.”

Aga grunted an affirmative and Crum
started down. He went like a monkey,
trained muscles supporting his slight
weight with ease. He passed Andy
Maple swinging breathless in the black
gulf and clambered down, down, into
the giddy and apparently bottomless
darkness. It was a good two hundred

“Then Culp
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feet, but presently his feet reached the
ledge and he crouched silent, waiting.

A wind whispered in the depths of
the canyon and above its opposite rim,
the black mass of the Cyclops leaned,
portentous against the lesser darkness
of the sky. The pulleys had made
scarcely any noise and only Andy’s jit-
tery whisper brke the unnatural hush
as he asked, “What now?”

“Silence!” Crum hissed.
wait.”

“Now we

AITING can be a terrible or-

deal when one does not know
what one waits for, and Andy’s breath
grated hoarsely as he crouched, listen-
ing to the faint night noises. The
black mouth of the cavern was some
fifteen feet down the ledge, and as the
wind came past it, a soft sound of rat-
tling reached their ears. Faint at first,
like a signal, it spread its rustling whis-
per until the whole foul darkness of the
cave seemed to be alive with snakes.
Then another sound obtruded—a sound
from above that caused both Crum and
Andy to look up.

Both clutched their guns. Someone
was coming down the rope ladder!
Against the cliffs the figure was in-
visible, but as it swung out with the
wavering rope they could see that it
was a human shape, a shape with
skirts! A moment later a soft voice
called:

“Colonel Crum! Colonel Crum!”

“Great Jupiter!” Andy swore. “It’s
Miss Byers!” He stood up, and a mo-
ment later was helping the shivering
girl down to a footing.

Crum was angry. ‘“What are you
doing here?” he hissed. “How did you
get past Aga?”

“I followed you,” the girl said with
a nervous laugh. “I heard you tell him
not to let go the rope, so I jumped past
him and started down the ladder before
he could grab me. You see, I've been
watching you. I got away from them
in town by pretending to be sick and
getting Mrs. Chipley to put me to bed.
Then I slipped out the window.”

“But why did you come here?”

“Well,” Delia Byers faltered, “I got
to thinking that father and I were may-
be responsible for some of this, and if
I could help you out, you’d overlook
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our destroying those prints. So I—"

“You dizzy young fool!” Crum
grated, trying to keep a certain sly ad-
miration out of his voice. “Don’t you
know there’s death down here?”

He paused. The onimous rattling
had begun again, and now a rising
moon, invisible from where they
crouched, was painting its first green-
ish flush on the Cyclops’ towers, caus-
ing the baleful eye to burn and
smoulder.

“Yes,” the girl whispered, “but I
know things you should know. I know
who'’s in there—"

“You know!” Andy rasped. “Who?”

“Vince Elton,” the girl said quietly.
“You see, father’'s been afraid of him
all these years. He always believed
Vince would come back to take re-
venge on him and to guard the secret
of some Indian treasure that he be-
lieved in. Father believed those pic-
tures revealed something about that
treasure, though we couldn’t figure out
what. But he thinks Vince is back
and that he killed Ritter and Barnaby
on account of the pictures, and that he
would have killed us if we kept them.
So if Vince is in there—"

“Is he, Colonel?” Andy
asked.

Crum didn’t answer.

“We’'ve made too much noise,” he
said. “We may as well go ahead now.
Andy, loop the rope around that girl
and I'll have Aga draw her back up.”

“But I won’t go!” Delia Byers said
stubbornly.

“All right then,” Crum said impa-
tiently. “But loop the rope around
yourself anyhow for safety, and stay
behind.” He began moving forward in
a crouch toward the cave’s opening.

Maple

HE moon was rising rapidly and

its rays reflected by the Cyclops’
bulk made a faint luminescence on the
ledge. The hissing of the snakes grew
louder now and at the cave’s opening
Crum halted, sniffed the air.

“Smell them snakes!” Andy gulped.

“Not the snakes,” Crum said in a
low mutter. “Blood.”

Holding his flashlight far to one side,
he snapped it on. The white beam
lanced into the cavern’s gloom and the
girl behind him gave a choked cry.

Steps slanted sharply down into the
cave’s depths, steps carved long ago by
vanished races and now half buried in
debris and the droppings of countless
bats who fluttered now in the shadows.

