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DOCTOR ZERO

The night glowed purple! From the black vault of the heavens came a hissng bdl of purple light. As if
possessing uncanny human intelligence, it rocketed graight for the victim it had marked. The police were
helpless before that snister sphere of Doctor Zero's. And now, Wade Hammond, explorer and arimind
investigator, had stepped into the eerie glow of the Purple Peril.

CHAPTER | - DEATH'SMESSENGER

"WHAT'S that?" Detective O'Conner's voice was a nasd bleat. His eyes bulged under the brim of his
soft fet hat. His dank cigarette dipped from trembling fingers. He stared off into the darkness across the
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wide lavn of Gordon Munn's suburban house.

A fdlow dick, one of a cordon thrown around the place to protect its owner from the mysterious menace
of "Doctor Zero," shook his head. He dso was garing in amazement.

"It looks like a rocket,” O'Conner went on. "No--it's coming nearer. Hdl, we ought to warn Munn."

He started off across the lawvn at a lumbering gdlop. The sky behind him had turned into a vivid violet.
There was a strange, hissng sound inthe air. A fantadtic bdl of eerie purple light was descending toward
the house. It moved as though some unseen power were directing it--moved with horrible certainty
toward the window of Munn's study.

O'Conner waved hisarms and shouted. At that ingtant the ball of purple fire touched the window panes.
There came a noise like the crack of a giant whip, then a desfening concussion that shattered every piece
of glassin the sash, sending gleaming divers inward and outward and searing the boards dong the sde of
the house.

A dinging needle of glass struck the detective. He bawled loudly and clutched at his face. Men were
shouting to each other out on the lavn now. A haf-score of plaincothes men came running up,
converging on the house from three sides. A babble of voices sounded.

"It's a bomb--who threw it?'
"See if Munn's hurt!"
"Tunin an darm!"

Questions, orders and explanations tumbled over each other. Then O'Conner spoke agan. "There's
another one coming--look out!"

The bal thistime seemed to swoop out of the black night ky like a sniger will-o-the-wisp. It appeared
fird as a pinpoint of light, hardly diginguishable from the stars. It might have been a shooting star as it
flashed across the sky.

But as it came nearer its speed diminished. Again there was that uncanny effect of diabolica intelligence
The hissing, whirling bdl of purple fire followed its predecessor. The firs one had cleared the way. The
second plunged through the gaping hole of the shattered window while detectives screamed a warning.

They heard a muffled explosion thistime. Lurid tongues of light speared from the window, dancing like an
aurora boredlis. The room insde looked for a moment to those staring from the darkness like the mouth
of some fantadtic inferno such as the hand of a Doré might have depicted.

Above the noise of the concussion they heard a angle, horrible cry. Then blackness descended and the
nigt seemed to close in, bringing slence with it. The voices of the detectives grew hushed with
amazement and the awe of the unknown.

O'Conner entered the house with his men behind him. They found the servants huddled into a frightened,
whigpering group near the hdl stairway. Then they dimbed to the floor above, entered Munn's study and
swore harshly at the thing they saw.

Gordon Munn, director in a great and powerful bank, and shareholder in a dozen corporations, was lying
face downward on the rug, hisdothing in singed tatters, his body twisted and blackened into an unsghtly
caricature of amean.



THREE miles away in Wade Hammond's apartment the French-type telephone jangled into life The
curio-lined wals of the living room threw the sound back harshly. The stuffed heads of big game,
collected in a dozen far corners of the world, stared down with unblinking eyes as though ligening.

Hammond, sprawled in a big armchair, dropped his cigarette into an ashtray, untangled his legs and got
up. He crossed the room in four quick strides. Ten years of newspaper and police work had taught him
to answer phone cdls promptly. But his deeply tanned face was impassive as he picked the ingrument
up. People were aways giving him a buzz for one thing or ancther. Hislips below ther thin mustache line
bardy moved in the mouthpiece.

"Hdlo! Hammond spesking.”
Words came from the other end of the wirein an excited quaver.

"Ligen, Hammond--this is Sergeant O'Conner. All hel's popping. Gordon Munn's been knocked off in
Spite of us"

"Gordon Munn?'

"Y eah--the bank man. Y ou know who heis. Can you come out? The chief wants you. Follow Parkway
Boulevard and make the firgt turn to your right. It's the big ydlow house with the iron fence in front of it.
Step onit!”

"O.K." Agan Wade's lips moved. No use asking questions now. The dope would come later after he got
to the scene of the killing. When Inspector Thompson caled, it meant there was a tough nut to be
cracked.

Wade's movementsin the next few seconds were like those of a well-oiled machine--a machine taut with
blued sted Farings and rapidaction mechaniam. But the sorings were his mustles and the mativating
mechaniam was the flashing power of his quick-fire brain.

He threw off his dressing gown, pulled on a coat, stuck hisfeet into shoes, shoved a fla, wicked-looking
automatic into his pocket and grabbed a hat. Three minutes later wind was whisling past the radiator cap
on the battleship nose of his sport roadster.

He held the button on the steering column down at every intersection, defying traffic lights and making the
night raucous. Twice he lifted a gloved hand at red-faced cops who stared bdligerently. The fighting
expressions left their faces when they saw who it was.

It was known that Wade Hammond carried a specid investigator's card bearing the sgnaure of the
commissoner himsdf. It was dso known that it didn't pay to interfere with him.

He swung into the driveway of the Munn estate. Gravel snapped under fat baloon tires as he roared up
to the front steps. The headlights of his car goggled into the shrubbery. Almost before the motor stopped
ticking over he was up the steps and ingde the house.

Inspector Thompson, the grizzled chief of the City Homicide Bureau, was coming forward through the
halway to meet him, his expresson owlish as dways.

"Sorry to dig you out of bed, Hammond. They caught me a a banquet--right in the middle of a steak,
smothered with onions. It's tough when a fdlah can't enjoy his grub.”

"Tough isright. What's going on here, chief? O'Conner sounded fussed when he cdled.”



"Why wouldn't he? Didn't he tdl you Munn had got his?'
Wade nodded grimly. Thompson's festures suddenly reddened. His voice was thick with anger.

"I'm going to burn up somebody for this. Munn asked for protection. | sent enough men out here to guard
the sub-treasury--and they let that devil rub him out anyway."

"Who?'

"Doctor Zero."

Wade shook his head.

"Youll have to gart from scratch, chief. Y ou've been holding out on me. Who's Doctor Zero?'

"I wish | knew. That's what he cdls himsdf. He tried to get cash out of Munn--sent hm a scare
letter--and a bundle.”

