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THE ENRAGED BEASTS REARED

70 CRUSH OUT OUR LIVES!”

““A HERD OF WILD HORSES
galloped into our path as
we were speeding across
the New Mexican desert
one pitch-dark night,”
writes Mr. Star. “In-
stantly, I jammed on the
brakes! The lights went
out as the car struck and
careened off the nearest
horses.

““PANDEMONIUM BROKE as
the bewildered, enraged
animals tried to kick the
car to pieces! We cowered
inside as their thudding
hooves smashed lights,
hood and windshield! It
looked as if we were as
good as dead!

.

““THEN, GROPING FRANTICALLY, I found our flashlight, flashed its brilliant
beam into the eyes of the nearest horses. Blinded. they hesitated ... then re-
treated in a rout. Thanks to dependable ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries,

we came out of our adventure alive. 2 s
(Signed) WQ‘/‘/

The word "Eveready' is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Company, Inc.
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WOULDN'T TAKE $1,000 FOR COURSE

““The lessons are so simple. I have learned
to play by note In a little more than a
month. I wouldn’t take a thousand dollars
for my course.’’ for

*8. B. A., Kansca Oity, Mo.

Wusic

7¢ aday

PLAYS ON RADIO
“I am happy to tell you that for four

weeks I have been on the

radio stations. 8o thanks to your institution
such a wonderful course.’’

*W. H. 8., Alabama.

Lessons
for less than

read about your lessons. I don’t know how
to express my satisfaction.’

HOW LONG HAVE YOU
BEEN STUDYING ?

),

Here’s your chance to learn toplayyour faverite musical
instrument—quickly and easily—in your own home.

OU thought it was expensive to learn music? That it

took lots of money to pay for a private teacher, sheet
music and all the other essentials? That it required years
of study?

Then here’s grand news for you! You can learn to play
your favorite musical instrument, any instrument, for less
than SEVEN CENTS a day! That's ALL it costs. Not a
penny extra for sheet music or anything else. And it
doesn’t take years, either.

Play a Tune in One Lesson

Actually, you start playing a familiar melody in your very
FIRST lesson. Then you go on from one tune to another,

until your friends are surprised to hear you play.
You learn to play by playing—just as you learned the
English lan e by

speaking it. ere is no

Easy as A-B-C lost time, no waste
ey motion.

You learn by a re-

markable short-cut

method ! modern,

simplified method that
skips all the tedious,
old-fashioned study and
grsctice. A method that
as literally swept the
world, enrol]in% over
700,000 pupils. It's ac-
tually FUN to learn
music this easy way.

Look st the notes above—they
sre F-A-C-E. Could anything
be simpler? You are already
learning to read musie. And

it’s easy to play, too, for 8 9
rcmue':lble invention, the Here S the
“‘Note-Finder.”’ tells you just

where each note s located on Secret

the keyboard.

“A picture is worth a
thousand words,”” says
the ancient Chinese

* 4 ctual pupils’ names on request.
Pictures by Professional Models.

proverb. And that is the secret of this easy and
way to learn music at home in spare time. Your lessons
come to you in print and picture form. Large, clear illus-
trations show you every position, every move. And the
accompanying text is like the voice of your teacher at
shoulder, explaining, coaching and encouraging you.
ou can’'t go wrong.

Send for Illustrated Booklet

Bee for yourself how easy it is to learn your favorite
mausical instrument this modern, short-cut way. And how
inexpensive. Mail the coupon below, checking the instru-
ment in which you are interested. Do it now. Instruments
supplied when needed, cash or credit. U. S. School of
Musie, 2946 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. Forty-
third year. (Est. 1898)

I_U. 8. Schoo! of Musle, 2945 Brunswick Bldg., New York City

I am interested in learning the musical instrument checked.
Please send me your {llustrated booklet explaining how I can
learn quickly at home, for less than 70 a day.

|
i
|
|
I Plane Mandolin Trombone Plano Accordlon
Violin Saxophone Banjo Plain Accordion
| Guitar larinet Ukulele Hawallan Guitar
i Cello rumpet Cornet Other Instrument
|
| Have you InstrumentY. ... ......i..-esesicasessesseneses 1
: D ¥ e e RS R S e S MR I
|
J O AQAres . e v e S T e e s el |
: Oy e T it e DR e State: i v s |
3 Check here if under 16 years of age. 1
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o EVERY STORY BRAND-NEW -

MYSTERY

Vol. XVI, No. 3 May, 1941 Price 10c

Featuring a Complete Colonel Crum Novelet

THE DEATH ELUES

By JOHN H. KNOK

The Trailer Detective Travels into the Grim
Realm of the ‘“‘Little People’’ and Meets a
Murder Challenge that Comes from the
Pages of an Age-0Old Fairy Tale! - - - - 14

Other Complete Novelets
DANGERINTHEDARK - - - - - - G.T.Fleming-Roberts 52

Menaced by a Headless Thing that Stalks through the Night, Dave Harris Pits
Himself Against a Frankensteinian Monster!

THE TORCHKILLER - - - - - - - - . Michael O'Brien 90

Determined to Blow Down a Savage Blow-Torch Murderer, Lash Daggett Risks
All in a Reckless Struggle Against ‘“The Sacrificer!”’
Thrilling Short Stories
CANDID CAMERA - - - . - . . . . . Seabury Quinn 35

When Sulkas Snapped the Shutter, He Trapped Himself!

THEDAY OFDEBTS - - - - - - . . . . . VWil Garth 46

Chung Lee Paid the New Year’s Toll in Full

SEVEN-KEYSTODOOM -~ - = ==, . . Henry Kuttner 68

Seven People Must Thread a Madman’s Maze—to Death!

BACKTOTHEGRAVE - - - - - - - . Ralph Oppenheim 79
The Cadaver of Pierre Duprey Leaves His Tomb for a Tour of Murder
AND :
MYSTERY-SCOPES - - - - - . - . . . . . . Chakra 10

Special FREE Crystal-Scope Reading Offer! Coupon on Page 13

Better Publications, Inc., at 11 East 30th 8t., New York, N. Y. Sub-
and Canadian postage extra. Entered as second-class Zw.ar July 13,
Y., under the Act of March 3, 1879. Copyright, 1941, by Better Publications,
Inc. Manuscripts will not be returned unless acoom by self-addressed, stamped envelopes, and are submitted at the

used in storles and semi-fiction articles are fictitious, If a2 name of any living per-



5. 6. SHITH

President .
Natlens! Radio Institute
Established 25 Years

Chief Operator

Technicians, {if
Broadoasting in line.quickly for better ratings with more pay, move
Statlon restige. Techniclans in the Army and Navy earn up
ros times s private’s base pay. Radio Technlolans

Before I com- are well paid because they use their minds as well as
pmodlyour les- their hands. It takes both to repalir
sons, .

== : . Te
erator’s llcemse and imme- Address equ t. That's why so many
d!mlé J%lllcdI B‘:t;og who became o Techniclans fump their
Wwhere L better jobs, steady work. That’s why, too,
Chief Operator. HOLLIS F. nicians operste their own profitable full time
YBS, 327 Madison 8t., m«: Service businesses; and others make extrs
igan. money fixing Radios in spare ilo holding

BEGINNERS ICKI. I.lA 70 EARN

$§ TO $10 A WEEK EXTRA IN SPARE TIME
WhenNB.!tnmnmtobo Radio

Fe

Coum extra money in spare ;

MAII. THE COUPON BELOW )
Mail the tod\&fu SAMPLE i BROADCASTING ﬂA'ﬂOﬂ. (mpm% em-
mnowyg"meh wards in Radio.”” You'll see mnmmmmd &wlnunﬂmsd
ugt:{;nmmwmmmwm‘gmmhhzummm wolluyln:udmialm FIXI @ RAD Oﬁ:m‘
w] knowing Badio means om; lower Radio Techn
doing and earning. You’ll see why the Py R 1 gn::: 130 “ollluuuum) thetr mullr jobe
1s to study, fascinating to learn, practical to :o&lbcnullﬂh

use. You’ll get facts on Television and other fast-
growing branch

es of Radio. Act NOW. Write your
name and udd:;:uﬂm tho:ohnpcln llnlow Puuuon
or m t in an envelope
R&ET NEW. l/
E. Smith,

while still bold-
ing my regular job 2as a

ld
Dept. IB(‘}VO anulD 5
machinist. 1 owe my success ashington. D.
N. R 1. WM. F. RUPP,

U e Mt This FREE BOOK has Helped Hundreds

2 of Men to Make More Money
DRAFT REGISTRANTS S, J. E. Smith, President, Dept. 1E09

An["]’m“ NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. O.

Hundreds of men who know Radio Mail me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and 64-page book
08

::enoll;"ﬂwm‘“ :ﬁm ::;“u' “Rich Rewards in Radlio.” (No Salesman will call. Please write plainly.)
N R O R e o sl s s o St e ie oo ois AQa s iTicinnne

in e Army, Navy and Marine

1 ;
B O IR AR RADIOSOIY oo e i e sivie i e e BEELE. i ovsirnis oibe ins SR



GROUP LIFE POLICY THAT
INSURES THE ENTIRE FAMILY

TOTAL COST ONLY
$. 400
A MONTH

GRANDPARENTS, PARENTS,

CHILDREN, AGES 1 T0 75

ALL INSURED IN ONE SINGLE
LIFE INSURANCE POLICY

Genuine Life Insurance —
No Medical Examination

The extremely low cost of this marvelous Family
Group Life Insurance Policy is made possible
because the Bankers Life and Casualty Co. has
reduced selling costs to a minimum . . . this
policy is sold by mail—no high-priced, high-
pressure selling agents will call on you. Book-
keeping costs have been reduced because an
entire family can be insured in a single policy—
requiring only one policy, one premium notice,
etc., etc., for as many as ten persons in a family.

FREE Inspection for 10 Days

Now everyone in your family may enjoy sound
life insurance protection. Regardless of which
member of your family dies . . . or how they
die, after this policy is in full benefit, it pays
cash promptly. You don’t have to risk a penny
to inspect this policy . . . we want you to examine
it carefully, ask your friends about it. Don’t
delay . . . you never know when misfortune
strikes. Be prepared with safe, sound life insur-
ance for every member of your family.

Send No Money—No Agent WIill Call

Don’t send money! Just fill out the coupon and
get the details now, without a single penny of
expense to you. Learn all about the free 10-day
inspection offer.

ACT NOW - SEND COUPON!
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sz 000,00

Maxlm Indulnlty for
Auto Accidental Death

$1,000.00

Maximum Indemnity for Nat-
ural or Ordinary Death

*3,000.00

Maximum Triple Indemmnity
for Travel Death

LIBERAL BENEFITS SHOWN IN TABLE BELOW

The amount of insutance ble upon the death of any of the
persons insured hereunder be the amount set out in the follow-
ing table for the attained age nearest birthday at death of such
person divided the number of persons insured hereunder im-
mediately preceding such death.

Table of amount of insurance purchased by a
monthly payment of one dollar.
mm Auto
or mrr Travel

Attainee - ASISE A Ao

at Death Amount Amount Amount

1-40 $1000.00 $2000.00 $3000.00

41-50 750.00 1500.00 2250.00

51-56 500.00 1000.00 ' 1500.00

57-62 300.00 €00.00 900.00

63-68 200.00 400.00 600.00
69-75 100.00 200.00 300.00 j

ACT NOW—AND RETURN COUPON AT ONCE

BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY CO. B-18
Bankers lnsurance Bldg., Jefferson Sta., Desk 39, Chicage, M.