But what had caused the girl to cry
out was something else—the sprawled
shape that lay motionless on the an-
cient stairs!

It was Elmer Culp. Dressed in his
climbing togs and with the safety rope
about his waist straggling up the steps
to some anchorage outside, he lay with
his throat cut from ear to ear and his
blond hair floating in the puddled
blood.

Instantly Crum flashed the light off.
But no sound had come save the hiss-
ing of the snakes. No movement had
disturbed the cave's gloom.

“Did Vince Elton kill him?” Andy
Maple’s voice quavered.

“Vince Elton is here,” Crum said
softly, “but he did not kill Culp. Keep
your gun leveled on the depths of the
cave.”

He did likewise, snapped on the light
again, and this time swung its beam a
little to the right. Here, at the edge
of the steps, was a deep pit caused by
some cave-in, and as they stared they
saw the writhing bodies of the snakes,
hundreds of them, their scaly coils
writhing like demons in torment.
Then, as if disturbed by the light, they
began crawling deeper into the shad-
ows, and a whitish something began
to emerge beneath them—a skull with
staring eye sockets, the bleached white
cage of fleshless ribs, shoulder blades,
the bones of a single arm!

“God!” Andy Maple breathed. “One
arm!”

“Yes,” Crum said, “there lies Vince
Elton. This is the buried evil. This is
what Culp saw through field glasses
from the Cyclops’ top when the light
happened to be just right to slant into
the pit. And Culp, realizing the pos-
sibilities—"

“Don’t move!” a hollow voice rum-
bled from the cave’s depths.

And from those depths, something
seemed to materialize that defied the
sanity of the mind. Shapeless at first,
as it emerged slowly into the light, it
was like a creature of some dark ele-
mental substance, a massive body, a
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bullet head in which a single eye
seemed to smoulder through veils of
shrouding smoke.

Only Crum uttered a sound, and it
was an oath, the oath of a man who
despite the most careful plans has been
taken by surprise. The demon laughed
then, and at the same time they saw
the black barrel of the shotgun pro-
truding from the folds of his disguise.

“Thought I wouldn’t linger here,
eh?” a human voice now inquired.
“Thought I'd skip after killing Culp,
eh? Well, drop your guns in the pit.
And don’t reach for that little pistol,
Colonel. A blast from this shotgun
will kill not only you but the girl be-
hind you.”

It was undeniable, and Crum obeyed,
tossing his revolver into the snake pit
and ordering Andy to do likewise.

“And now what, Mr. McCann?”
Crum asked.

T the sound of the name, Andy
and the girl started, but the
shrouded figure merely laughed again
and began shedding its costume of
black gauze, which, fold on wadded
fold, had been sewed together to form
a robe. Underneath, and still holding
the shotgun steady, stood Ennis Mc-
Cann in dark overalls and with a cir-
clet about his forehead set with a crys-
tal to reflect the light.

“Next,” said Ennis McCann, “you
die.”

Crum shook his head slowly.

“It seems an awful waste of life,” he
said. “If you could only have guessed
that it was Culp who was blackmailing
you in the first place.”

“But I didn’t,” McCann said. “He
had such a baby-face. First I thought
it was Ritter, and I had to kill old
Windy while I was getting the snake
to kill Ritter. Then I got another black-
mail threat and thought it was Barna-
by, so I killed him. But today I
guessed it was Culp and followed him
here. He was going to take Vince’s
skeleton out for proof, since I hadn’t
paid the money he demanded, but I
beat him to it.”

“Strange you didn’t get the skeleton
out before,” Crum remarked.

“Before what?” McCann asked. “I
never thought about it being seen from

the top of that rock. I knew it couldn’t
be seen from anywhere else. And that
little devil Culp didn’t start the black-
mail until they came back here this
time. Clever, all right, guessing the
whole thing as soon as he saw that
skeleton.”

“That was easy,” Crum said. “The
story was widely known. And anyone
who saw the one-armed skeleton and
guessed it was Vince Elton would
know that you were the killer, since
you claimed you took him to Tucson
that night. I guessed it as soon as I
came to the conclusion that the secret
was here in the cave instead of on the
rock. And then, when I got that pho-
tograph from Windy Phillips studio it
told me—"

“You got a photograph?” McCann
jerked out.