"A bundle? What wasinit?'
"Come here, I'l show you."

THOMPSON turned and Wade followed him. They dimbed to the second floor, to the room where
Munn had been killed. The place was filled with headquarters men; detectives, the medicd examiner and
his assigtant, and experts from the bomb squad. Munn was dill sprawled on the rug near a table, pieces
of glassdl around him from the shattered window. Thompson spoke in Wade's ear.

"Look here"

The ingpector was lifting an odd-looking contraption from a pasteboard box. There was a handful of thin,
collgpsed rubber; a amdl metd bal attached to it, and a long brass cylinder with a tube a its end
stoppered by a brass vave.

"Wha isit--a bomb?' Wade spoke grimly.
"No, a baloon, Hammond--with a tank of compressed gas tofill it, and a place to put the cash.”
"A present from Doctor Zero, eh?"

"Y egh. Munn was supposed to put fifty thousand dollars into thet tea-ball gadget and send the balloon up
whenit got dark. | don't know how the hell Zero expected to get it back. It might land any place within a
thousand miles. He mugt be anut.”

Wade did not answer. He was looking interested, saring at the baloon keenly, and fingering the smdl
round cash box. It was made of some lightwaght meta. There was a coating on it. Some sort of
waterproof paint apparently.

"Munn would have done better to have followed indructions” he said. Thompson swore under his breath
and nodded.

"He had plenty of dough, but he didn't want to send fifty thousand of it sky-hooting dl over the
landscape--you can't blame him. He sat tight and caled on us. Now itll get out that the department fell
down on the job. It's going to raise a dink.”

Wade fired a sudden question. "What sort of a bomb did Doctor Zero use and where did it come from?'



Thompson shrugged. "Nobody knows yet. Carmichagl and Parks are working on it now. The fdlahs who
saw it say it wasnt a bomb a dl. It floated through the air, they say. It seemed to come from the
sky--sort of purple fire"”

Wade spoke quickly, hisvoice hard.

"This Doctor Zero is no nut, chief. You can bet on that. He must have known what he was doing when
he sent that baloon. We've both heard of scientific criminds, and read yarns about them. Now we're up
agang one. It's the smartest extortion racket I've ever bumped into, with murder as a Sde line. Some guy
who's hdf genius and hdf devil is behind this--and he must want the money bad.”

Thompson grunted and Wade spoke again.
"We won't learn much here. That's acinch. Mind if | go off with that balloon?"

"I can't let you, Hammond." Thompson spoke regretfully. "My men have got to have it to trace the
materia--see where it was bought.”

Wade made an impatient gesture.

"Theyll have a good time doing it. Let me have a few scrapings then. | think theré's something queer
here--and deep, too."

Ingpector Thompson stared uncomprehendingly while Wade took a penknife from his pocket and
scraped some of the paint and metd off the bdllike cash receptacle onto a paper. He suffed this into his
pocket and spoke dowly.

"That's the angle I'm going to work on firgt, chief. | got a hunch about something. | think--"

He stopped suddenly. A girl was stlanding in the door of the room; a girl with blonde hair, frightened
eyes, and bloodless lips. She made a little whimpering sound in her throat, and moved forward; but a
detective hdd her back.

"Better not look a him, miss. It won't do any good.”
Thegirl burgt into a gpasm of crying, her dim shoulders shaking.

"That's Munn's daughter, Arlene" Thompson whispered. "She must have just come. Well have to get her

Wade followed the inspector, and as they neared the doorway he saw a man standing behind the girl.
Thompson was spesking in akindly voice.

"Wed better go downgtairs, Miss Munn. There was an explosion--you'd better remember your father the
way he was."

E led the girl gently out into the hdl while Wade szed up her escort. The man was thin and aristocratic
looking with features so clean-cut as to be dmost harsh. He was dressed degantly, and wore an doof
expresson. Wade had seen the face somewhere before.

Arlene Munn recovered enough to introduce him when they got downgtairs. The formdities had been
bred into her.

"Professor Orngtein,” she said. "We were dancing a the Bdmont when they paged us-—-and told me
about father." She choked again.



"I came here as fagt as | could,” Orngein said. "It's a terrible thing. I'm awfully sorry." His words were
sympathetic, but his tone sounded casud. Wade's thoughts were active, building up impressons,
remembering scraps of information.

He had Professor Harold Ornstein checked now. The man was connected with the Technologica
Ingtitute--a brilliant scientist specidizing in physics, a dapper society light when he cared to be, and a
person of independent means. It was an odd combination. Wade recdled Orngtein's name in connection
with a recent breach-of-promise suit. The man, who was at least twenty years older than Arlene Munn,
hed a bad reputation with women. Science was hislife work; philandering his recreation. He had won the
Nobe Prize for his researches into the nature of matter, and the "ignoble’ prize in his dedings with the
ladies. Wade smiled griimly at the bad pun.

But he didn't like Orngtein, and sensed a certain hodility in the man. Still, the professor was a geniusin his
line He might even be able to hep in this srange case. Wade started to speak, but Arlene Munn

interrupted, weeping again.
"I can't tand it!" she said. "I can't! Take me away from here, Harry."
"That'sagood idea," said Inspector Thompson. "We can tak to you later, Miss Munn.”

"Il take her to her aunt's” said Orngtein smoothly. "Shelll fed better when she's had a drink and quieted
down ahit. If I can be of any service let me know."

The two of them moved toward the front door; Arlene dender and wilting, Orngtein tdl and bland,
looking somehow like a suave Satan.

"A pretty dick bird," said Thompson. "If there's science mixed up in this as you say, Hammond, we'd
better check up on him. | wonder if he was at the Bdmont with Miss Munn al evening?'

Thompson called one of his men and had a lowvoiced conversation with him. Then he whirled, facing
Wade and ligening.

Shouts had suddenly come from outside, then the sound of two pigtol shots in quick succession. Wade
was dready headed for the door.

"Come on, chief," he said. "This seems to be our busy night!"
CHAPTER I - A SPY IN THE DARK

WHEN Wade Hammond reached the broad side veranda of Munn's house he saw three figures coming
up the steps. Two of them were detectives. The man in the middle seemed to be their prisoner. They had
him by the arms and were pushing him forcibly forward.

One of the detectives, aman with a red, perspiring face, turned to Inspector Thompson and spoke.

"We found this bird snooping around outside, chief. He started to run and Bill had to pull a gun on him.
He's lucky he didn't get bumped off. He would haveif I'd done the shooting.”

"Bring himin the house" said Thompson. "Who is he?'
"Y ouve got me, chief; but he looks like a bad actor.”