Please send details and tell me how to get the Family
Group Policy for free inspection.




FREE

legs can get to the letterbox!
115 East 23rd St., New York City.

’M “trading-in” old bodies for

new! I'm taking men who
know that the condition of their
arms, shoulders, chests and legs—
their strength, I‘wmd ” and endur-
ance—is not 100%. And I'm mak-
ing NEW MEN of them. Right
now I'm even training hundreds of
soldiers and sailors who KNOW
they’ve got to get into shape
FAST!

Only 15 Minutes a Day

Are you ALL MAN—tough-mus-
cled, on your toes every minute,
with all the up-and-at-’em that can
lick your weight in wildcats? Or do
you want the help I can give you—
the help that has already worked
such wonders for other fellows,
everywhere?

All the world knows I was ONCE a
skinny, scrawny 97-pound. weakling. And
NOW it knows that I won the title, ““The
World’'s Most Perfectly Developed Man.”
Against all comers! How did I do it? How
do I work miracles in the bodies of other
men in only 15 minutes a day. The answer

is Dynamic Tension, the amazing method I
discovered and which changed me from a
97-pound weakling into the champion you
see here!

In just 15 minutes a day, right in the
privacy of your own home, I'm ready to
prove that mic Tension can lay a new
outﬁt of solid muscle over every inch of

. Let me put new, smashing power
gmyonr arms and shoulders—give you an
armor-shield of stomach muscle that laughs
at punches—strengthen your legs into real
columns of surging stamina. If lack of
exercise or wrong living has weakened you
inside, I'll get after that condition, too, and
show you how it feels to LIVE!

fellows week-in, week-out, you don’t want this book. But if you
want to learn how you can actually become a NEW MAN, right
in the privacy of your own home and in only 15 minutes 2 day,
then man!—get this coupon into the mail to me as fast as your
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept 7T7E,

It tells you exactly what

If you are

\ just this
\make you

—actual photo :
of the man §e

World’s Most
Perfectly De-
veloped 5

Charles Atlas—America’s
Greatest ''Builder of Men'’
Among all. the physical in-

structors and ‘‘conditioners of

men” ONLY ONE NAME

STANDS OUT. That name tis

Charles Atlas!

In every part of the country
Charles Atlas is recogmized as
“America’s Greatest Builder of
Men.” Almost two million men
havs written to him. Thousands
upon thousands have put their
physical dcvdopmme into his
capable hands

Andnowthat the call is for
men oapabla of helping America
meet and conquer any national
emergency, many thousands of
others (even those already in
their country’s Army and Navy)
are calling upon Charles Atlas
to build the kind of
men America vitally
needs.

COUPON NOW!
Thls Famous Book that Tells You How fo Get [ '™ = mm ius um un
a Body that Men Respect and Women Admire

Almost two million men have sent for and read my book.
“RBverlasting Health and Strength.”
Dynamic Tensgion can do. And it’s packed with pictures that SHOW
you what it does. RESULTS it has produced for other men.
RESULTS 1 want to prove it can get for YOU!
satisfled to take a back seat and be pushed around by other

ame.

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept 77 E
115 East 23rd St., New York City

I want the proof that your system of ““Dynamio Ten-
#ion’”’ will help make s New Man of me—give me a
healthy, husky body and big muscular development. Send
me your free book, ‘“Buerlasting Heglth and Strength’’—
and full details of your TRIAL OFFER.

5 Minutes a Day!

and I'll prove I can

ANEW MAN!

City.

Address. .o

(PLEASE PRINT OR WRITE PLAINLY)

r

|
1
1
X |
State J



AUDELS enfers
and Builders uidgz

tnformation
Builders, Jd.—

Aad) haalss tod
:’#:o‘dl:‘ollnr hese

uldes give you the short-cut
t hat wantl—

wammmlqunn—ﬂo'tom.ndm
eaws—How to build furniture—How to use a
@itre box—How to use the chalk to use
rules and scales—How 1o make jolnts—Carpenters
arithmetio—Solving probl Eo-
umnlu rength of timbers—How to set girders
end sille—How to frame houses roof! w Lo
cudmuwoam—lb' to %00“4 bonu-.“‘d b‘mnd d‘lb
sges, b ows, eto.—~How to a raw
plane—Drawing up epecifications—How to ex-
cavate—How to use M 12, 13 and 17 on the

How to bolsts and scaflolde—

oequars—
skylights—How to bund auln—Hg'to put oa
interior trim—How to bang

floors—How to paint

THEO. AUDEL & CO., 49 W. 23rd $t., New York City
l‘.m.,....mn?;" .J“ muﬂ‘ah*‘“"” i s o

"‘.;..‘.’f'? u:.%f‘.,?‘;‘»" pram, Boctal & Rea:
ots,
Y IHIEDIA‘I‘SE D

f(r THOUMﬁ r rﬁa‘?nﬁnur EXPERTS. Be

%

"% !AOY LESBSONS, olearly written by

&mwor s foremost mumrlu Profusely
d. Cover every ste| all new

gAClmUARANT[E and llﬂ!"gg‘)‘t:
A bon’t

W’Aﬁusﬁg{)&n} o ?ﬁm CA,

107, Memphis,

WAIIT!D AT ONOEI
0 E Pnrlotlc S’lend
Don t dolu e lend

llgﬂrﬂﬁsﬂomt 74- A%mﬂ CHIC . ILLINOIS
ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

Sixe 8x10 heln-uunll' de-
sired. S8ame price mlllencthor c

bust mu Iandn‘ga:]

- { re pl A 8&1 murn !

part o \m cture. (] O
Mnnl'pr?x to guaranteed.

31or$1.00
SEND NO MONEY i o Potey [
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ace. B |2
EESEem RS |
hnoum ART STUDIOS, 1138, Jettorson 5L, Dogt, 401-E, Chloago

Your Horoscope For
the Entire Year!

W Your 7
PROPHECH

» ﬁ .
‘ﬂmlmwﬂ '“lmmm"un,

--—‘Q

THE HANDY ASTROLOGICAL GUIDE

Now on Sale 10Q¢ Everywhere

THE BIG NEW FUN BOOK

POPULAR CROSSWORD
PUZZLES
ONLY 10c AT ALL STANDS




Increased production
means more jobs for
MACHINISTS

~and MORE PAY for men

who Enow their work

This home-study course gives you the practical facts on modern
machines, up-to-date methods, you need to advance in machine sho
work. Take advantage of the other man’'s experience as foun
in books, to solve your problems, increase your efficlency, with

AMERICAN MACHINISTS' LIBRARY

THIN the covers of these five books are to be found all Combined Home-Study Course
the facts that you will want to increase your practical and Reference Library by

MANY CHARTS
AND TABLES

knowledge of machine shop work and to give you the ability Practical Experts
to handle all kinds of jobs swiftly, smoothly, correctly. Nt i o s
Each of the five volumes contains a complete record of well-known authors of many intensely
work as it is done today in rsctit:.ld books a;r ml.ec:ilne shop men,
America’s most progres- ve LaC years of experience, not only
sive and efficient shops. The “; °’;'u;°’°? pr:gtlce th:m“l"" but
books answer your questions also In keeping abreast of latest meth-
WHAT This Library on methods and machines— i’:; from one end of the metal-working
U tell what you need to know ustry to the other, through their
GIVES Yo about the operation of ma- e;lﬂtorl;l w!;bm with laad.lng lhODl
chines of all types and sizes t ;Outlh:{m le“cov.um-y.
—complete guide for everybody, from for the whole range of metal ¢ nl r books they give you the best
shop executives to apprentices, inter- cutting, forming, and finish- of all the data, ideas, methods, and ex-
. ested In the operation of machines ing operations — show by amples coming from these sources —
used in turning and boring practice text, diagram and illustra- the gist of more experience than any
T2l il od matr s tion the essential points of g:'o'rk"nm could amass in a lifetime of
lems involved tn tuning and boring | Setting up work.
operations
—descri of all important varietiss
s e bt ot and eat | Puts the Mastery of Machine Shop Work at Your
matic, and methods of operating them Flnger Tips
—data on speeds and feeds, new cutting These five big volumes are clearly written in simple language, fully illustrated,
alloys and materfals, use of coolants, easily understood. With them you get the facts on modern machine shop prae-
ete. tice, new machines, up-to-date methods—the complete, practical training course
{e4) tuformation on Erinding ma- —that you can use to improve your skill and advance your earning power now.
chines angd abrasive wheels, lho‘:m‘
e e ol i No Money Down — Special Price— Easy Terms
varivas typée o otk Let s send you these fact-packed books for 10 days” fres exam-
i to books 88 you wan em.
_g.urnd m{e:f&d- ;mmm R iher iharair ymc%d;ﬁtgoku;t;m b(;oludlb&wochl I{!bra 1() Day‘)
speeds, . . ¢ books
automatic machines, specisl work, etc. o §Z°'§':‘y“‘6;:m"mimu.‘ Furthermore, you may have the DA

—training in the varfous operations per-
formed in drilling and surfacing ma-

terials in the machine shop — — — —— — — . — — G— o— — ——

e boska”” Eond ‘the” coupon toaag. | L e Tl T e I TRIAIL

Ju S‘l‘ Mail
—valuable data, methods. suggestions, FREE EXAMINATION COUPON Coupon'

and {llustrations from acocepted prac-

e, g Pataials. the care of | McGRAW HILL BOOK CO., Inc., 330 W. 4nd 8¢, N. Y. C.

tools, methods of production, etc. Send me the American Machinists’ Library, 5§ volumes. for 10 days’ examinstion

on

epproval. In 10 days I will send $1.50, and $3.00 montbly until the price of $16.50 is

—exact. descriptive data on sll aspects pald, or return the books postpaid. (To insure prompt shipment write plainly snd fll tn
of gear cutting practice, useful! in all lnes.)

shops of any size
—essentisls of selecting machines, set-

ting up work, and handling operations
{n reaming, tapping, planing, shaping, e S e R R o o s T Poultion ... .o e e Rl Y e S s
and broaching.

slotting, milling,
Clty andiBIate. i il e e ey COTPANY . .50 s o e paisviains sise.s TH-5-41




By CHAKRA

Famous Mystic

Strange stories will always be popular, especially when these strange stories are
true. The 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 13

THE BLOODY SHARK

DURING the summer of 1918, a large
man-eating shark was reported off
the coast of Charleston, S. C. It had been
seen several times in the past few days—
so one afternoon Martin Giffert and John
Little decided to catch it if possible. Gif-
fert took his motor-boat and with a large
hook and line started out into the Atlantic.
Little brought along a small pail of beef-
blood which he iad secured from a
slaughter house.

About a mile off shore, Little poured
the blood on the water, and the two men
waited anxiously for the shark to be at-
tracted. It is uncanny how sharks can
sense blood for miles. Giffert dropped his
line over the side of the now drifting boat.

Soon they were rewarded. The shark’s
evil fin was noticed circling around the
bloody section of water looking for flesh.
Gradually it headed toward the line where
a piece of meat hung on the hook a few
inches below the surface.

Then the shark struck. The line was
pulled through Giffert’s fingers with
enough force to tear the skin. But he
held on and began reeling in his monster
catch which fought savagely, splashing the
water with foaming fury.

Foot by foot the struggling hyena of the
sea was pulled closer to the boat. The
shark was weakening.