Crum nodded. “You came back and
rifled his cabinet last night just to be
sure, didn’t you? Well you missed it.
It didn’t show anything in the cave,
but it told me enough. It was dated
July 5, 1938, just the day after Elton
disappeared, and the ledge was cov-
ered with buzzards.

“Yes, you knew how a rock dropped
from the cliffs would bounce down into
this place beyond sight, and the body
did likewise—but not out of sight of
the buzzards. And the hundred thou-
sand you stole from Elton won’t do
you any good in the gas chamber, Mc-
Cann.”

“Gas chamber?” McCann laughed.
“Not for me.”

“But you can’t escape. My assistant
is waiting above.”

“But I won'’t go that way,” McCann
said. He had been coming forward,
and now he stepped up and over Culp’s
body, facing them at close quarters.
“I brought enough rope with me, and
I'll let myself down into the canyon’s
bottom. I'll take Vince’s skeleton with
me and we’ll see if Sheriff Chipley can
puzzle your deaths out.”

Utter silence fell at these words.
Crum, as much as the others, realized
the awfulness of their predicament.
Even if he dropped the light he was
holding, made a desperate fight, the
quick blasts of the automatic shotgun
would wipe them out. And he couldn’t
risk that girl’s life. :
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Standing dazed by this impasse,
Crum’s eye suddenly fell on the
safety rope, which, tied about Culp’s
middle, straggled up the steps between
their feet. That body lay just below
and behind McCann'’s own feet.

“Mr. McCann,” the little detective
said, “I am not afraid to die and neither
are these others. But it’s a shame for
this girl to be mangled by a shotgun
blast. You probably have a pistol. Will
you let her step forward and take a
shot in the heart?”

MCCANN hesitated. “Well, of all
the delicacy! But I don’t care.
Only, I'll keep the shotgun on you any-
how. Come on forward, Delia.”

“But first,” Crum interpolated, “I’ll
have to release her from the rope that’s
tied around her. It won’t take a mo-
ment and you know that I can’t do a
thing as long as you keep that shotgun
leveled—"

He turned quickly before McCann
could reply and stepped behind the
girl. Andy had made a move but a
quick wink stopped him. Now, as
Crum’s hands swiftly freed the girl’s
waist from the pulley’s sling, he fished
with one foot for the rope attached to
Culp’s body, lifted it, tied it quickly to
the pulley and turned back.

“All right, Delia, go down—"

As he uttered the words, he gave the
rope three sharp tugs, and shoved the
girl forward so violently that she fell

below the shotgun’s range. Instantly
McCann’s finger pressed on the gun’s
trigger, but at the same instant the
rope, tightening as Aga pulled from
above in response to the signal, jerked
Culp’s body violently forward and
pulled McCann’s feet from beneath
him.

The shotgun blasted ceilingward as
McCann fell back with a cry, and then
Crum was leaping forward, the deadly
little watch-charm pistol between his
fingers. It made no more than a faint
sput, but its deadly bullet found its
mark. And as McCann reeled backward
into the snake pit, he collapsed in-
stantly and lay strangely still among
the writhing rattlers savagely lashing
their bared fangs into his lifeless body.

“Don’t look!” Crum warned the
girl. “He doesn’t feel it.”

But as he turned, he saw that she
wasn’t looking anyhow. Andy Maple
had lifted her from the floor, and hold-
ing her shuddering body in his arms
was trying to kiss the pallor from her
forehead.

Crum turned away with a smile, just
as the body of Culp, still being pulled
by strong tugs from above, vanished
upward like some levitated zombie
from the cave’s opening. He won-
dered what Aga would think when he
drew up that burden, and decided he’d
better call up and tell his faithful as-
sistant that another adventure was
finished.
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THE THING IN THE

BOTTLE

By RAY CUMMINGS

Author of “The Purple Head,” “The Midnight Fiend,” etc.

The swirling purple mist oozing from the bottle seemed to assume a menacing form

John Kent Spends a Mystifying Night in the
Catskill Mountains Combating Arab Magic!

ggl T'S a Jinn,” the old man said
with a senile chuckle, “and
it lives in this bottle most of
the time. Look ye, I guess I could
bring it out if you want to see it.”

He was ignoring his staring group
of relatives and grinning at me. He
had brought the bottle from a glass
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cabinet in a corner of the living room.
It was a brown, pot-bellied vase, its
glazed surface covered with a tracery
of grotesque Persian figures. He set
it on the table before us.