The two plainclothes men shoved their prisoner into the lighted hallway. Wade stared at the man sharply.
He was young, somewhere in his early twenties apparently, and he had the gangling look of a student



with bookish tendencies. This was accentuated by the heavy shell-rimmed spectacles he wore. His face
hed a sullen expression as he stood blinking his eyesin the light.

"Wha's your name?" asked Thompson harshly. "What were you doing out there on the lavn?'
The young man continued to blink. Then he spoke in a surly monotone.
" was just looking around. I'm Zadok Smith."

"Looking around!" The inspector's voice was sarcastic. "What were you looking for--did you lose a
nicke or something?"

Smith's face reddened. He pressed his lips together and shook his head. Thompson flared up.
"You wont tak, en? You're one of those tightlipped guyd Frisk him, Ed, and see if he's heded.”

The red-faced detective began going through Zadok Smith's pockets with professond thoroughness. He
gave an excited exclamation as he drew something from the young man's coat where a congpicuous bulge
hed showed. It was an oblong leatherette case with two button fasteners. Thompson took it out of his
hend and opened it while Wade stared over his shoulder.

Ingde the case were two round glass dids with a knurled screw head in the center. Needle-shaped
indicators behind the glass of the dids were quivering. Wade spoke tensdly.

"That's a gdvanometer, | think. The other's a compass. They seem to be hitched together. It's a
funny-looking gadget.”

"What's a gdvanometer?' asked Thompson peevighly.
"It shows when ther€'s an dectric current,” said Wade. "What were you doing with this thing, Smith?’

Snith stared a Wade as sullenly as he had at the ingpector. "It's my business” he said. "l wasn't hurting
anybody, was 1?7

The cords in Inspector Thompson's neck swdled. "No?' he shouted. "Wél--somebody hurt Gordon
Munn here tonight--killed him! You've got a lot of explaning to do, Smith. You'd better answer our
questions.”

Wade nodded. "Itll save you trouble,”" he said. "Tdl us what you know, Smith. You wouldn't be carrying
that thing around if you weren't in on something. There's been a murder in this house---and murder can't
be laughed off."

Smith's sullen face turned pale, but he maintained a stony slence. Wade shrugged. "Have it your own
way. Youll tak later if you don't now."

"You bet he will,” said Thompson angrily. "Take him down to headquarters, Ed. We can find a way to
unbutton hislip down there."

Thompson, Wade saw, was dill smarting under the knowledge that the police department had fdlen
down in its attempt to protect Munn. The ingpector handed the lestherette case to one of the detectives.

"Give this to Carmichadl and Parks. They're going down with that baloon contraption. They can take
Smith dong with them. Go out and see if anybody ese is snooping around here.”

The two detectives turned their prisoner over to Parks and Carmichad who were just coming down the



gars with the cardboard box containing the balloon. Wade spoke.

"I think I'll follow after them, chief. There's not much | can do here--and I'm curious about that gadget of
Smith's He wasn't carrying it just for fun.”

Wade Ieft the house with the two headquarters men and their prisoner. He had no clear picture of the
cimein hismind as yet. He'd taken an active part in many other strange homicide cases; but this murder
gave indications of being the mogt sinigter and fantagtic held ever bumped into. His mind reverted to the
gorawled and blackened form of Gordon Munn and to the weeping figure of Arlene as he had firs seen
her in the doorway of the room where her faher had met death. What humaen fiend was behind this?
Who was Doctor Zero, and what did Zadok Smith know about the case that he was not willing to tdl?

WADE was ill asking hmsdf these questions as the police car containing Parks, Carmichael and their
prisoner turned out of the driveway. He followed it in his own fast roadster. He wanted to be on hand
when an expert in the crimind investigation bureau examined the insrument that Smith carried.

Thetall-light of the police car stared unwinkingly out of the darkness ahead like the eye of some monger.
They passed other rich men's estates; big houses set far back on well-kept lavns. An indefinable pdl of
horror seemed to blend with the shadows of the night.

The police car neared Parkway Boulevard with Wade's roadster a hundred feet behind. There were no
other carsin Sght. For a distance equaling two city blocks an embankment rose on ether side of the road
and the pole lights were spaced far apart.

Wade, occupied with his own thoughts, became aware suddenly of an unnaturd glow on the distant
horizon. Eerie reflections danced on the vibrating windshidd of his roadster. His eyes, regisering that
gow and those farnt reflections, telegraphed a warning to his subconscious mind. A sensation that was
like the touch of chill fingers ran up his spine.

Then he cried out. The glow had deepened. It was concentrated in a pinpoint of light like a shooting
star--a star that was coming nearer and which shed a lurid, uncanny radiance.

Weade heard a sudden squed of brakes ahead. Then a scream of human terror sounded, followed by the
noise of breaking glass. The police car swerved toward the Sde of the road, and, in the glare of his own
car's headlights, Wade saw a gangling, bespectacled form jump from the auto in front of him.

He recognized it as Zadok Smith. He saw Smith sumble and drop to his knees. Pinpoints of orange
flame speared the darkness over his head as one of the detectives fired at the escaping prisoner. Then
with an awkward legp Smith vanished into the shadows of the shrub-clothed embankment. Behind him
the night was made ghadtly by another unearthly scream.

The cause of Smith's terror was plain now. It wasn't hisfear of the detectives bullets. It was that dancing,
fantadtic pinpoint of light which had now become a bdl of purple fire headed straight toward the police
car.

Wade heard one of the detectives shout a warning. They, too, had become aware of ther peril. He saw
the police car dew around and legp forward under the powerful thrust of a suddenly speeded motor.

Camichad and Parks were trying to escape their doom.
Wade held his breath in horror. That letha willo'--the-wisp of light had changed its course now.

Some hidden intdligence acting through unknown physicd forces was guiding it. It curved down in a
hawk-like swoop and followed the flying police car. For seconds that seemed to Wade like an eternity



the terrible purple death pursued the speeding vehicle. 1t gained foot by foot, hovered over the car for an
ingant, then dropped like afdling meteor.

CHAPTER |1l - THE HAND OF DOCTOR ZERO

WADE hadn't been on the scene when Munn was killed. But he heard aripping, crackling burst of sound
now. Then aterrible detonation blasted the ar like an exploding bomb. He saw the top of the police car
disntegratein apdl of smoke and flame and zigzag streamers of light.

The swiftly-moving car swerved from the road and headed up the embankment. He got a blurred glimpse
of churning whedls, flying grass and thrashing bushes. Then the car swerved again in its erratic course. It
turned turtle and came ralling back down the bank, where it lay, a smoking, twisted ruin beside the ditch.