Then something happened which Martin
Giffert will never forget to his dying day.
Just as the shark was within ten feet of
the side of the boat where John Little

10

was waiting with an iron bar to bash it to
death, Giffert’s eyes bulged with bewilder-
ment. There, just above the shark, as
though standing on the water, appeared
the image of an old man who was grin-
ning with glee as though overjoyed in
seeing the death of the shark. The old man
was dressed like a fisherman and his right
leg was missing from the knee down.

it was only a flash, for the vision faded
as Giffert regained his senses and once
again pulled in the shark, this time close
enough for Little to complete the kill.

Giffert tried to dismiss the vision as
due to excitement, and the two men headed
for the shore, with the shark on board.

Amid the praise of friends, Giffert cut
open the shark’s belly—and it was then
that the vision of the one-legged sailor
left lasting questions in Giffert’s mind. In
the belly of the shark was a human leg-
bone.

Had the old sailor’s vengeance been ful-
filled on the shark which had bitten off
his leg? Martin Giffert still wonders.

THE SNAKE INITIATION

YOUNG Tod Wilson’s dead grand-

father had worship‘ged Tod when they
lived on the Western Texas ranch. Once,
when Tod was six years old, his grand-
father had saved the boy from a rattle-
snake. He had cautioned the lad that if
ever thereafter the boy was confronted
by a snake, he must remain motionless and
call for his grandfather. The call would

(Continued on page 12)



ACTUAL SHOP WORK ON

At-COYNE you learn by workinzon real
Radio, Talking Picture, Public Address,
Auto Radio and Television equipment .
not by correspondence...but on actual
ﬁuipment. the same type you will work

th later on, out on the job. That's why
you learn faster at COYNE. All the theory
you need is given to you in a practical way
that enables you to grasp it quickly and
remember it.

YOU DON'T NEED ADVANCED
EDUCATION OR PREVIOUS
EXPERIENCE

COYNE'S streamlined, practical tnlnln{
methods have been developed from oves 4
years’ nce in training men and young
men. You don't need any previous experience
oradvanced education to master my tniné:f
Fer my Radio Servicing Course you need
a common school education; for my Muu:r
o rn Course, we require only two
years of | or its equivalent.

EARN WHILE LEARNING
EMPLOYMENT HELP

AFTER GRADUATION

unecd part -time work to help pay yo!
I! . my employment manmt
help t i(, ter you graduate, your Life
Mem ﬁnﬁp entitles you to employment ser-
vice for life, consultation nervlce nnd review
privileges at no additional

COYNE

REAL LIVE EQUIPMENT

ﬂulmnﬂlt to M

4Wn414f

GET INTO THIS BIG-PAV
OPPORTUNITY FIELD NOW

earn byﬂomy

RADIO SERVICING
IN 8 WEEKS

DI e L PN
SRR

RADIO OPERATING
INS MOHTHS

Irl-t ‘lﬂb’ Couruhd-d
‘tnr

hovli. "ou wi nATd for o
sen, O wplt
mdc' -
ating and zn‘vioo work, Ewdlln. studlo
programs, etc.

Dottt COYNE
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MYSTERY-SCOPES

(Continued from page 10)

not frighten the snake into striking—only
motion of the body could do that.

Tod was eighteen when he joined a fra-
ternity and had to be initiated. The initia-
tors, in order to give Tod a good scare,
decided to borrow a tame rattlesnake
from a certain farmer. The poison sac
had been removed, and the snake was
harmless. But Tod didn’t know that, of
course.

They ordered Tod to lie on his back,
naked. His hands and feet were tied. Then
they dropped the snake from a basket so
that it rested on Tod’s stomach. The
snake coiled and was ready to strike at
the first movement.

Tod was terriied—and involuntarily he
called for his dead grandfather, mot re-
alizing what he was saying.

Then something happened. The snake
opened its mouth as though some invisible
force were strangling it. In a moment
the snake rolled over, dead. Tod fainted.

The boys, bewildered, after reviving
Tod, had to take the dead snake back to
the farmer. They knew the farmer would
be furious, as he prized that snake highly.
They decided to pay the farmer.

But when they confessed what had hap-
pened, he looked at them strangely.

“Where did you get this snake?” he
asked.

“Why, we took it from the box in your
barn. You weren’t home,” the leader an-
swered.

“This isn’t my tame snake,” said the
farmer. “I took the tame one with me to
town this morning. This is a wild one—
it must have crawled in the box for food.
It’s a good thing it did:i’t bite one of you,
for you'd be dead by now.”

BURNING WIRES

A STRANGE story was reported by
an official of the telephone company
in northern New Hampshire.

On September 3rd, a Mrs. Jonas, a tele-
phone subscriber, about sixty years of age,
came into the main office of the company
and asked for information. She was check-
ing on a phone call she had received from
some stranger the day before about 4
o’clock. She wanted to thank the man for
telling her where her dead husband’s will
was buried, for right after the phone call
she had looked in the reported place and
had found it. Her husband had been killed
suddenly and never could tell her where
he had hidden the important document.

After a careful check-up, it was dis-
covered that the call had come from a
farm located some distance away. Mrs.
Jonas, with her daughter drove to that
farm-house wondering how the farmer
had known where the will was hidden, for
she had never heard of the man and she
was sure her husband hadn’t known him
either.

But her quest was in vain. When she
reached the farm-house, she was informed
by several people standing around that
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the house had burned down about 3 o’clock
the previous day. It would have been
physically impossible for anyone to make
a call from that_place at 4 o’clock, unless
tapped in by some lineman from a pole.
But there was no record of this, for when
she returned to the telephone company
the first report was verified.

Her strange call had come through on
that burned wire at the recorded time. No
one could account for it—no one but the
hired man who said he had seen an old
man standing by the wires when they
dropped from the burning walls and curled
up on the lawn. He ran to the old man to
pull him away from the live wires—but
the old man had disappeared in thin air.
The hired man couldn’t understand where
he had gone.

And neither can anyone else, except
those who maintain that psychic power
can be manifested when aided by vibra-
tions of intense heat or rays of high fre-
quency. What do you think?

THE DIAMOND IN THE WATER

OME people might call it coincidence
—but Miss Elsie Martinson of Chi-
cago thinks otherwise.

When Elsie’s Aunt Emma died in 1938,
she bequeathed to Elsie a valuable soli-
taire diamond ring. The diamond had
been in the Martinson family for genera-
tions. Elsie had the diamond re-set in a
modern ring which she cherished dearly.

But one evening Elsie, while at the
movies, discovered that the diamond was
missing from the setting. A complete
search was made by the theatre manage-
ment, but the diamond could not be
found.

Heartbroken, Elsie returned home and
looked in vain all over the house. She
finally threw herself into an armchair in
the living room and wept, calling upon
the spirit of her aunt to forgive her for
losing the family diamond. Soon, ex-
hausted, she fell asleep and dreamed that
her aunt was standing beside her. The
aunt was smiling, and Elsie heard her
aunt say: “Don’t worry, child—you will
find it in the water.”

Elsie awoke with a start and for a
moment her dream was dismissed as she
noticed a goldfish struggling on the floor
in front of her. It must have jumped out
ofIthe bciwl l‘glh“e she slept.

nstantly, sie picked up the gaspin

fish and put it back in the gowl. gAspshg
gazed into the water watching the fish
recover, her eyes caught a gleam in the
white sand on the bottom of the bowl. It
was her lost diamond which had evidently
dropped off her ring when she had cleaned
the bowl that afternoon.

The fish which had made its strange leap
out of the water, was the one that Aunt
Emma had. given Elsie a week before the
aunt had died. The aunt had had that fish
for many years.



A STRANGE PREDICTION

READER in South Carolina wroto

to this department recently, asking
if there was any story reporteci in his
section of the country which he could
verify himself. He seemed inclined to
doubt these stories.

In addition to the Bloody Shark sto
(addresses of the men have been sent him
the following story is reported, which
came from Edward McDowell of North
Wilkesboro, North Carolina. It concerns
a Carson Surles who lived at Dunn, Har-
nett County.

Fifteen years ago, Surles, age 59 pre-
dicted the day he would die. The week
before July 27, 1940, he cleaned his ceme-
tery lot in readiness, and hundreds of
people whom he had invited to his funeral
declared it was unbelievable when he died
of natural causes on July 27th, the date
predicted. Surles told them when he in-
vited them to the funeral that he would
come back for a visit now and then.

What has happened? Let Mrs. Lamn
Byrd, with whom Surles had lived, speak
for herself.

“I just couldn’t stand it any longer. It
(Concluded on page 113)
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THE DEATHELVES

A Complete Colonel Crum Novelet

By JOHN H. KNOX

Author of “The Devil’s Lottery,” “The Cyclops’ Eye,” etc.

CHAPTER I
Killers from Fairyland

HE long, sleek limousine sped

westward down the moonlit

highway, drawing its gleaming
trailer behind it like a rocket.

In the front seat, directly under the
glare of the bright dash light, Colonel
Fabian Crum sat with his diminutive
body of less than five feet hunched
forward.

The trailer detective was now scan-
ning the sixth newspaper he had
purchased since the previous night,
when a small item in a city daily

The demons saw Crum,
rescue the giri,
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had caught his roving eye. The orig-
inal article had been headed:

KILLER WHO SAW GNOMES
DECLARED INSANE

It had related in a brief, amusing
way, how a young farmer of the Red-
cliffs community, who had been con-
victed of the murder of a farm girl,
and who had claimed that the killing
had been done by gnomes or elves,
was to be taken to the state insane
asylum for observation.

The story, though obviously of lim-
ited interest to dwellers in this distant
city, had aroused the interest of the
famous little scientist-detective to
such a pitch that Aga Aslan, his as-

—
S

who was trying to
charging straight at tho?n



The Trailer Detective Travels Into
the Grim Realm of the '"Little
People’’ and Meets a Murder
Challenge That Comes From the
Pages of an Age-Old Fairy Tale!
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sistant, bodyguard and chauffeur, had
not yet recovered from the shock of a
whim which had kept him behind the
wheel of the car for nearly twenty-
four hours. “How,” he asked now,
‘“can you be so sure that this Bert
Collins is innocent, Effendi?”

Crum leaned back, a confident, al-
most smug smile on that sharp, cynical
face whose piercing eyes had caused
shivers to run down the spine of more
than one burly malefactor.

“I couldn’t, at first,” he said. “Then
it was only intuition and curiosity.
But since we’ve neared the place, and
the papers are carrying more details,
I have become morally certain that
the man is neither guilty nor crazy,
and that he has seen exactly what he
claims to have seen.”

“Effendi!” Aga’s swart face ex-
pressed shock and outrage. “You be-
lieve in fables—in fairy tales?”

“Fables and fairy tales,” Crum re-
plied, “always have something behind
them. But let that rest for the mo-
ment. I believe this young man is
not guilty, for two reasons. First, no
sane murderer would invent such an
alibi. Yet I see no evidence of his
insanity in the report except his claim
to having seen these supposedly non-
existent creatures. I find that his tes-
timony as to that is suggestive.”

“Suggestive of what, Effendi?” Aga
asked.

“Well,” Crum said, smiling, “of
fairy tales, if you like. But there
are details that could not have been
copied from any fairy tale. Hence
I am forced to conclude that he has
seen the actual monsters behind the
tales. And there’s another thing in
the young man’s favor. It seems that
the daughter of a neighboring farmer
has stood by him staunchly, despite
the brutality of the crime. You may
minimize that; I don’t. In medieval
times there was a law that a man
could be saved from hanging if a good
girl was willing to marry him—" Sud-
denly he broke off. Then: ‘“Stop!”