“Want to see him come out?” he de-
manded.

“Grandfather, don’t be absurd,”
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Mary Harkness murmured.

“Absurd, Mary?” He chuckled, ex-
posing toothless gums. He was an old
man, nearly ninety perhaps. But his
shriveled figure was wiry; his move-
ments spry. “What's absurd about
it?” He waved a finger at me. “Look
ye, John Kent—you're new among us,
but you're a smart young fellow. You
might as well know about this thing.”

Was he a little cracked? I really
didn’t think so. He seemed to take an
impish delight, making these members
of his family uneasy. His grinning
gaze went to each of them —the
slim, brown-haired Mary Harkness,
his great-granddaughter; Arthur
Marks, stalwart, grim-looking forty-
year-old cousin of the girl; and an-
other cousin, young Tom Blake, a pale
thin, sullen fellow in his twenties,
with a chronic hacking cough that
suggested consumption.

It was a queer family that lived here
in Harkness Hall perched among
these desolate crags of the Catskills
at the canyon top. They were all—
except Mary—doubtless hanging
around here waiting for this rich,
crabbed old man to die. Ezra Hark-
ness knew it; and he gloated in mak-
ing them uncomfortable.

I felt the saturnine, middle-aged
Arthur Marks twitch at my sleeve.

“Grandfather's —-a -bit eccentric,
Kent,” he murmured as he leaned to-
ward me. “Don’t let him bother you.”

The old man stood fingering the
bottle.

“We've got a Jinn in the Harkness
family, Kent,” he explained ironically.
“We're a bad lot, look ye, and when
one of us gets too rotten, the Jinn
comes out and kills him off. The fam-
ily purger! He killed my nephew,
Robert, two weeks ago.”

I had heard about the tragic death
of Robert Harkness. On a night as
sullenly dark as tonight, eerie with
the puffy wind that always moaned
around these lofty crags, Robert
Harkness had gone out onto the ter-
race. He had been drinking too much
and had lost his footing, or the wind
had blown him over the cliff—a fall of
several hundred feet into the gorge
and the boiling river of Kicking
Horse Canyon.

THE pallid young Tom Blake
coughed reedily.

“You better quit that kind of talk,
Grandfather,” he warned sourly. “Mr.
Kent’s our family lawyer now. You
say you're going to change your will,
and if he thinks you're of unsound
mind—"

“If there's any insanity around
here, it ain't me,” old Ezra retorted
testily. “Robert was a drunken sot
and a loafer. You, Tom—you saw the
Jinn push him off the terrace. So did
you, Arthur. Ask 'em, Kent. Ididn’t
see it, but they did.”

I turned to Arthur Marks. His
heavy-featured, slack-jawed face had
taken on a queer expression as he tried
to look lugubrious.

“Did you think you saw a Jinn com-
mitting murder up here?” I asked, my
words and serious tone sounding
idiotic to me. “By the way, exactly
what is a Jinn?” I added.

The old man answered me.

“It’s an evil spirit, or benign one, ac-
cordin’ to what it does and which side
the fence you're on.” His toothless
grin was gone. But in his eyes there
was a sardonic gleam. Was it irra-
tionality? I shifted uneasily in my
chair.

“We're an old British family,” Ezra
Harkness added. “We got the Jinn
attached to us a long time ago when
one of our male ancestors was in the
Indian Service. Want to hear the
tale?”

“Yes,” I said, frankly curious.

“Well, this illustrious ancestor mar-
ried a Mohammedan girl. Her name
was Tamari. Quite a little beauty,
look ye. This bottle came down to us
from her. The Jinn lives in it. You
see, he was Tamari’s Jinn. When she
was a child she had befriended him, so
he swore that he’d devote himself to
befriending her and all her seed. He
started right in. He killed George
Harkness’ brother—so the story goes
—who wasn’t too brotherly toward
Tamari one day.

“And he’s been at that sort of thing
ever since. Sixty years ago—I re-
member it very well—he came out and
killed a Harkness who damn sure de-
served killing. And now, just two
weeks ago, he killed Robert—"
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“Please don’t think, Mr. Kent,”
Mary put in tremulously, “that Grand-
father really believes this.”

“Damn it, why shouldn’t I?” the old
man retorted angrily. “What about
what Tom and Arthur saw that night
two weeks ago?”