The darkness of the night closed in, and Wade, feding momentarily sick and weak for dl the violent
deaths he had seen in his life, brought his own roadster to a hdt. He got out and waked forward
unsteedily.

A man was lying dead in the roadway. It was one of the detectives, blown clear of the car when the
firebdl had exploded, shattering the vehicdles top. Another man, whom Wade identified with a shudder,
as Parks, was hdf-pinned under the battered wreckage. He, too, had been killed ingantly.

Wade wiped beads of swesat from his forehead. The thing he had just seen was enough to shake any
man's nerves. He remembered Zadok Smith then. Smith's frantic, terrified screams seemed ill to ring in
his ears. The young man had sensed his danger in time to jump from the car. His fear of the Purple Peril
hed driven him to risk the detectives bullets.

Any evidence that the police car had contained had been destroyed.

Wade went back to his roadster and pulled a flashlight from under the front seat. He waked dong the
road to the spot where held seen Smith dive from the moving car. The dirt here was kicked up, showing
the marks of Smith's knees. Up the embankment the branches of a number of bushes were broken,
marking the trall of Smith's mad flight to escape deeth.

Then Wade caught his breath. His probing flaghlight had revealed a gleam of metd in the shrubbery. He
focused the beam and stooped down.

A gmdl fraternity pin with some sort of cabalistic markings on it was lying at his feet. It had gpparently
been brushed from Zadok Smith's clathing. Wade picked it up and dipped it into his pocket.

There seemed to be little use in trying to follow Smith now. He should be a hdf-mile away by this time.
Terror had lent speed to his feet and the darkness would act as an dl-concedling curtain.

Wade had been the sole witness of this gridy double murder. He lifted the body of the dain detective
from the road and laid it beside the ruins of the police car.

Then he got into his roadster. He wanted to reach the nearest telephone quickly and let Inspector
Thompson know that the snister hand of Doctor Zero had brought death again.

He came to afilling station amile down the road and stopped. There was a telephone in it. Wade's own
voice was hoarse as he talked to the inspector over the wire.

Imeges of the killing he had witnessed and echoes of Zadok Smith's terrified screams gill seemed to
pulsate through his brain.



He fdt as though the whole thing were a mad nightmare--but he knew it wasn't. In brief sentences he
gave the details of the double murder to Thompson. He wound up with his own conclusions.

"We're deding with a murderer who kills as unemationdly as a machine. He had nothing againg Parks
and Carmichad persondly. He killed them because they carried evidence which might be dangerous.”

Thompson's voice came back with atremor init.
"I can't have my men knocked off like this. Weve got to find Doctor Zero."

ADE knew that the ingpector wasn't taking the deaths of his two assgtants lightly. The old crime-hunter
concealed human emotion under a bluff, hardboiled exterior. Parks and Carmichadl had been with him
for years.

"Well find him," said Wade grimly. "Therés a question mark after his name now--but itll be a death
sentence before we're through.”

"Whetll you do next, Hammond--try to trace Smith?'
"Yes Then | want to have atak with Professor Ornstein. Have you any more dope on him, chief?"

"He stayed at the Belmont dl evening with Miss Munn, as he told us. He left her only once to make a
short telephone cal. The house detective helped us check up on him. Hisdibi is watertight.”

"You and I've seen dibis break down before" Wade said. "Smith has an dibi, too, now. He was in the
police car when the firebdl came, But he hasn't explained yet what he was doing prowling around Munn's
house at the exact time of the murder.”

"No--and here's another angle I've just thought of," said Thompson with a snap in his voice. "It didnt
take more than three minutes for those bdls tha killed Munn to drop out of the ar and explode.
Orngein's cdl was made somewhere around the same time. We don't know what sort of thing we're
dedling with."

"Meaning?'
"Meaning that if ther€'s science mixed up in this, as we think, we've got a tough job on our hands."
"Tough isright, chief." There was a humorless smile on Wade's face as he spoke.

It was after even when Wade drove to the campus of the Technologica Inditute and asked to be
directed to Professor Orngtein's quarters. A night watchman stared a him, then pointed across the
campus grounds to where lights were burning in the third story of a modernistic looking building.

"He's up there," the watchman said. "That's where he works. | saw his car go by ten minutes ago.”

Wade examined the building that housed Orngtein's laboratory. It surprised him to find the men a work
0 late a night. Orngtein, he figured, mugt have left Arlene a her aunt's, then come back here. And he
mus be a man with stout nerves to go camly back to work after being a the scene of Munn's murder
such a short time before,

A fire escape snaked down the sde of the building, passng Professor Orngtein's windows. Wade
noticed this and dso saw the light in the front vestibule was burning. An automéatic eevator connected
with the various floors.

Wade took the devator to Orngtein's floor and knocked. Orngtein himsdf came to the door. He had



dipped a white coat over his evening clothes and looked trim and efficient. For a moment he stared at
Wade blankly. Then he amiled in recognition.

"Hammond," he said. "l remember now. Comein."
"Sorry to interrupt your work, professor.”

"Dont mind that. I'm aways puittering around. I've got so | can't deep if | don't amuse mysdf for a while
before going to bed.”

Wade studied the man for a second, then spoke.

"There was another murder after you left--a double one. Two detectives were killed. | want to ask you
about a man named Zadok Smith. Ever hear of hm?'

Orngtein whidtled. Then an odd look came into his eyes. His sharp features had the satanic qudity that
Wade had noticed before.

"I know young Smith too wdl,” Orngtein said. "He's a sudent here--one of Professor Hartz's, specidizing
inminerdlogy and andlytical chemigtry. Frankly | don't like him. He's an impertinent young devil. He has a
hebit of coming in here uninvited and making a nuisance of himsdf. | think he imagines he's spying on my
work. He's annoyed Arlene, too."

"S0 Miss Munn knows him then?'
"Yes, dightly. She's good-hearted enough to tolerate his mooning around.”
Wade nodded.

"Smith was found prowling outside the Munn house just after the murder. He had a queer ingrument in
his pocket--a compass and a gdvanometer hitched together apparently. Two men sarted back to
headquarters with him. Then another of those firebals dropped out of the sky. Smith jumped and
escaped and the two detectives were killed. Have you any theory, professor, as to wha Smith might
have been doing?'

A vel of suspicion seemed to drop over Orngtein's face for a moment. He laughed uneesly.

"Youre connected with the police, Hammond," he said. "I wouldn't want to commit mysdf. I'd advise
you, though, to find out dl you can about Smith. Tak to Professor Hartz tomorrow. Smith's actions have
cartanly been queer.”

"What about those firebdls?' sad Wade. "I've got a theory that they may be dectricd. Youre a
physicig. You ought to know."