GA obediently applied the brakes.
looked at him in puzzlement.
“The dog there,” Crum said, point-
ing to a big Belgian police dog sitting
on his haunches near the ditch with a

lost look. “This will give me a chance
to try out my whistle.”

He had fished in his pocket mean-
while and produced a shiny whistle,
the purchase of which in a town some
distance back had puzzled the Asiatic.
For it was one of these dog whistles
which produce a note too high for the
human ear to catch, but quite audible
to a dog.

Crum put it to his lips now and
blew. No sound came, so far as the
two men could tell, but the dog at once
poked his head toward them. Crum
blew again. The dog rose, came
toward them in a trot and paused, wag-
ging a friendly tail.

“Get in, old fellow,” Crum invited,
and he opened the door. The dog
looked him over and, apparently sat-
isfied, hopped in.

“But you do not want a dog!” Aga
protested as the car rolled on.

“I've been looking for one,” Crum
replied, reaching back to pat the head
which had appeared between two fore-
paws on the seat back. “If a dog can
hear a note too high for human ears,
maybe he can see gnomes, too.”

Which was as far as he went
to satisfy the Asiatic’s curiosity.

They drove on in silence, Crum
leaning back with closed eyes while
his mind ran over the details of the
strange case. He was not aroused
until some thirty minutes later, when
Aga brought the car to a stop under
the marquee of a lonely filling sta-
ton to replenish the gas tank.

Crum looked about. A combination
restaurant and beer tavern was built
against the service station, and his
eyes were drawn to a car parked near
its doorway. It was a station wagon
converted to some grimmer purpose,
for the window behind the driver’s
seat was barred. And while Crum
stared a pair of hands suddenly
gripped these bars, and a face, young
but haggard, appeared between them
and stared out with the most desperate
look Crum had ever seen.

Slowly Crum opened the car door
and quietly got out. Hands in pockets,
staring from side to side with the air
of a tourist stretching his legs, the
little detective strolled around to the
back of the station wagon. He
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stopped, looked up. There was the
haunted face staring at him again.
Crum’s bird-like eyes fastened on it.

“You're Bert Collins?” he asked.

“Yes,” the young man said, “but
I didn’t do what they claim I did. I'm
not crazy, either. If I had lied, had
kept to myself what I saw, maybe I'd
have got out of it. But it was all the
truth.”

Crum nodded absently.

“Anybody else in there??” he asked.

“No,” the youth said in a lower tone.
“Nobody but me. Old Bo Hooten, the

Y

Colonel Crum

agent from the asylum, is in there get-
ting tanked up. We been here an hour
and I can’t even get him to bring me
a drink of water.”

Crum nodded absently again. He
was staring at the heavy padlock on
the wagon’s back door. It was heavy
and formidable looking, but in Crum
it inspired only a shrug. He turned
and walked into the tavern.

A waiter in a greasy apron leaned
over the counter talking to a mountain
of a man whose fat body overflowed
the stool just as his red jowls over-
flowed the collar of his khaki shirt.
He looked at Crum now out of small,

bleary eyes. And from a loose mouth
still fringed with beer foam, he bel-
lowed:

“Come on in, Shorty! I don’t
bite!”

“Thank you,” Crum said, smiling
suavely. He approached and adroitly

flipped himself to the top of a stool.
The fat man guffawed.

“Hey, the little gent’s active, by
Grabs!” he boomed. “Have a drink,
Shorty, if you can handle one of them
big steins.”

Crum chuckled good-humoredly.

“I was just going to offer to buy
you one. You look like a man whose
conversation would be worth it.”

“Ho, ho!” the fat man roared. “I
reckon Bo Hooten could tell a tale or
two. I got a nut out there in that
wagon now, for instance. He killed
a girl and he’s gettin’ off soft. But
don’t think I missed the chance to
kick the stuffin’s outa him as soon as I
got him outa town.”

E drinks came, and Hooten went
on in this vein while Crum
listened politely. Once, when the
agent reached drunkenly for the salt,
Crum picked it up instead and salted
the fat man’s beer for him. Hooten
might have been interested to note
that while the salt sprinkled down,
something else was mingled with it—
white crystals trickling from beneath
the signet of a large ring on one of
the little man’s fingers. But Hooten
didn’t see.

Presently Crum excused himself,
saying that he must give his chauf-
feur the money to pay for the gaso-
line. He went out, drew Aga aside
and spoke a few words. A smeall
leather kit changed hands. Crum went
back inside as Aga drew the trailer out
from under the marquee and parked it
alongside the asylum wagon.

Bo Hooten was more noisy than
ever. They finished their beer and
started another, but suddenly Hooten
began to feel the effects of Crum’s
handiwork. It didn’t come all at once.
First he shivered and said he felt a.
little cold. Crum suggested that a
few more drinks would fix that. Bo
decided to try it, but with his stein
half drained he suddenly let it clatter



18 THRILLING MYSTERY

to the counter, while he himself slid
from the stool and slumped to the
floor like a sack of meal. The annoyed
waiter tried to pull him up, but Bo
did not want to rise.

“Dead drunk.” Crum shook his
head sadly. “Well, a little sleep,
then a dash of cold water and he’ll be
all right.” He paid the bill and left
hurriedly.

Speeding down the highway again,
Aga Aslan scowled as he leaned over
the wheel.

“Bad business,” he muttered. “Very
bad.”

“Yes, I agree, Aga,” Crum said.
“We’ve taken quite a gamble with the
law tonight.” He shrugged, turned
around. “How are you and the dog
doing back there, Collins?”

The young man’s face thrust for-
ward.

“Fine, thanks. But Hooten
phone Redcliffs, and I'm
there’ll be trouble for you.”

“Trouble,” Crum said, “is my ele-
ment. As for the heroic Hooten, I
imagine that chloral hydrate will hold
him for several hours yet.”

The road had now reached the end
of the vast plateau they had been
crossing, and had begun a winding de-
scent among jagged cliffs. Far be-
low, under the pale moonlight, a fer-
tile valley stretched. A cluster of
lights in its center marked a village.

“That’s Redcliffs,” young Collins
said. “And all this badlands” — he
gestured toward the dark cliffs and
the belt of cedars and tangled under-
brush that separated them from the
farmlands— “is where the little mon-
sters live. The strip of farmland I
rent adjoins the brush, and that’s how
I come to know about them. Not,”
he added, “that others haven’t known
of them, too. Only they say the petty
thieving is done by packrats, skunks,
and so on. And when a kid would tell
of seeing little creatures like gnomes
or elves, folks just said they made
itup.*

“I’'m wondering,” Crum said, “if you
know of anyone who would be willing
to hide you for the time being.”

Collins frowned. “Reckon I've got
a few friends left,” he said. “Still I
hate to ask— Wait! Right around

”

will
afraid

the next bend is old Mart Mason’s
cabin. He’s a fearless old trapper,
and I think he might—"

His speech was interrupted by the
lonely, long-drawn howl of a dog.
And as they rounded a bend, a light
shone dimly among the trees to the
left. Aga stopped the car where a
path led up.

“Well, I can’t tell you how grate-
ful I am,” Collins said, getting out.

Crum frowned. Up near the cabin
the dog howled again.

“I think,” Crum said, “I’ll go with
you.”

The police dog in the rear seat was
bristling. Crum went back into the
trailer and returned with a short
length of rope. Leashing the dog, he
started with the others up to the cabin.
In the front yard they stopped.

“Mart! Mart!” Collins called.

There was no answer. A lean hound
came bounding around the corner
with a snarl. But at a distance he
stopped, sat down and howled again.

“Reckon Mart’'s gone after some
wood or something,” Collins said.

But Crum was watching the hound.
After howling he got up, trotted
toward the corner of the cabin, then
stopped to look back expectantly.

“I think,” Crum said, “we’d better
follow that dog.”

HEY did so, going quietly, the

police dog sniffing and tugging
at the leash. The hound ahead trot-
ted into a path that led up through
the woods. But suddenly, at a point
where the trail dropped sharply, he
stopped, rearing back on his haunches
with savage snarls,

The men came up and stopped, too,
peering down into a shallow bowl
with a grove of twisted trees in its
center. Nothing was visible at first,
and then Crum stiffened. Down there
in the grove there was a movement,
a rhythmic flitting of shadows and
then a weird shrill sound as of chant-
ing small voices, wild, unearthly.

“Look!” Collins gasped.
them! They're dancing!”

But he spoke too loudly. At once
the chanting ceased, and suddenly
from the grove a line of dancing,
capering shadow shapes flowed out

“It,s
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and began flitting over the shoulder
of a hill, For just a moment they
were visible against the sky—tiny
bent shapes, wild and hairy.

“The Men with the Span-long
Beards,” Crum muttered, as if to him-
self. Then: “Come on.”

They hurried down. The hound
hung back, but the police dog
strained at the rope. They reached
the edge of the grove and paused.
Already the moonlight seeping
through the leaves had revealed a
sprawled shape in the grove’s center.
As Collins started forward, the police
dog growled harshly, and Crum
snatched at Collins’ coat. A sudden
hissing sound had filled the air and
Crum’s flash snapped on, spraying a
tree bole.

There, shoulder high and nailed to
the bark by a crude iron spike, a
deadly Copperhead snake was mak-
ing violent lunges into the air. With
a shiver the little detective let the
light drop to the sprawled figure of
a grizzled old man on the ground.

“He was lured here,” Crum said.
“Startled by the impaled snake he
lunged forward, and then—"

Cautiously he stepped nearer. The
old trapper was obviously dead,
slumped forward over the shotgun
he had been carrying. Crum stooped
down, his sharp eyes searching for
the source of the blood that stained
the khaki shirt and made a puddle on
the turf. Aga came forward then
and lifted the body slightly. He let
it drop after a moment, and the others
gave a gasp of horror.

The front of Mart Mason’s body
was a gory mess.

Crum, still crouching there, picked
up one of the dead man’s clenched
hands. A few whisps of coarse,
crinkled brownish hair were caught
between the fihgers. He plucked
them out and slowly stood up.

CHAPTER 1II
The Witch of the Hills

T was Collins who spoke first, his
voice a husky moan.

“The girl was just like that when

I found her, and I saw the little dev-

ils, only closer.” He laughed bit-
terly. “I’d have been better off if I
had stayed with Hooten. They
couldn’t have accused me of doing
this. But since I've escaped—"

“That can’t be helped,” Crum in-
terrupted. “The problem of where
you can hide remains. The author-
ities will have to be told of this at
once.”

Bert Collins scratched his head in
puzzlement.

“Well, I can’t think of anybody
but old Lutie Keeber. She might hide
me.”

“Who
asked.

“She owns most of this wild tract
as well as the farm I rent,” Collins
said. “She lives down the road, all
alone except for her animals. Some
folks say she’s crazy, others that
she’s a witch. I don’t know. Years
ago she ran away with a fellow that
owned a carnival. About ten years
ago, after he died, she came back and
settled in her old home place, bring-
ing a bunch of monkeys and queer-
looking birds and so on. She might
hide me because I've always been
nice to her.” He paused. “Besides,
she believes in the gnomes and elves,
too. Her folks came from Ireland
and she’s always believed in the
‘Little Folk,” as she calls them.”

“I think,” Crum said, ‘“we’d better
try her.”

They covered the corpse with a
piece of tarpaulin found near the
cabin and tied the police dog to a
tree nearby to guard it. Then they
returned to the car and drove on
down the highway to a point where
a dirt road turned off and followed
it to a gate in a high wire fence. Be-
yond, a sagging old frame house
could be seen, half buried in the trees
and wild shrubs crowded about it. A
single dim light shone through one
window. ,

Again Collins got out and started
toward the house, but Crum stopped
him.