“A purple ghost thing,” young Tom
Blake burst out suddenly. “I saw it
out on the terrace—Uncle Robert was
fighting with it. I heard him scream,
and I looked out my bedroom window
and saw it. So did Arthur. He was
here in the living room, and he saw it
through that window over there.”

Marks nodded lugubriously.

“I thought I saw something like
that,” he agreed. “A big purple ap-
parition that had George in its
clutches, shoving him over the abyss.
A trick of the window light on the
mist outside, is my guess. We told the
police, but they just laughed. Why
wouldn’t they?”

“But us Harknesses don’t laugh at
it,” the old man said. “We’re all afraid
of the Jinn. Except me. So I'm of-
fering to bring him out of the bottle
right now. The first time he’s ever
been out in public, so to speak.”

“Hell, go ahead and do it,” young
Blake burst out. “Let’s see the damn
Jinn. It’ll be a relief, instead of hear-
ing about him all my life.”

“You think I can’t do it?” the old
man jibed. “You watch me.”

ITH a lusty puff he blew out

the table lamp. Shadows leaped
to engulf us. Over in a corner of the
somber room a silver candelabrum
with six lighted candles sent a waver-
ing illumination, making big shadows
of us and of the pot-bellied bottle
spread on the opposite wall. In the
silence there was only the puffing and
moaning of the crazy outside wind,
gusting at the leaded panes of the
closed windows.

Then from behind me in the eerie
room I heard a sudden gasp. In the
portiered doorway leading to the dim
hall two other figures stood peering.
The Harkness servants. One of them
was Annie Green—big, raw-boned,
hatchet-faced spinster of sixty-five
or seventy. I had noticed her at sup-
per—a weird, .gaunt figure. Glow-

ering and sullen, she had seemed to_
eye me suspiciously as an interloper
here.

Behind her now in the doorway the
houseboy, Hassan, stood clutching at
her. Erect, swarthy, Indian youth
whom one of the Harkness men had
brought from India, he stood staring,
fascinated, at the old man and the pot-
bellied bottle.

Old Ezra looked up, saw them in the
eerie candlelight, and chuckled sar-
donically.

“All right, you two can stay and
watch if you like. Get ready — here
he comes!”

He raised his hands over the bottle.
In that breathless instant I saw the
candlelight painting his seamed old
face, his thin lips parted in a jibing
grin, his sunken eyes gleaming. Was
there something malevolent about
him? I suddenly felt it.

“Come out, Jinn!” he intoned. “I
command you to come out. I’'m not
afraid of you—these others are all
damn cowards, but not me.”

I heard young Tom Blake strug-
gling to suppress his cough; it
sounded like a strangling gasp. Then
I gasped myself. From the broad neck
of the brown bottle a thin purple wisp
was oozing! In the flickering eerie
candlelight it spread upward.

The Jinn! Or was it my own imagi-
nation that made the swirling purple
shape seem just for an instant to as-
sume a monstrous, menacing pseudo-
human form? For a second or two,
oozing from the bottle, it spread out
over us—arms and fingers like claws
waving down as though about to seize
us—a face, monstrously leering.

Mary Harkness screamed. Beside
me, big Arthur Marks shoved back his
chair with a grinding clatter and stag-
gered to his feet. Even old Ezra him-
self seemed to gasp. Then the terrify-
ing purple shape was fading. As
though a little draft of air in the room
had caught it, I saw it whirl, turning
upon itself, losing its form.

“My God—get it back into the bot-
tle!” young Tom Blake gasped.

But none of us heeded him. No
one moved, save that now we were all
on our feet. The purple shape of the
Jinn, almost formless now, had
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floated back to the portiered hall door-
way. Hassan and Annie Green had
fled. I stared, numbed, as the purple
thing oozed silently through the door
and was gone into the drafty dimness
of the big outer hall.

OR a moment we were all stricken

into numbed silence. Then old
Ezra Harkness, chuckling again,
lighted the table lamp.

“Well, how’d you like him?” he
gloated. “Told you I could get him
out. He’ll roam around now—he likes
to spread himself a bit. But don’t
worry, by morning he’ll be back in his
bottle.”

Whatever astonishment and per-
haps fear the old man may have felt
at his prowess in summoning the Jinn,
he had recovered himself now. Again
he was ironically jibing.