"You mean you think they're controlled charges of dtatic, like lightning?'
"Something of the sort.”

"Look herd" Orngtein walked across the room quickly and opened a door. Through it Wade saw the
complex pargpherndia of a modern sdientific laboratory. There were shelves of chemicds, various
eectricd apparatus, induding gatic machines of the Whymshurs type, Geisder tubes, and ddicate
indruments to demonstrate the compogtion of matter.

ORNSTEIN threw a amdl knife switch which sent current into the terminds of a ten-inch spark coil. The
pungent, pleasant smdl of ozone filled the air as miniature lightning flared between the gaps. A battery of



foil-covered condensers were being charged. Close to them was an apparatus with adjustable
electrodes. At the moment they were spaced four feet apart. The bottom one consisted of a copper plate
two inches square.

"Waich," sad Orngtein. "Heré's lightning for you."

He reached into a box on a shdf and drew out a common wanut. He placed the nut on the copper
electrode and stepped back.

"Cdl that nut a house" he said. "The eectrode above is the sky. Now we have a thunderstorm. The
electrode becomes a cloud.”

He was speaking in his best classroom manner. Suddenly he turned off the overhead lights, then pressed
another switch attached to aflexible cord.

There came a shap, crackling report as a streak of vidlet lignt shot down from the top eectrode. It
gruck the plate below in the millionth part of a second, passing through the walnut and sending shattered
pieces of shdl flyingindl directions.

"In the Generd Electric Laboratories a Schenectady,” said Orngtein, "they've made lightning that can
shatter a block of hardwood. | use thislittle mechine to give practical demondrations to my students.”

"Therés more than one kind of lightning," said Wade. "This sort is known as chain, | believe. Could bdll
lightning be made in a laboratory, too, professor?

Orngtein shot Wade a quick ook, then amiled.

"Bdl lightning is a rare phenomenon, Hammond. Its existence has been proven, but unusud amospheric
conditions cause it and it has never been reproduced atificidly. Nothing isimpossible, though, in the light
of modern science. Lightning isthe result of an dectrica disturbance in the atoms of the air. The aomsiin
turn are made up of dectrons. If a man found a way of controlling the eectrons themselves he might do
wonders. Professor Osterhout of Harvard estimates that there is enough potential eectronic energy in a
teaspoonful of water to drive atrain across the continent.”

Wade nodded, staring around him. There seemed to be other rooms connected with the main laboratory,
but Orngtein didn't offer to show them. Wade sensed that the man was an adept at disguisng his red
thoughts. He was something of an enigma, dways disarmingly pleasant.

Wade thanked the professor for hisinformation and was preparing to go when the telephone in the outer
room jangled. Orngtein picked the indrument up, then his face suddenly dtiffened.

"My God--no!"

It was the fird time Wade had seen any Sgn of emotion on Orngein's part. The professor held the
recelver to his ear for nearly a minute, then whirled around. He spoke tensdly.

"Arlene--Miss Munn--has been kidnapped. | left her a her aunt's. She was going to spend the night
there. A maid went to her room a few minutes ago and found her gone. The window was open and a
ladder was leening againg it from the outside.”

CHAPTER IV - THE SINISTER VISITOR

ORNSTEIN began dipping out of his white jacket. He put on his overcoat, and in a moment he and
Wade were descending in the eevator together. Two minutes later they turned out of the campus



driveway in Wade's car and began speeding through the night toward the home of Arlene Munn's aunt.

When they reached it Wade saw more evidences of wedth, though the house wasn't quite as pretentious
as Gordon Munn's. The dead man's Sgter, alarge, florid woman of about forty, was in the drawing room
with a bottle of smdling sdtsin her hand. She was close to hyderia, and the servants were running about
panic stricken.

"Have you cdled the police?' asked Wade. The woman nodded. Her voice was awall.

"Thisis terrible, terrible, terrible! Arlene came to me for protection--and now the poor girl is gone, and
my poor dear brother, too!™

"She's not dead yet," said Wade. "Well get her back."

With a flashlight in his hand he went outsde. He saw that nothing had been touched. The window was
dill open in the room Arlene had been given for the night. The ladder dill leaned againg the house.

He walked carefully so as not to disturb any footprints before men from the bureau of identification came
with their cameras and measuring insruments. He stooped over once, and a puzzled look flashed into his
eyes. Two imprints of a girl's high-hedled dipper showed in a spot where the grass was thin. It looked to
him as though Arlene Munn had walked camly away from the house.

He waited till the police arrived, then Ieft them to their methodical search for clews of the missng girl and
drove Orngtein back to his quarters near the Technologica Indtitute. Behind the professor's cam exterior
Wade was aware of nervous tenseness. But Orngtein refused to admit that he was worried.

"Arlene has alot of spirit," he said. "She can geneardly take care of hersdf.”

THE next day Wade began sysematically checking up on Zadok Smith. No trace of Smith had been
found as yet. Arlene Munn hadn't been located, and the killing of Gordon Munn was 4ill veiled in

mystery.

The morning editions of the papers had run the stories of the Purple Peril and newsboys were dill
shouting in the streets. The whaole city was agog with dread interest over the snigter series of murders
which had taken place the previous night. The police department was coming in for a sorm of criticiam
and Inspector Thompson was beside himsdf.

At alittle after nine Wade Hammond drove into the campus grounds of the Technologica Inditute again.
He went directly to the adminigtration office and asked to see Professor Hartz.

"The police are anxious to check up on one of the students here named Zadok Smith," he told the girl a
the desk. "Perhaps you've seen the morning papers. | believe Smith's name is mentioned.”

Thegirl nodded. There was a scared look in her eyes.

"Professor Hartz has his laboratory in No. 14, Newton Hdl," she said. "Follow the wak at the right as
you go out."

Wade did as directed and found Hartz located in the top of one of the old brick buildings which had
formed the nudeus of the inditute before modern additions had been made. The Professor, with his
woolly, white har and his long, benign face, seemed as much a fixture as the building itsdf. He was
dressed with comfortable smplidty in abaggy gray suit. The only touches of ornateness about him were
the large diamond ring on his finger and the diamond scarf pinin his tie. These looked like heirlooms. A
morning paper was carefully folded on the desk before him.



Wade introduced himsdf, displaying his specia investigator's card.

"St down," said Hartz in a rumbling bass voice. "I suppose you've come about young Smith, one of my
sudents. | see he's got his name in the papers.” There was, thought Wade, a note of sadness in the
professor's voice.

He nodded.