“Better let me see. her first,” he
suggested. “You wait here.”

He climbed the locked gate and
went up the weed-fringed path. An
odor of decay hung under the trees,

is Lutie Keeber?” Crum
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and as he neared the dark porch a
wild, excited chattering from the
shadows caused him to pause. Going
nearer he saw that is came from a
cage of monkeys. Now a parrot and
several other strange-looking birds
in nearby cages set up an eerie
squawking.

Crum stepped to the door and
knocked. For moments there was no
sound. Then suddenly the door was
flung open and the barrel of a shot-
gun appeared.

“Git back!” a harsh voice screeched.
“Git back, ye little divil!”

Crum quickly flashed his light, not
forward, but on himself. At once
the hunched figure holding the gun
straightened and in the light's re-
flected glare Crum saw that it was a
woman. She seemed not over fifty,
but her wrinkled, leering face and
bent, skinny body gave her the look
of the traditional witch. In gro-
tesque contrast was the coquettishly
curled brownish hair and the garish
smear of rouge on thin lips and cheek-
bones. Completing the picture was
the wide-eyed monkey perched on
one shoulder.

“Lor’!” she gasped now. “I thought
ye was one of thim!”

“One of ‘them’?” Crum asked.

“One of thim we don’t name,” she
intoned. “One of thim that dances
‘round the thorn.”

“Ah,” Crum said, ‘“the Little Peo-
ple.”” He produced one of his cards
and extended it to her. “I'm a de-
tective, you see. “I'm here to inves-
tigate this recent murder of a girl.”

The woman’s face froze. “The
light of Heaven to her,” she said pi-
ously. “But I know nothin’ of it.”
She started to shut the door.

“Wait!” Crum stuck his foot in the
door. “I only wanted to ask you if
you believe young Bert Collins to be
guilty.”

The woman frowned, eyeing Crum
shrewdly. Then her lips drew down.

“No!” she said. “He nivir done it.
It’s thim in the town as laid it on
him, thim mean and spiteful villag-
ers. I know ’em. Ain’t they hated
and hounded me, a-turnin’ up of their
noses when I married Clem Keeber?
Ain’t they persecuted me?”

“Then,” Crum said, “if Bert Col-
lins should escape, should come here
and appeal to you—"

The woman’s face went sly.

“Be ye a friend of Bert’s?” And at
Crum’s nod, “Well, we should see in
such a case. We should see.”

“Thanks,” Crum said, and turned
away.

ACK at the car he told Collins

that the woman would hide him,
brushed aside the young man’s thanks
with a warning to lie low and await
developments. Then he and Aga
drove on into town.

The business district of the town
was built around a square, with an
old sandstone courthouse in the cen-
ter. Cars were parked about it and a
single light in the basement marked
the sheriff’s office.

Leaving Aga with the car Crum
went in alone. As he walked down
the basement corridor a buzz of ex-
cited voices coming from an open
doorway caused him to slacken his
pace. Then words reached his ears:

“—says Hooten passed out, but he
looked in the wagon and it was
empty. There was a trailer parked
there, he says, and a little man—"

Crum stepped into the doorway.

The effect was electric. The red-
faced sheriff behind the desk stopped
in the midst of his speech, and the
group of half dozen men crowded
about him goggled with open mouths.
Crum smiled, walked toward the sher-
iff with extended hand.

“You’re Sheriff Will Page, I be-
lieve,” he said. “I am Colonel Fabian

Crum.”

The sheriff took his hand uncer-
tainly.

“Crum? Crum?” He blinked. “Oh
yeah, I read about you. The scien-
tific detective that travels in a
trailer.” He paused. “Say, you

weren’t the fellow drinkin’ with Bo
Hooten?” :

“I was,” Crum said. ‘“Poor Hooten
exceeded his capacity a bit. But
what’s this about the man he had in
charge?”

“He got away!” the sheriff ex-
ploded. “The man at the filling sta-
tion just phoned. You didn’t by any



chance see Collins make his get-
away?”

Crum looked perplexed. “I recall
that the door to that wagon was
closed when I left. However, there’s
a very pressing matter that brings
me here. I had stopped to change a
tire near a cabin just below the pass,
when a howling dog led me to the
discovery of a grizzled old man who
had been rather brutally murdered.”

“Murdered!” The sheriff, sprang
up. “I’ll bet it’s old Mart Mason!
That’s what comes of Bo Hooten let-
tin’ Collins get away. Well, it’s a
good thing I got you fellows to-
gether.” He glanced at Crum. “These
men are the Vigilance Committee.
Well, let’s get outa here . . . Wait!
One of you’ll have to stay to answer
the phone till Deputy Barnes gets
back. How about you, Crib Lansing?”

The wiry little man with the butt
of an old-fashioned revolver protrud-
ing from the hip pocket of his over-
alls, shook his head.

“Not me, Sheriff. Remember it
was my daughter that was killed. I'm
goin’ with you.”

“Reeder, you stay.” The sheriff
addressed a lanky-looking man with
a scowling, lantern-jawed face.
Reeder nodded and sat down behind
the desk.

A second man, short, stocky,
dressed in a business suit, and look-
ing somewhat more intelligent than
the others, volunteered to remain, too.
Crum walked out with the sheriff and
the others but stopped at the curb.

“There’s no point in my going back
with you now,” he said, “since my as-
sistant can lead you to the place.
There’s a little matter I'd like to at-
tend to in my laboratory.”

He stepped over to his car then,
gave Aga brief instructions and sent
him along with the sheriff and his
party. After they had gone he stood
a moment in thought. He did intend
to examine the hairs he had taken
from the dead man’s hand, but at the
moment he was more interested in
gathering local gossip. And the man
named Reeder was, he guessed, the
father of the Rose Reeder who had
stood so staunchly by young Collins.

Slowly Crum walked back into the
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office. He heard the talk stop as he
approached and was at once con-
scious of the narrow-eyed hostility
with which the gaunt Reeder eyed
him.

“Puzzling affairs, these murders,”
he said cheerfully.

“Huh!” Reeder grunted. “Nothin’
so puzzlin’, except that this Collins
is a maniac.”

“But I've heard,” Crum persisted,
“that the wild stretch of land where
that girl was found has had a bad
name for some time.”

EEDER'’S deep-set eyes watched
him closely.

“As to that,” he said, “I reckon
old Lutie Keeber is responsible. She
owns the land. She tells fortunes
and they say does witchcraft. If
she’da sold that place to me, like I
been tryin’ for years to get her to,
I'da had that tract cleared and burned
that old house of hers clean down.”

“But the land doesn’t look like it’s
worth much,” Crum muttered.

“’Tain’t,” Gus Reeder said, “except
for one little strip of farm land. But
the rest could be cleared for fair
pasturage. And at least our pigs and
chickens would be safe from—”

“Skunks and coyotes, I suppose?”
Crum asked innocently.

Reeder looked at the other man,
who burst out laughing. Crum turned
and the man extended a hand.

“I'm Graves Wilton,” he said,
“president of the little bank here. I
happen to know something about
that land because our bank holds the
mortgage on it. What amuses me is
that all these scare tales have raised
the value of that worthless land to
where Gus here has offered the
woman twice what it's worth just to
get rid of her. But the more she’s
offered the more stubborn she gets.”
He laughed again. “We could fore-
close, but the land’s worthless. And
I don’t care to run the poor old hag
off’”

“Yeah,” Reeder growled, “you’re
willing to leave a plague spot there.
For years I been sayin’ somethin’
devilish goes on out there. I knew
it was bound to bust out, and then
young Collins goes mad.”
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“Exactly what,” Crum asked, “does
the woman really do?”

“What do witches usually do?”
Reeder mumbled. “Carry on traffic
with devils. Put spells on animals
and steal them for sacrifice. Get hold
of young men and women and turn
them into maniac-killers. Like Col-
lins—"

He stopped, his head jerking to-
ward the door. A girl stood there.
Slender, shapely, she wore a simple
little cotton frock and her hair fell
in rippling corn-silk waves on either
side of a lovely oval face. But she
was flushed and her blue eyes were
flashing with anger now.

“Father!” she cried. “I won’t hear
you say those things about Bert!
They’re all lies. You know he was
convicted only on circumstantial ev-
idence. But you've always hated him
just because he rented from Lutie
Keeber. And as long as she rented
to him, she wouldn’t sell to you. If
you had only said a word in his be-
half, only helped him—"

Gus Reeder sprang to his feet. His
leathery face had turned ugly.

“What do you mean by speaking
to your father like this, and about a
convicted killer! If we get our hands
on that maniac—"

He made a threatening move to-
ward her. The girl had gone white,
her lips trembled.

“If you let them lay a hand on
him,” she cried, “I’ll—I'll tell!” Then
she turned and ran from the room.

Reeder plunged after her, yelling
and threatening. Graves Wailton
looked at Crum and shook his head.

“Something of a brute, old Gus,”
he said, “but you can’t much blame
him. After all the evidence against
Collins was pretty strong. They
caught him bending over the dead
girl’s body and then, afterward, there
was another discovery, too—a bone
fished out of his woodpile. He
claimed a dog had dragged it there
and that he hadn’t paid any attention
to it. But it was a human bone, a
thigh-bone. And it was just about
large enough to have come from the
body of another girl who disappeared
about a year ago, and who was
thought to have run away.”

“That’s interesting,” Crum said.
“Would it possible to see it?”

“That bone?” Wilton asked. “The
sheriff keeps it in that case over
there.” :

Crum didn’t hesitate. He went to
the glassed book case, reached in and
drew out from among a pile of pa-
pers the long gleaming bone. His
eyes ran over it with keen interest.

“I think,” he said, “I'll just take
the liberty of borrowing it for a few
minutes.”

Wilton frowned, seemed about to
protest. But Crum hurried out.

A moment later he stepped into his
trailer and snapped on the brilliant
lights in his spotless white labora-
tory. Here, compact but complete,
was all the equipment of the chemist,
all the latest paraphernalia for sci-
entific crime detection. Working
feverishly with calipers and steel
tape, Crum made delicate measure-
ments of the bone. He consulted
tables and charts.

Presently he laid the bone aside
and took from a small envelope some
of the coarse hairs he had plucked
from the dead man’s fingers. He ex-
amined these carefully under the
microscope, affixed an eye-piece mi-
crometer and took delicate measure-
ments. Next he prepared a solution
of caustic potash, placed the hairs in
it and was watching the effect of the
strong alkili on the roots when a
gabble of voices outside caused hint
to leave the laboratory table and step
to the door.

The sight that met his eyes as he
swung it open was not reassuring.
At the forefront of an angry-looking
crowd of men, Sheriff Will Page
stood with drawn gun.

“Well,” Crum asked pleasantly,
“what can I do for you, Sheriff?”

“You can come along quietly,”
Page replied. “You’re under arrest!”

—

CHAPTER III
The Hanging Sacrifice

e

OR a moment Crum said nothing,
his inner start of alarm swiftly
mastered. His cool eyes traveled
over the mob, and again the sardonic
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smile was on his lips.
glanced at Page.

“And why am I under arrest?” he
asked.

“You know why,” Sheriff Page
growled. “It was you that helped
Bert Collins to escape and turned
him loose on us again. You may think
we’re dumb, but we know a foot-
print when we see one. There was
a third man with you when you went
up to Mart Mason’s place. We seen
his footprints, and they’re just about
the size of Bert Collins’ shoes!”