“Go on, get out of here, all of you,”
he ordered. “I've got to have a busi-
ness talk with young Mr. Kent. My
will needs rearranging.” He was herd-
ing them unceremoniously to the door.

“Damned if I ever saw the old man
like this before,” Marks muttered to
me.

“Go on, out with you. Mary, if
you're frightened, go out to the
kitchen with Annie and Hassan. But
don’t be afraid of the Jinn. Tell
them I guarantee he won’t hurt any
of us.” He laughed as though pleased
with his private little joke. “The
Jinn’s a friend of mine—he does what
I tell him.”

Surely this old fellow was irra-
tional. How could I draw a new will
for him when it seemed that he must
be of unsound mind? But when the
door closed presently and he and I
were alone in the living room, as
though he had been an actor, his as-
sumed role dropping from him, he
grinned at me.

“Sit down, Kent,” he said genially.
“I’ll give you my ideas on how I want
to draw my will in this new version.
Tomorrow we’ll go down to town and
have James, Livingston and James fix
it up for us. Only sent for you—sen-
timent of the thing, look ye—your
father and I were pretty close friends,
boy.”

I was only twenty-four. My father,

who had died six months ago down in
Albany a hundred miles away, had for
many years been Ezra Harkness'’
friend and counsellor.

“All right, sir,” I agreed. I sat fac-
ing him. Then I burst out: “But, Mr.
Harkness, that thing in the bottle—"

His impish grin came back. “I like
to see 'em squirm. Look ye, young
Kent, it's no great pleasure being a
man well past eighty, with your rela-
tives waiting like vultures for you to
die. Mary’s all right. But what are
the others? Robert was a sot and
drunkard. Arthur Marks—we call him
Mary’s cousin, but he’s not even that.
And I wouldn’t trust him with a
plugged nickel. Damned surly brute.
And Tom? There's a worthless boy
for you. You think that cough of his
is consumption? It ain’'t. I've had
him examined. Most of it’s a fake, so’s
he won'’t have to go to work like I tell
him he should, ’stead of sittin’ around
here moonin’ over Mary.”

“The Jinn—" I said.

“That got you, too, didn’t it? My
own little joke. I went to a chemist
the other day. He looked up some
dope in a conjurer’s book.” From his
vest pocket the grinning old man pro-
duced a little white pellet. “I dropped
one of these in the bottle,” he said.
“A little water in there, and up comes
a purplish, odorless gas. Harmless
enough.”

l STARED at him. The imagination
can play one such queer tricks!
My own tense fancy had conjured
arms and a face—had made the harm-
less rising purple vapor seem a
monster.

He evidently guessed my thoughts.
“Look ye, it was damn realistic, wasn’t
it? I had no idea it would seem so
real. But anyway, that’s what caused
it

“Then all you told me about the bot-
tle, and Tamari—"

“Oh, that was all true enough. A
legend of our family.” He shrugged.
“You can believe it or not as you like.”
He suddenly leaned toward me, plac-
ing a hand on my knee. “You know
it struck me as damn queer, Kent, that
both Tom and Arthur should have
thought they saw a purple apparition
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pushing Robert off the terrace two
weeks ago. I never really believed in
the Jinn myself. And yet—"

His voice trailed off. I could think
of nothing to say. He shook himself
slightly, and went on.

“Well, let’s get to work. I'm an old
man—won’t live very long now. Guess
this’ll be the last will I'll ever draw.”

He had been a clever businessman in
his day, and an even more clever in-
vestor. He was worth nearly a million
and a half now, in carefully liquid as-
sets. His present will left it in equal
shares to such of his relatives as might
survive him. This included the aged
servant Annie Green, but it did not in-
clude Arthur Marks.

“He’s just a protegé of my dead
brother, so I have to support him for
life,” Ezra explained. “And he won’t
work. Imagine a man content to loaf
around here, lettin’ me support him,
and him with no chance of inheritin’
anything.”

There was a fairly substantial leg-
acy for Hassan, the Mohammedan
houseboy. Ezra’s new will, which he
now proposed to draw, was in keeping
with the man’s ironic nature. So far
as the main features were concerned,
he was making no real changes. But
he wouldn't let his squirming relatives
know it. The only major difference
was that now he had become interest-
ed in a home for crippled children.
Some of his less liquid assets—his
long-term investments which he now
succinctly itemized for me—were to
go to this charity. It was hardly a
tenth of his estate; but with ironic
glee he swore me to secrecy.