"Smith's wanted as a witness in connection with the murder of Gordon Munn and those two detectives.
He's technicaly under arrest now. What's your opinion of his character?”

Hartz shook his white head dowly, and tapped the paper.

"They dready have him branded as the murderer here” he said. "He was a brilliant student but an erratic
one. | don't know what to say. It's hard to believe hed do athing like this™

"Whereis he, then?' asked Wade. "What made him refuse to answer questions, and what was he doing
on Munn's lavn?'

"I can't imagine where he is”" said Hartz. "Curiogty might have led him to the scene of the murder; but
none of it looks right."

"Professor Orngtein say's that Smith isindined to be impertinent,” said Wade.
Hartz smiled and shrugged. His tone was dightly bitter.

"There's jedousy even in the hdls of learning, Mr. Hammond. | sometimes think Professor Orngtein fears
Snith as afutureriva. Orngtein is alittle erratic himsdf a times. He works too hard---often late at night.
And he goesin for socid life a great ded. We dl wonder how he stands up under it."

After hisinterview with Professor Hartz, Wade got permisson to search Zadok Smith's dormitory room.
He hoped to find a diary, or papers that might throw more light on his character. But he found only an
endless quantity of scientific notes written in Smith's painfully neat hand.

The room was nedt, too, and Smith's few persona beongings had been chosen with care. He was
evidently a serious-minded student who fdt that he had a career before him.

Wade spent the rest of the day going over every detail of the case with Inspector Thompson.

A footprint had been found outsde the window of Arlene Munn's room, just beside the ladder. It
compared with another footprint discovered on the lavn of Munn's house. Both had been made by
Zadok Smith apparently. This led to the belief that he had kidnapped her. A police dragnet was thrown
out in an effort to trap the missng man.

Wade went back to his gpartment late that evening and for atime paced the floor in deep thought.

He wondered grimly if the Purple Peril would strike again. Would the police find the man who hid behind
the name of Doctor Zero before another victim had been clamed?

HE went to bed toward deven that night and read a book for haf an hour before dropping off to deep.
His brain was tired but restless from beeting againg the blank wal that had been reached in the Munn
murder case.

Sometime after midnight he woke up suddenly. His nerves were tingling oddly and he had a strange
feding--a sense that someone or something had been in the room with him while he dept.



Weas it a dream brought on by the happenings of the past twenty-four hours? Or had someone redly
entered his apartment?

He got up, hdf ashamed of himsdf, and snapped on the lights. So far as he could see nothing had been
disturbed. There was no one hiding in the place, and the doorway into the hdl was locked. But he had
used skeleton keys often enough himsdf to know that locks were not invulnerable. Someone might have
entered.

He took the precaution now of snapping the specid night latch on his door into place. Then he turned off
the lights and went back to bed again.

But he couldnt deep. Back in his mind was a feding of uneasiness that refused to be shaken off.
Something dse was growing out of it--an intangible sense of menace which deepened deadily like a
thickening gray cloud.

Hetried to ignore it, tried to tdl himsdf that it was only hisimagination playing tricks on him. But he kept
ontossing restlesdy.

He turned on his pillow for the tenth time and faced the window. Then suddenly his body tensed and his
eyes grew wide with horror.

The oblong patch of sky that he could see was growing lighter, turning from the dark of night into a weird
purple.

He leaped out of bed and reached the window with one bound. There, over the housetops, he could see
it plainly now--a strange pinpoint of light like a shooting star. As he watched, it gained in Sze, revolving
itdf into awhirling, eerie bdl of fire

The Purple Peril! The beacon of degth itsdf!

With cold fingers dutching a his heart, Wade Hammond redlized that the Snister bl of light was coming
draight toward the window of his own gpartment!

CHAPTERYV - THE FIGURE IN BLACK

HE stared for seconds a the onrushing messenger of doom, unable to move. The bdl came nearer,
hovered overhead for an ingtant, then began a parabolic swoop toward earth. As it did so Wade's brain
whipped the paralyzed muscles of his body into action.

Hed been afighter dl his life Now he had afight on his hands againgt the unknown forces of Doctor
Zero.

He jumped to the window and dammed it shut, then turned and grabbed for his coat on the wdl. He
pulled it over his night clothes and reached the door in three strides. To stay in that room meant being
blasted into eternity as Gordon Munn had been.

He snapped the lock open, stepped into the halway and banged the door shut behind him. At the ingtant
he did so the firebdl reached its mark.

There came again that sound like a giant whip being cracked, then a jarring concussion and the noise of
shattering glass. The door strained on its hinges and divers of glasstinkled againg it.

Wade went down the gpartment house gairs three at a time. He wanted to reach the street and see if
another bdl were coming. His brain was grappling with the mystery of the thing. It looked as though this



vist had something to do with the deadly certainty of the firebal's approach.

He ran across the dimly lighted foyer, stepped out into the street and looked up. A purple glow was
vigble again. Another of the lethd spheres was on its way. The street was deserted; but lights were
beginning to show in nearby windows.

The glow deepened as Wade waiched. Then the bdl flashed into sght. It was coming across the
housetops like a comet.

Wade stared, and his face whitened in horror. The bal hung overhead for an ingant as the firg one had
done, then curved downward, a darting will-o-the-wisp of destruction. But it wasn't headed for his
window now. Its sngle glowing eye was moving sraight toward him with terrible purpose, as though it
possessed humean inteligence.

Dampness broke out on Wade's forehead as he dashed headlong up the street. The ball dropped past his
window and reached the spot where he had been a second before. It hung over the pavement, a glowing,
incandescent globe of deeath. Then it floated after imin the same way that it had pursued the police ear.

Screams came from those looking on overhead. Wade's breath whistled through his teeth in [abored,
horrified gasps. He zigzagged, trying to escape the terror that followed him like Fate itsdf. He could fed
the heat of it close behind im now. Any ingtant it might make contact with his body and accomplish its
work of destruction. His feet seemed weighted with lead and his flapping overcoat hampered him.

Then he noticed something he hadn't been conscious of before. The left pocket of his coat seemed to
sag. He thrugt his hand in. His groping fingers closed over a piece of oblong metd, cold to the touch.

He hadn't put it there himsdf. What was it? Where had it come from? A strange look came into his eyes.
He glanced over his shoulder and saw the purple bal of light close behind. He could hear the hissing,
crackling noise it made as it swept through the air.

His hand came out of his pocket grasping the oblong piece of metd. With a fierce gesture he flung it
away--and then a miracle seemed to happen.

The purple bl flashed off at a sudden tangent, hissng and whirling as it went, then dropped toward the
spot where the strange metd had skidded to a stop.