Crum, with an actor’s perfect mas-
tery of facial expression, let his fea-
tures relax in a grin of incredulous
amusement.

“But, my dear Sheriff,” he said,
“you don’t mean you'’re arresting me
on the basis of a few doubtful foot-
prints? Didn’t it occur to you that
the prints were made by that hitch-
hiker I left there with the dog to
guard the body?”

“Hitch-hiker!” the sheriff ex
ploded. “There wasn’t no hitch-hiker
there. There was a dog tied to a
tree, but—"

He sighed,

RUM laughed. “Then the fellow
must have bolted.”

“That big flunkey of yours never
said nothin’ about a hitch-hiker,” the
sheriff snorted.

“What did he say?” Crum asked.

“He wouldn’t say nothin’,” the
sheriff complained. “Acted like he'd
forgot how to talk English.”

Crum laughed again. “He has a
habit of letting me do the talking,”
he said. “But, Sheriff, we're wasting
time. If you're going to jail me you
may as well go ahead. Only—" he
paused, sweeping the crowd with his
glance—‘“only it’'s a shame just now
when I've made some interesting dis-
coveries with regard to that bone
that was found in Bert Collins’ wood-

ile.”

. Again he eyed the crowd. Crum
had not studied mob psychology with
a famous magician friend in vain.
Eyes had widened with interest, and
now the wiry figure of Crib Lansing
was elbowing to the front.

“Hold on, Sheriff,” he said. “If
that there bone throws any light on

the murder of my pore girl, I reckon
we ought to listen to the feller. Now
they say that there’s a bone from Ed
Trotter’s daughter that we all
thought ran away last year.”

“In which,” Crum put in, “they are
mistaken. It is not the bone of a
woman at all. The difference in the
male and female skeleton in the re-
gion of the pelvis is marked. The
rounded end of the bone that fits into
the socket of the hip joint has, in the
woman, a somewhat different tilt
with respect to the shaft of the bone.”

“Then it was a boy?” Lansing de-
manded.

“It was a male,” Crum said, “but a
male less than four feet tall. That
is arrived at by a table compiled from
thousands of tests, which establishes
the height of the male skeleton as
equal to 3.7 times the length of the
thigh bone. It was not the bone of
a boy, but of a full grown adult, as
is evidenced by the degree of classifi-
cation.”

“What?” Crib Lansing exploded.
“What’s all this? A grown man less
than four feet high?” He paused.
“Why, he’s littler than you! Look
here, you’re a-handin’ us this stuff
about elves and fairies. But I never
heard of elves and fairies murderin’
people!”

“Didn’t you?” Crum asked. “Then
your knowledge of anthropology and
folklore is at fault. For our remote
ancestors, who coined the terms
‘Fairies,” ‘Little People,” ‘The Fair
Ones,” were simply hiding under po-
lite and flattering language their dread
and terror of beings so frightful that
they were afraid to call them by ap-
propriate names. Dim shadowy shapes
of horror they were, flitting on the
borders of life.” \

“And you mean,” a hoarse voice de-
manded, “that such things—"

“Are here, haunting your country-
side,”” Crum finished for him. “So I
wonder that you’re ready to lock up a
man who is qualified to deal with
them.”

“Crum claims he’s a witch-man,” he
heard a native hiss in the ear of a deaf
companion. But for the most the
crowd was impressed.

“All right then, prove it!” a voice
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challenged Crum in a surly tone.

It was what Crum wanted.
looked at the sheriff.

“Do I get a chance?”

The sheriff’'s political sixth-sense
was reacting to the mood of the crowd.

“I reckon so,” he finally conceded.
“What do we do now?”

“First,” Crum said, “you will release
my assistant, who will drive us back
to the scene of the crime. From there
we will make a reconnaissance trip in-
to the hill country. You can bring
along a couple of men to guard us, if
you like. But no more. We must go
stealthily.”

“Okay,” the sheriff agreed.
first hand over your gun.”

He

“But

RUM smiled as he passed his small
but high-powered revolver to the
officer. The sheriff had paid no atten-
tion to the little watch-charm pistol
which dangled from a chain across his
vest. This apparent toy was in reality
a deadly weapon, firing one minute
cartridge loaded with the deadly ar-
row-poison, curare. Crum twirled it
idly as he led the way up to his car.

Aga, who had been held prisoner in
a nearby automobile, was released and
allowed to take his place behind the
wheel. Crum and the sheriff sat be-
side him. Crib Lansing and another
armed man piled into the back, and
car and trailer headed back for the
hills.

A thoughtful silence reigned as they
swung through the outskirts and back
onto the winding highway. The men
seemed to be mulling over the strange
little detective’s sinister words. Fin-
ally the sheriff spoke.

“You’re a queer one, Colonel,” he
said. “I heard you were quite a scien-
tist, and here you are talking fairy
tales. But”—he paused, frowning at
the sombre hills—“there’s no deny-
ing something devilish has been at
work there. It ain’t just that hen
roosts and pig pens have been raided.
Lately there’'ve been uglier reports,
things that really do look like witch-
craft. Animals, pigs, chickens have
been found hanging from tree
branches. Not eaten, you see, but just
hanging there.”

“Like sacrifices to some earth or

forest god?” Crum asked.

“Yeah,” the sheriff said uncomfort-
ably. “It’s the senselessness of it that
makes it horrible. Mind you, I ain’t
doubtin’ that Collins is guilty. But
maybe he fell under—well, influ-
ences.”

“Meaning,” Crib Lansing spoke up,
“Lutie Keeber. Yeah. Me, I ain’t
never been satisfied about that well-
digger that died last year.”

“More strange deaths!” Crum ex-
claimed. ‘“What about that one?”

“Oh, just a well-digger, a stranger,”
Lansing said. “He was diggin’ a well
out back of Lutie's garden, but he died
suddenly before it was finished. I
been thinkin’ there shoulda been an
autopsy, but there wasn’t. And after
he died Lutie filled the well up.” He
frowned. “By Grabs, that gives me an
idea!”

He didn’t say what it was and Crum
quickly changed the subject. He, too,
was interested in Lutie Keeber, but he
did not want to encourage any search
of her house, which would certainly
expose Collins. The car, however,
passed her place without further ref-
erence being made to her and was
presently brought to a stop at the trail
that led to the Mason cabin.

Crum and the others piled out. A
deputy squatting on the front steps
had nothing to report except that Gus
Reeder had been by, looking for his
daughter who had run away from him.
He had gone into the woods to look
for her. Crum frowned seriously at
this, then led the way up to the trail
toward the spot where Mason’s body
had been found.

The police dog was still tied there.
He bristled as they approached, but
quieted at a word from Crum.

“I had intended to use that dog,”
Crum said. “But for the moment I
think we’'d better rely on surprise.
Now the little monsters that came out
of this grove headed up toward the
cliffs. I suggest that we scatter out
and go slowly up in that direction,
looking carefully for caves into which
the creatures may have gone.”

“There ain’t no caves,” Crib Lans-

ing said. “Leastwise none a man
could get into. Only a few coyote
holes.”
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“Then we’ll look for coyote holes,”
Crum said.

“Not me,” Lansing answered. “I
got a better idea. I aim to have a look
around that covered-up well on Lutie
Keeber’s place.”

He started off alone, shaking his
head as the sheriff tried to call him
back. The four remaining men spread
out, the sheriff staying close enough
to keep an eye on Crum, and moved
stealthily up the brushy slope.

N eerie silence prevailed. Moon-
rays slanting down made gro-
tesque monsters of the shadows. There
was a sense of being followed, watched
by small demon eyes. Suddenly Crum,
pressing through dense underbrush
near a gnarled juniper tree, halted,
sniffing. The smell of blood had come
to his sensitive nostrils.

He pushed on then stopped, staring
at something which hung dead and
awful against the sky, something from
which blood was dripping.

Quickly he flicked on his light. The
hanging thing was a small pig. One
of its hind legs was fastened in the
crotch of a tree limb. Its tusks were
bared, its small eyes stared glassily.
Its throat was cut in a great gash.

“What is it?” The sheriff, seeing
the light had come up behind Crum.
Then he glimpsed the thing, too.
“Now you know what I meant by sac-
rifice and witchcraft, Colonel!”

Crum nodded. “Take it down, will
you?”

The sheriff did so with repugnance.
Crum stooped, examined it briefly,
then got up and began to play his light
about in the brush.

“What you hunting for?” Sheriff
Page husked.

“The person who brought this grue-
some thing here,” Crum said, “must
have had it wrapped in something to
avoid the blood—ah, here it is!”

He had stooped as he spoke and
fished out from the foliage of a bush a
wadded mass of coarse wrapping-pa-
per stained with blood. Carefully he
spread it out. There were plenty of
bloodstains, but no discernible finger-
prints. Crum folded it up, then gave
a low whistle which summoned Aga.
To his assistant, he said:

“There’s a dead pig under the tree
there. Take it to the laboratory and
make a careful chemical analysis of its
flesh. Then see if you can develop
any fingerprints from this paper.”

Aga nodded, took the paper and
went after the pig.

“Fingerprints from paper?”
sheriff asked incredulously.

“It can be done with iodine fumes,”
Crum said. “Now let’s go on.”

Quietly they climbed on, coming
nearer and nearer to the frowning
cliffs. Only the faint scrape of their
feet broke the eerie silence.

“Do you reckon,” the sheriff whis-
pered, “that old Lutie brings these
offerings—these pigs and chickens—
to feed some sort of—"

His voice died with a quaver in his
throat. From somewhere to their
right, a scream had knifed through the
darkness. Shrill and ear-splitting, it
vibrated with terror and agony:

“Help! Help! In heaven’s name!
Devils! Devils!”

Instantly the two men were running,
Crum, despite his short legs, easily
keeping pace with the panting, burly
sheriff. Again the screams sounded,
but this time in a wordless ululation
of torment. And the same time the
men halted, having reached the rocky
bed of a ravine down which a narrow
stream trickled. The scream had come
from nowhere

“Where are you?” the sheriff bel-
lowed.

There was no answer. Then a sud-
den scurrying sound, as of small crea-
tures plunging into the brush, sent
them lunging upward into a rocky
clearing. But they had come too late.

In the white spot made by their
flashlights, Crib Lansing lay on his
back, arms flung wide, face frozen in a
fearful mask of agony. There could
be no question that he was dead.

“Murdered right under our eyes!”
the sheriff muttered. He turned his
eyes away, sickened by the sight, then
stiffened.

Crum had seen it, too—a tiny, caper-
ing shape among the trees to their left.
Both men sprang toward it, the sheriff
plunging ahead, gun in hand. The
small shape had danced out of sight
now, but suddenly the sheriff’s gun

the
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blasted. A high-pitched scream rang
out like an echo. A woman’s scream!

The sheriff jerked to a halt, flung
his light groundward as Crum
reached his side. Sprawled on the
ground, but apparently uninjured, lay
Lutie Keeber, her face bloodless with
terror. A large butcher knife which
had fallen from her hand lay nearby,
while around and about her, capering
and gibbering with excitement, her
pet monkey danced like a furry
shadow.

CHAPTER 1V
Orgy of the Earthlings
—— = —

OU, Lutie?” the sheriff
gasped, and the words seemed
to empty his lungs.

Instantly the woman was scram-
bling up.

“Me?” she shrilled. “You mean
you think I killed Lansing? It wasn’t
me! It was thim, the Little People!
I heard his screams and came running
with the knife.”

The sheriff was shrewdly eyeing
the monkey.