“Mary by rights ought to have it
all,” he said, as though that were
something to be regretted. ‘“‘She will,
too, look ye, if she survives the others.
With Robert dead, there's only Tom
and Annie Green—"

He checked himself. We both
stiffened; leaped to our feet. From
outside the living room window came
a cry, an oath, then a scream of terror.
Momentarily the puffing wind around
the house was silent, so that the cries
came clear.

“Good God!” the old man gasped.

I rushed to the window, he follow-
ing me. The scene outside was al-

most black—sullen clouds, a dim vista
of crags and stunted trees, and the
ground descending a few feet of sharp
declivity from the house terrace to the
brink of the gorge. The weather
seemed breathless out there—breath-
less upon the verge of a sudden sum-
mer storm. And suddenly lightning
split the sky, with an almost simul-
taneous thunder crack.

SHAFT of light from our win-

dow and another, perhaps from
the kitchen, merged on the terrace. At
its edge, young Tom Blake and
Arthur Marks were struggling with a
ghastly purple shape! The Jinn!

Then Marks staggered back, with a
wild oath of terror stood flailing his
arms. But the Jinn had seized young
Blake! Incredible, so that for a mo-
ment all I could do was stand gasping,
numbed. This was no trick of my
imagination. The monstrous purple
thing, much as it had looked a while
ago when old Harkness with his chem-
ical trickery had brought it from the
bottle, was wrapping itself around the
panic-stricken Tom Blake. Marks had
staggered back in terror. He made an
effort to rush forward now.

“Tom!” he screamed.

He jumped from the terrace to the
rocks, himself in imminent danger of
going over the lip of the precipice.
But he was too late. Blake was reel-
ing down the steep declivity as his
flailing arms fought with the Jinn,
dispelled it. But it came again. Then
he was on the brink of the jagged
rocks, staggering, losing his balance.
A puff of wind must have come over
the crags, for the ghastly purple shape
split and dissipated.

At the lip of the brink the stagger-
ing, screaming Blake for a second was
poised. Then he was gone—down into
the abyss where the Kicking Horse
River roared toward the falls a mile
away. They’d find his body down
there in the morning. Another like
Robert Harkness. .

The violence and swift onslaught of
the summer storm was common to this
mountain neighborhood. It burst
upon us now as we gathered in the
Harkness living room, a leaping crazy
wind enveloping the house, lightning
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bolts for a time—then nothing but a
driving, torrential rain and a roar of
steady wind.

The pallid, shaken Marks had come
in from the terrace. Annie Green
came running from the kitchen. Mary
had previously left the kitchen, was in
the hall when the commotion made her
join us at once in the living room.

Where was Hassan? The thought
occurred to me. Then from the hall
side doorway, the Mohammedan came.
He was bareheaded and wet from the
rain, his swarthy face almost green
with terror.

“The Jinn!” he gasped. “Him I
saw out there. Mr. Tom fought with

him—fell—"
“Yes, we. saw it,” old Ezra said
grimly.

‘At my suggestion we tried to tele-
phone the village to notify the au-
thorities. The storm had broken
down the line; the telephone was
dead. It would be dangerous for any
of us to attempt the precipitous rocky
road in a storm like this.

“I'll attend to this in the morning,”
old Ezra said. “Nothing we can do
tonight. Annie, you and Hassan go to
your rooms. I guess that’s about all
any of us can do.”

I stared at the old man’s grim face
and his gleaming eyes. What was in
his mind? We were marooned here
for the night. Marooned with a mur-
derous Jinn, bent on ridding this fam-
ily of its unworthy members? Surely
that was incredible. Some ghastly
mystery was here in this weird house-
hold, but was it a rational murderer—
or at least a human murderer, dement-
ed perhaps, with trappings of the su-
pernatural?

“I think we should go to our rooms,”
I said. “I agree with Mr. Harkness—
nothing we can do tonight.”

HAD a small loaded revolver in

my suitcase upstairs. Somehow it
gave me comfort. Surely this murder-
ous thing was something that a bullet
would stop!

Alone in my room a while later, I
dropped the weapon into my pocket. I
had no intention of going to bed. For
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