Wade threw himsdf flat on the pavement as the air behind him seemed to explode with aroar. A wave of
deefening sound came, followed by a battering current of wind. Stones and asphdt flew up in shattered
pieces.

Where the metd had been dl was darkness except for a few glowing sparks. These faded, and Wade,
panting for breath, lifted himsdf to his feet.

He understood now. Someone had vigted his room. Someone had dropped that piece of metd into his
coat. Doctor Zero had visted him and marked him for desth with this ement that would attract the
Purple Peil.

ADE went grimly back to his gpartment with the ripping, crackling sound of the exploding firebd! ill
ringing in his ears. An darm had been turned in by someone. He could hear a fire engine tearing up the
street with its Sren shrieking.

Bric-a-brac around the apartment had been broken by the explosion, and the telephone had been
knocked off its table. Wade picked it up and called Ingpector Thompson's number. Thompson would
want to know that he was dl right when reports of the attack came. The voice of the inspector reached



him over the wire, degpy and peevish.
"A hdl of atime to get a man out of bed, Hammond."

"That'swhat | thought just now when Doctor Zero tried to bump me off," said Wade. "He pretty nearly
succeeded, chief. My room here looks like a Texas cyclone had struck it."

He heard Thompson's gasp of surprise.

"Hetried to get you, Hammond? Did you find out anything?"

"Yes, it's dentific duff were deding with dl right. I'm going to see someone about it."
"Who?'

"Professor Orngtein, chief. He can tdl me alot of thingsif he wants to, I'll bet.”

Wade was dressed at the end of five minutes and on his way downgtairs again. A huge crowd had
collected in the street outsde. People were saring up at his broken windows, a the shattered glass, and
a the hole in the pavement.

He shouldered his way through them and got his roadster out of the garage. He shoved the accelerator
down to the floorboards as he headed for the Technologicd Inditute campus.

Thistime he parked his car outsde the grounds and went toward Orngtein's laboratory without letting the
night watchman see him. Lights were burning in Orngtein's place again. The professor was evidently hard
a work.

Wade started to go in the front way; then hesitated and walked around to the fire escape. He wondered
if he could jump up and reach the bottom ladder which was balanced and hung up from the ground by a
weight. Then suddenly he shrank back into the shadows. He had heard the sound of footsteps on the iron
rungs. Someone was coming down.

A moment more and Wade got a glimpse of a muffled black form descending the fire escape. As he
watched, the man stepped on the ladder which automaticdly lowered itsdf as the weight went up. Rusty
pivots squesaked in protest. The figurein black seemed hardly more than a Snister shadow.

Who was he and what was he doing there?

Wade legped forward. But a flower box close to the building and hidden by the darkness caught his foot.
He hdf-tripped over it, fdl to his knees on the grass, and his shoe clattered on the box.

The man on the ladder gave a muttered curse. He legped sidewise, landing on his feet on the grass
below, then turned and darted away, blending with the night shadows before Wade could reach him.

Wade didnt try to give chase. There were a score of places on the campus where the blackrobed
granger could hide. Wade ran into the building and pressed the button controlling the automatic eevator.

He waited impatiently while the car crawled up. Who was this stranger he had seen? Was it Orngein
himsdf?

He ran dong the corridor and knocked loudly on Orngtein's door. He waited, knocked again, but there
was no answer. Then he examined the door. He could see a thin glow of light coming from benegth it.
Someone must be insde--unless the man he had seen had been Ornstein--or unless---



Wade suddenly reached into his pocket and drew out a bunch of skeleton keys. They were marveloudy
delicate. One was more than a key. It was a complicated little tool with an adjugting screw at the end and
teeth that could be set into any Sze lock. It was Wade's own invention.

He thrugt it into the lock on Orngtein's door, turned the knurled screw head with sendtive fingers, and in a
moment had the door open.

The lights in Orngtein’s laboratory were dill burning brightly. He stared around, then his eyes suddenly
cameto rest on the far end of the room. They widened in horror.

The huddled figure of Professor Ornstein was lying on the floor, his white coat thrown open. And at one
Sde of the coat was a snider circle of spreading crimson!

CHAPTER VI - A CRY FOR HELP
"MURDERED!" Wadg's lips framed the word slently.

The man whom he had more than haf-suspected of being the killer was now lying dead at his feet! The
hendle of asmdl, sharp knife projected from Ornstein's side.

It was a knife that Wade remembered having seen on a shef at the time of his former vist. Ornstein had
used it as a paper cutter.

There were no Sgns of a druggle. The killer must have taken Orngtein by surprise.

Then Wade saw a hdf-open door into the next room. He walked to it, opened it farther, and saw that it
gave into aamd| |aboratory with a window opening on afire escape.

Something was lying in the center of the floor. It was a crumpled cambric handkerchief. He picked it up,
then whistled. In one corner of the handkerchief were theinitids"Z.S."

He went to the window and stared at it tensdy. A square had been cut deverly out of the pane and the
glass pushed in so that someone could reach the lock. It had been done so neatly and quidly that
Orngtein in the next room hadn't heard anyone enter.

Wade examined the edges of the cut pane. The cuts were deep but uneven. They hadn't been made by
any regular glass cutter; but they had been effective.

He went back into the main |aboratory, picked up the telephone and called Thompson's number again.

"You might aswel say out of bed, chief,” he said. "You won't get any deep tonight. Orngtein has been
bumped off now. Not a firebdl this time. Someone sneaked up and stabbed him with his own knife.
Youll want to come over and take alook."

In fifteen minutes the Sren of a fast police car made complaining echoes over the campus grounds. Wade
hed spent those fifteen minutes prowling around Orngtein's laboratory. But he hadn't found anything of
interest. The Hill, marblewhite face of the professor kept its secret. There was surprise rather than fear
written on his dead features.

When Thompson arrived Wade told him dl that he had seen and found, induding the handkerchief with
theiniids Z.S. on it.

"It's Smith dl right," said Thompson grimly. "But how to find him? He must have a hideout somewhere
near here”



The ingpector turned and snapped orders to two of his men.

"Hunt around the campus. Look for his tracks. If you find one of his footprints near the fire escape well
have him naled as the murderer. Then well smoke him out of his holeif it takes a year."

He sent two other men on the run to Smith's dormitory.
"Weve had the place shadowed," he said. "But he may have sneaked in."

All over the campus, lights were saringing up as the news of the murder spread to students and deepy
faculty members.

Wade began to examine the window again with Thompson at his sde. Then the telephone in the outer
laboratory began ringing harshly.

A detective picked it up, listened, then hdd the insrument out. There were tense linesin his face.
"Someonés cdling for hep!" he said.