“You can tell that to a jury, Lutie
Keeber,” he growled. “I’'m beginning
to see things now. You got more than
one monkey, ain’t you? Well,” he
turned to Crum with a glance of
triumph, “I think I know how the
tales of gnomes and elves got started.
She uses those monkeys—"

“It’s a lie!” the woman screamed.
Her terror-stricken face was turned
toward two more men who had come
pounding up. One was the deputy
who had been stationed at Mason’s
cabin. The other was the remaining
member of the searching party. Both
carried guns and the woman stared
at them like an animal at bay. *“I
didn’t - kill* Crib  Lansing!" —she
screamed.

Crum was watching her with inner
tremors. Would she speak, tell of
Collins hidden in her house, give him
up to save herself? Suddenly he
caught her eye, pursed his lips and
frowned. The woman seemed to un-
derstand, her jaw clamped tight. But

the sheriff meanwhile was staring at
the kinky curls of brownish hair on
the woman’s head.

“Come along back here,” he said,
and grabbed her arm.

He led her back to the knifed corpse
of Crib Lansing, stooped down and
lifted one of the dead man’s hands.
From its clenched fingers he plucked
a few strands of hair similar to that
which Crum had found in Mart
Mason’s hand. Straightening, he held
them close to Lutie Keeber’s head and
played his flashlight on them.

“There!” he said triumphantly.
“You’ll have a hard time explaining
how your hair got in that dead man’s
hand!”

The woman trembled, but kept her
mouth stubbornly shut. Crum stepped
forward.

“May I see the hairs?” he asked.

The sheriff held them out to him,
while Crum produced a magnifying
glass and the small envelope in which
were the remaining hairs taken from
the dead trapper’s fingers. These he
held close to those in the sheriff’s
hand, and squinted at them intently.

“You’'ll see,” he said finally, “that
they seem to be identical with the
ones which Mart Mason was clutch-
ing. If so, they cannot be Mrs.
Keeber’s.”

“Why not?” the sheriff demanded.

“Chiefly,” Crum said, “because they
are male hairs.”

“But you can’t tell by glancing at
them!”

“Not with this glass,” Crum ad-
mitted. “But the other hairs were
examined and measured with a micro-
meter. Scientific charts tell us that
head hairs measure no more than .08
millimeters in diameter, while beard
hairs measure 0.1 millimeters, the ap-
proximate diameter of these.”

The woman was watching Crum
now with a faint smile, but the sheriff
glowered.

“Bushwah!” he snorted. “You're
still thinking of that crazy gnome
theory. But it's this woman, prob-
ably with Collins as an accomplice,
who’s been doing these killings. And
she’s been using those monkeys of
hers to fool the superstitious. Now
I'm arresting her for the crimes!”
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“That,” said Crum, “might be ad-
visable for her own protection. Sup-
pose you send her back to the trap-
per’s cabin and have her kept there
under guard. Meanwhile you and I
will keep after the killers.”

“The monkeys, you mean,” the
sheriff grumbled. But he agreed.

One of the men was left to guard
the body of Crib Lansing, while the
other went back with the woman.
Crum and the sheriff then moved on
up the banks of the ravine.

“I’d like to know,” the sheriff said,
“whether you’re on the level or just
leading me a wild-goose chase. I ain’t
yet convinced about that hitch-hiker.”
He halted, noticing that Crum had
stopped and was playing his light
down upon the current of the stream.
“Well, what do you see?”

RUM didn’t answer directly.
“I’ve been wondering,” he said,
“why Crib Lansing, after apparently
going to investigate the old well he
spoke of, came up here to this stream.”

“So what?”

“Well,” Crum said, pointing down,
“did you notice that stain there along
the water’s edge? Black and slightly
iridescent?”

The sheriff peered down. “Looks
like oil seeping from somewhere.
But I never heard of oil being found
around here.”

“Which might explain why some-

one has been so anxious to keep people
off this tract of land,” Crum sug-
gested. “It might also explain the
death of a well-digger who may have
struck oily water.”

As he spoke, he began climbing
down the ravine’s bank. Now he knelt
at the edge of the stream, testing the
black film along its edges with his
fingers. He was about to straighten,
when a sound reached hie ears—a
sound that seemed to be carried on the
water and which had not been audible
from above. Voices, whispers. A
woman’s voice and a man's,

Crum got up, climbed the bank
again, and stood frowning a moment.

“We're getting close to the cliffs,”
he said. “I think we’d better strike
out at angles and look for coyote
holes, working toward a central point.
And it might be wise if you returned
my gun.”

Sheriff Page shook his head.

“No, I reckon not. I ain’t quite sure
of you yet. Anyhow, we can stay
within calling distance.”

Crum shrugged. “Very well.
follow the stream.”

He started off slowly, but once the
sheriff was out of sight he quickened
his pace. He reached a point where
the stream made a bend and the low
gurgle of a spring was audible. Now,
as the voices reached his ears again,
he crouched behind a bush, peered
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toward the shadows beneath a nearby
juniper tree.

Two figures were crouching there.
Enough moonlight filtered through
the leaves for him to recognize them
—Bert Collins and Rose Reeder!

“Oh, Bert,” Crum heard her sob, “I
couldn’t bear to tell. My own father!
But I've known all along he wanted
this land. He found the signs of oil
long ago, has schemed to get it ever
since. But I can’t believe he’d do
all this. Only, if they try to lynch
you, I'll tell!”

“Now, now.” Collins patted her
arm. “Others may know of the oil,
too, but I begin to see why I was
framed. I put my foot in it, I guess,
by ranging about this tract too much,
following the stream. But I paid no
attention to the oil. I was just think-
ing of using the stream for irriga-
tion—"

He stopped abruptly, sprang to his
feet as Crum had stepped into view.

“Quiet!” the little detective hissed.
“The sheriff—"

“Is already here!” a voice behind
him said. “Just thought I'd try fol-
lowing you!”

Crum whirled, but already the
sheriff’'s big hand was gripping his
shoulder. The other hand held a re-
volver leveled on Collins.

“So we found your hitch-hiker after
all!” Page gloated.

Collins was too stunned to speak.
The girl had thrown herself between
him and the gun, was huddling against
him shieldingly. Crum himself was
momentarily speechless, but he
quickly recovered.

“All right, Sheriff,” he said, “you
win. My cards are on the table from
now on. I did free Collins, but he
isn’t guilty. And I'll prove it if given
a chance. If that mob gets him, you’ll
never take him to the jail. So I'm
appealing to your sense of justice and
fair play.”

“Fair play!” the sheriff rasped.
“You won't trick me with your glib
tongue again. Collins, you're under
arrest. Come forward now.”

Collins hesitated, then pushed
the sobbing girl away and came slowly
toward the officer. Crum was tense;
a tremendous decision weighed on

him. With the pattern of the whole
mystery almost clear in his mind, he
was seeing the wreck of his efforts,
almost certain death for Collins, trag-
edy for this courageous girl.

ERT COLLINS had stopped
now, within a yard of the sheriff.
With the speed of a striking snake,
Crum sprang. Both hands grasped
the sheriff’s gun-wrist, bore it down-
ward as the .45 blasted. Then the
sheriff’s powerful arm had flung him
off, sent him rolling. But not before
young Collins had leaped forward in
a savage charge.

Crum picked himself up quickly
and sprang toward the two men now
locked in a panting struggle for the
gun. Abruptly he checked himself.
A strange sound had come from the
brush on a ridge above them, a
crackling of branches, followed by a
weird gabble of half-human speech.
He looked up then and saw them
against the moonlit sky—the heads
and shoulders of weird little mon-
sters with bearded faces and gleam-
ing yellow eyes!

‘Sheriff ! Collins!” he cried. But the
warning came too late. Already a rain
of missiles was flying down, jagged
rocks that sent him ducking in a
sprawl.

The strugging men had now
turned, but a heavy rock caught the
sheriff on the side of the head and
he fell with his gun still in hand. Col-
lins instantly sprang toward the
screaming girl, but a flying rock
caught him, too, threw him off bal-
ance and sent him rolling down the
steep bank of the ravine.

Now the little monsters were com-
ing down. Gibbering wildly in their
strange, guttural speech, they leaped
through the air, howling, black sil-
houettes against the moon. The girl
had stumbled back, had tripped and
flallen, and the little monsters were on

er!

As Crum grasped his tiny curare
pistol and darted toward her, one of
the gabbling small devils saw him. A
rock sailed through the air and Crum
went down in a blinding explosion of
stars.

He raised his head, his senses reel-



THE DEATH ELVES 29

ing as if his skull had been split. He
saw the sheriff still lying where he
had fallen. He looked up and
glimpsed a horrid sight on the slope
above—an eerie procession of small
hairy monsters, four of them carrying
the girl while a half dozen more
danced about them, capering wildly
as they brandished knives and clubs.

Crum pulled himself to his feet,
and weaving drunkenly, started up the
slope behind them. There was no
time to summon help now, no time
to wait. Desperately he forced him-
self on, gained the top of the ridge
and stared down. The spring which
was the stream’s source was now vis-
ible, pouring from a jagged hole in
the hillside. The little demons were
going toward it—were going into it!

Now he understood why their hid-
ing place had never been found, why
no footprints had marked their lair.
And even if it had been found, the
hole was much too small to admit a
man of normal size. Even the girl was
giving them difficulties. Then one of
them crawled in and began to pull her

upward through the water. The
others followed, vanished into the
darkness.

Crum got up and stole forward. The
whole thing was like some fantastic
childhood dream, but he knew it was
real and shuddered at the thought of
what awaited the girl in the dark
bowels of the hills—a fate from which
he alone could save her. And he must
do it alone and unaided. Gripping
the tiny gun with its single lethal
charge, Crum went down on his hands
and knees in the shallow water, and
began crawling into the darkness.

It seemed an interminable night-
mare as he moved on blindly through
the black water, guided gnly by a dis-
tant gabble that seemed to have no
relation to the things of earth. Then
a light shone, dim, reddish and eerie,
but revealing the moving shapes ahead
and the cavern beyond them. In this
rock-walled crypt a fire was burning,
and squatting beside it were the fe-
males of this demon species—weird
little shapes, with wrinkled yellowish
faces, pointed teeth like the fangs of
reptiles and gleaming, almond eyes.

At first they shrank away from the

unconscious white burden which the
males bore in and placed in the cen-
ter of the cave. But as the males be-
gan to dance and chant about their
prize, the females joined in the orgy.

T was the weirdest thing Crum had

ever seen, a saturnalia of bearded
imps. And presently, when the little
females went darting into the shadows
to return with dripping hunks of raw
meat which the males seized and de-
voured avidly, their howling capers
were whipped to an insane frenzy.

It was upon this mad frenzy that
Crum pinned his only hope of saving
the girl. Everything depended on
swift and perfect timing. If he were
able to drop one of the leaders with
the instantly lethal bullet of his little
curare gun, he might find time in the
confusion to reload. Then a mad dash
to reach the girl, a second shot, per-
haps a chance to kick the fire into the
water which flowed along one wall,
and he might make it.

It was a desperate chance but he
had no choice. Cautiously he edged
nearer, hugging the tunnel wall. He
reached the opening, raised his tiny
pistol to aim, and then froaze.

From either side of the entrance
two squatting gnomes who were
posted there as sentinels sprang at
him with hissing cries. His tiny gun
cracked like a midget firecracker and
the first of the charging demons fell.
Then the second one hurled his club.
It caught Crum square on the fore-
head, and this time he pitched down
into complete blackness.

CHAPTER V
End of the Death Trail

RUM’S mind floated hazily to
consciousness still trailing the
veils of nightmare. For ages the din
of the saturnalia seemed to have been
raging, and then a detail in the smoky
phantasmagoria jarred him to a full
awareness of actuality. It was the
flash of knives!
They had appeared in the hands of
the bearded males and the weird little



.30 THRILLING MYSTERY

females alike, crude weapons that
seemed to have been fashioned from
old files and bits of iron, but which
gleamed with raw, cruel edges. As
the gnomes danced madly about the
still unconscious girl, they began a
pantomime, feinting with the knives
at her body in a way that made their
horrible intentions clear.

Crum stirred then and for the first
time realized that he was tied.
Tightly drawn thongs of rawhide
bound his wrists and ankles. He felt
for his tiny gun, but it was gone. A
moment later he saw it hanging by
its chain from the neck of one of the
death-elves.

A wave of fear such as he had never
known washed over Crum then. He
had always been prepared to meet
death under horrible circumstances; it
was a hazard of the calling he had
chosen. But to lie helpless and see
a woman butchered by inhuman
demons was something he had not
anticipated.

Yet, what could he do? Even if he
were able to summon the sheriff's
whole posse, they would not be able
to reach him, would only be able to
stand outside while his death cries
and those of the helpless girl floated
out upon the current of the water.

Crum let his head drop. He still
lay near the opening and as he racked
his brain, he let the cold spring water
lave his burning forehead. Then a
sound reached him, faint and far-

away, but carried on the water. The
excited barking of a dog!
Instantly Crum was alert. Aga

must have learned of his disap-
pearance, must have quick-wittedly
thought of using the police dog to
trail him! But the dog would not be
able to follow his trail through water.
And if he made a sound, the dancing
monsters would be upon him. Then
Crum’s fingers, absently fingering the
spot from which his little gun had
vanished, encountered the dog
whistle. He had bought it when the
thought of using a dog had first oc-
curred to him. And now, unexpect-
edly, it might well prove his salva-
tion!

Instantly he fished it out, caught
it between his lips and blew. Then

he waited, his ear close to the cur-
rent of the spring. Not a sound had
the whistle made that his ears could
detect, but flow, still distant but com-
ing distinctly, a series of quick
answering barks reached him.

With heart hammering, he blew
again, waited. The barks were com-
ing nearer, increasing in volume and
intensity.

Suddenly the blood in Crum’s veins
went cold. A shadow had fallen across
the water. Crum turned. One of the
bearded little monsters was bending
over him, knife poised, thin lips
peeled back from pointed teeth.

Crum flung his torso upright.
Bound as he was it was fight now or
die like a trussed animal. His head
butted the creature’s pendulous belly,
rocked him back. A howl went up
from the group about the girl. Then
his attacker was lunging again, and
this time the knife was driving
straight toward his middle. With one
final blast on the whistle which was
still between his teeth, Crum flung
himself forward and down. As he
did so, the bearded demon side-
stepped, then fell upon him like a
wildcat. The knife came up, started
down—and then stopped in mid-air.

For suddenly, from the tunnel,
there had come the wallowing splash
of a huge body and a din of savage
snarls which, magnified by the tun-
nel’s acoustics, froze the squatting
monsters in their tracks.

The one atop Crum, sprang up and
back, his cry of terror blending with
the howls of the others as a huge
brown body shot like a projectile from
the tunnel’s blackness.

YAMMERING, hissing, lashing
out madly with their knives, the
small demons scattered right and left.
But their efforts were useless against
the maddened police dog. It was a
battle of the primitive, with life or
death hanging in the balance. And
the hand of Death did not reach out
for that heroic animal.

Those of the demon tribe who were
only wounded, fled the scene, gibber-
ing and moaning.

Crum did not pause to watch the
carnage. Seizing the knife that had
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dropped from his attacker’s hand, he
ripped himself free, seized the girl
by the feet, pulled her into the cur-
rent of the water and dragged her
swiftly through the tunnel.

It was a wild-eyed group that
greeted him when he emerged, half
dead with exhaustion, but with the
girl unharmed. The sheriff was there,
a bandage on his head, and Aga, who
sprang forward to lift his master and
help him to a bed of sand beside the
stream.

From here Crum saw the others—
Bert Collins in handcuffs, the banker
Wilton, and the girl’'s father. Gus
Reeder was springing forward to lift
her from the water.

“So you did find them,” the sheriff
gasped, kneeling by Crum’s side.
“But how that dog located you, I
don’t know. What and who are the_
little devils anyhow?”

Mopping at his cut jaw with a
handkerchief, Crum impatiently
waved the question aside.

“Where’s Lutie Keeber?” he asked.

“Why, she’s under guard at Mart
Mason’s cabin.”

“Send for her,” Crum ordered.

The sheriff nodded and went off.
While Collins and the two other men
were working to revive Rose Reeder,
Crum spoke to Aga who was still
kneeling beside him.

“You analyzed the flesh of that
pig?” he asked.

1 did” the Asiatic said: "It is
very strange. The meat had been
needled with a hypodermic. It con-
tained a strong infusion of an ex-
tract from cannabis indica.”

31
“Hasheesh,” Crum muttered. “I
thought so. And the bloody paper?”

“I got some excellent fingerprints,”
Aga said. “I used cold iodine fumes
and it brought them out fine. Then,
before they faded, I fixed them with
a solution of chloride of palladium.”
He paused to fish in his pocket. “I
have a part of the paper here, with
the prints.”

“Good,” Crum said.
handy.”

He lay back and closed his eyes,
breathing deeply. He heard the girl’s
muttered words as she revived, heard
Collins’ exclamation of joy, and was
glad that she had been unconscious
through it all. He heard, too, the
splashing, panting sounds when the
big police dog came limping out of
the tunnel and stopped in the water
to shake and lick his wounds.

“Good dog,” Crum called, and then
to Aga: “See if he’s injured and at-
tend to him.”

He lay back and remained with his
eyes closed until the sheriff returned.
He was warned of this by the shrill
voice of Lutie Keeber, who was ap-
parently being dragged up, protest-
ing, by the officer.

“Well, here she is,” Sheriff Page
announced.

Crum sat up and faced the woman.
The others gathered close. Under
Crum’s gaze Lutie Keeber seemed to
wilt.

“The pygmies were yours,” he ac-
cused.

The woman gasped. “And ye knew
all along?”

“Just keep it
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“I suspected they were pygmies
from the start,” Crum said. “Noth-
inf else quite fit the facts. I was
fairly certain when I found the body
of Mart Mason. That trick of nail-
ing a poisonous snake to a tree beside
a trail is a favorite trap of the pygmy
inhabitants of the Mountains of the
Moon in Africa. And the way he was
killed suggested their method of at-
tacking elephants and other large
creatures. Then there was the bone
I measured, the beard hairs, the de-
scriptions that tallied so closely with
the gnomes and elves of myth.’

“But you said—" the sheriff began.

“I said,” Crum anticipated him,
“that they were elves. And so they
are. They belong to a race that once
spread widely over the earth. Their
bones have been found even in Eu-
rope. And there can be no doubt
that they are the original dwarfs,
gnomes, elves, kobolds, and so on
whose likenesses our remote ances-
tors preserved in fairy tales. It was
when I learned that Mrs. Kleeber’s
husband had been the owner of a car-
nival, that she had brought monkeys,
birds, and so forth back here with
her, that I guessed she must have
brought something else from his
sideshows, too.”

E woman had begun to sob.

“It’'s true,” she whimpered.
“So I did. They seemed harmless
little critters, and I always pitied
them, always hated to see them
cooped up in exhibits. So when Clem
died, I thought I'd just sneak thim
back home and turn thim loose to
roam in the hills like they was born
to do. An’ so I smuggled thim in.
And keep out of sight, they did,
stealin’ from the gardens, raidin’ the
hen roosts a bit, but botherin’ no more
than that for ten full years. And
thin—well, Begob, they must have
went crazy!”

“No lies now, Lutie,” the sheriff
growled. “We’ve found out a thing
or two. We know about the signs of
oil on your land. That’s why you
wanted them little devils, to keep
people out.”

“0il!” the woman gasped. “Is that
there oil in the water? What of it?

Well, really, I nivir—"

“Mrs. Keeber,” Crum interrupted,
“you are quite right in saying that
the pygmies went suddenly crazy.
But what you did not add was that
their penchant for murder suddenly
developed because someone began
feeding them drugs—the killer-drug
hasheesh, which was needled into
dead pigs and chickens.”

The woman'’s eyes widened.

“But I swear—" she protested.

“Fortunately,” Crum said, “we
don’t have to guess about that.” He
took the piece of wrapping-paper
from Aga’s hand and spread it on the
flat rock upon which he was leaning.
The sheriff flashed his light down
and a series of brownish fingerprints
were revealed.

“This paper,” Crum said, ‘‘was
wrapped around the drug-soaked
body of the pig that was left for the
pygmies tonight. Now let me have
a pen.”

The sheriff handed him one and
Crum squeezed a puddle of ink on
the rock’s top.

“Now,” he continued, “you have
only to stamp your fingerprints on
the paper here, Mrs. Keeber, and I
think we shall be able to make an ac-
curate enough comparison to clear
you if you are innocent.”

But the woman had drawn back,
her hands balled into tight knots.

“Naw, naw!” she shrilled. “It’s
framin’ a pore woman you'’re tryin’
to do!”

“Not at all,” Crum said “Finger-
printing won’t hurt you if you're in-
nocent. Here, I'll put my prints
there first. We’ll all put our prints
there to show you— Here, Sheriff,
you're next.”

The sheriff squatted down and
stamped his prints on the paper.

“All right, Reeder,” he said, “your
turn.”

“That’s nonsense.” Gus Reeder
scowled. “You got no right to finger-
print us.”

“So!” the sheriff drawled.
refuse?”

Reeder didn’t get a chance to an-
swer.

“Never mfnd!” a voice beside him
snapped. “I'll run the show from

“You
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here on!” The group froze.

Crum bit his lip. He had not ex-
pected the man to act so swiftly.
Now, as they all stared in alarm,
Graves Wilton, the bahker, took two
steps back and leveled his revolver
on the sheriff’s chest.

“No need for more of this farce,”
Wi ilton rasped, his face a dull, dead
mask of determination. “You have
my prints there, but you haven’t got
me. I’'ve worked too hard for this
fortune in oil to let it slip through
my fingers now!”

“Then you’re the killer!” the sher-
iff gasped helplessly.

“Yes, I!” Wilton snarled. “My
bank holds a mortgage on this land,
but am I fool enough to foreclose,
let the other directors find out about
it before I've had the time I need to
buy up the surrounding land a little
at a time? Not I. There were mil-
lions to be made, if I could get
enough acreage before the news got
out. But what am I going to do in
the meantime if fools like that well-
digger get wise? Well, one can be

poisoned. But when others keep
tracking in, snooping along that
stream—"

He stopped, glaring from Bert Col-
lins to Gus Reeder.

“Well, my discovery of Lutie’s
pygmies was an answer to that,” Wil-
ton went on. ‘It was soon plain what
those little devils could do to dis-
courage trespassers once they were
fed enough hasheesh to get really
frisky.”

“And if they killed others, inno-
cent girls?” the sheriff asked.

“That has its uses, too,” Wilton
snapped. “If you can frame the
snoopers for the crimes, so much the
better.”

RUM winced. “But you can't
hope to get by with it now.”
“Can’t I?” Wilton taunted. “At
least four of you are unarmed. And
we have here Bert Collins and Lutie
Keeber, both of whom are believed
by the townspeople to be at the bot-
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