Wade, sepping forward firgt, snatched the phone from the man's hand and put the receiver to his ear. A
voice he recognized a once came over the wire.

"For God's sake--1'm being attacked--here in my laboratory--help--1--"
The voice trailed off in a wheezing gasp. It was Professor Hartz spesking.

Wade veified this from the frightened operator downgtairs. Hartz had caled the Inditute switchboard
and the operator had transferred the cdl to Orngtein's room, knowing the police were there.

"Come on," sad Wade, turning to Thompson. "I know where Hartz is Someone is up there with
him--Doctor Zero, | think."

He went downstairs with Thompson and a detective at his sde. They ran across a section of the campus
and Wade led them to the building, on the top floor of which Hartz had his place.

Thompson fumed with impatience as the oldfashioned devator in Hartz's building went skyward
duggdhly.

"Hdl," he said, "this placeislike the Ark. Hell be dead by the time we get there.”
But Hartz wasn't dead. A muffled voice cdled out in answer to ther knock.
"Comein!"

HARTZ was on the floor, his head and shoulders resting againgt a couch. His collar and tie were ripped
open. He was fingering his neck and gasping hoarsely. The room was in complete disorder with books
and papers scattered around and a chair tipped over. The window was open. Hartz pointed toward it.

"He came through there--and left the same way." Hartz's voice was a hoarse croak. "l didnt see him. He
grabbed me from behind."

Wade ran to the window. A fire escape zigzagged down here, too, and night shadows obscured its
bottom.

Thompson lifted Hartz onto the sofa, then went and got him a drink of water from the cooler.



"Was it young Smith? Didn't you get a glimpse of him?'
Hartz shook his white head.
"No, but it was his hands | fet. The poor boy must have gone insane.”

"Orngein was murdered a few minutes ago,” said Thompson. "Weve got to locate Smith now. He and
Doctor Zero are the same man.”

Hartz nodded.
"An egomaniac,” he said. "A man with a Napoleonic complex.”

Wade recognized phrases from the terminology of popular psychology. He was staring around Hartz's
laboratory. A skylight window lighted it in the daytime. Batteries of powerful bulbs hung down with
dlvered reflectors behind them to make the place bright at night. On three sdes of the room the wadls
were lined with books and cabinets containing minerds and chemicas.

Wade seemed suddenly to loose interest in Hartz and what he was saying. He waked over to a
bookshelf and began taking down volumes. The professor turned hiswhite head to stare at Wade's back.
Inspector Thompson turned, too. His voice was sarcadtic.

"Weve got a murder investigation on our hands, Hammond. If you want to read why don't you join a
library?'

But Wade wasn't reading. He couldn't seem to find a book that satisfied him. He was pulling them out
now and piling them on a nearby table. Thompson spoke again.

"What the hdl's the matter with you, Hammond? Have you gone nuts? L eave those books adone!”

Professor Hartz lifted his feet off the sofa and banged them down on the floor. His expresson had
suddenly changed.

"Keep away from my books," he snapped. "L eave them done, young men."

Harsh lines had come into the professor's face dl a once. They were lines of poisonous bitterness; lines
that seemed to have been etched there by hidden, unhedthy emotions and secret hdll fires.

He rose and moved toward Wade, one claw-like hand stretched out and his eyes blazing. For Wade had
pad no attention to either im or Thompson. He was pulling out more books and reaching in behind
them.

Suddenly he grabbed two large red volumes. They Ieft a hole in the shdf, and Wade's hand darted in.
For amoment hisfingers groped. Then there came a click of metd.

Wade stepped back and Inspector Thompson gasped. The shelves of books covering the whole side of
the room were swinging outward, disclosng a door in the wal behind them.

"My God, Hammond--what's this?'
Thompson was saring in amazement at the secret door.

Professor Hartz seemed suddenly to have turned into a madman. He leagped toward Wade, his withered
old features a hideous mask of hate. His eyes seemed inhumean in ther ferocity. He wasn't the cool
scientist now. His hands reached toward Wade's throat like talons. But Wade stepped aside and whirled.



He gave Hartz a sudden violent push that sent him staggering back across the room.
"Waich him, chief. See that he doesn't pull agun or aknife. | want to take alook in here.”

WADE spoke with an ar of confidence that left Thompson speechless. He pulled the hidden door open
and stepped into the room behind it after snapping on a light switch. The room was another |aboratory,
compact and efficent, with a cement floor and a strange, squat piece of mechanism crouching in the
center like an evil mongter.

"Look!" Wade was pointing up toward the skylight.

There were windows up there which could be did back on rollers, and, close to them, was the end of a
telescoping meta shaft which had its base in the strange machine.

"I'm not enough of a scientist to tdl you just what it is" said Wade. "But here's where those firebdls that
killed Munn and the two detectives came from. It's an eectro-atomic generator of some sort, capable of
creating ball lightning which can be directed by means of a radioactive metd.”

A noise interrupted his words. It was the sound of thumping feet. Someone was kicking on wood. It
came from the door of a nearby closet. Wade walked over and flung it open. His face showed little
surprise; but Thompson muttered in amazemen.

Ingde the closet a young man with a gag in his mouth was tied hand and foot and lying on the floor. He
hed drawn his knees up and was thumping his hedls againg the wdl ludtily. It was Zadok Smith.

Wade took a penknife from his pocket, reached down and freed the young man. Smith was willing to
tak this time. Words tumbled over each other, "What did that old buzzard mean-—-tying me up? Did
Orngein put him up to it--and what's this place here?' "This" sad Wade softly, "is Doctor Zero's
laboratory. Our old friend, Hartz, has a dud persondity. He's Doctor Zero, magter crimind, with a brain
fired by ambitious schemes, and Professor Hartz, Ph.D., savant of science. Y ou've been sudying with a
versdtile man, Smith. Y ou should fed honored.”

"Good God--you don't mean it! Hartz has been doing dl this?'

"Yes, look over there, Smith. Even | can guess what he was doing here besides making lethd bdll
lightning. That was a Sdeissue”

Wade was pointing toward one side of the secret laboratory. A big dectric furnace stood on a meta
table. There was a cooling tank beside it and a shdf of glass jars containing hundreds of carbon crysas.

"I knew he was bugs on the notion of making atifida diamonds,” sad Smith. "But | didn't guess held
ever tried it."

"Thet was the mative behind his killings" said Wade. "He had to have money and lots of it for his
experiments. It was why he thought of his extortion plot againg Munn. He was nuts on diamonds. | fdt
when | firg met him that those two stones he wore were somehow out of character. He even used a
diamond to cut the glass on Orngtein's window. He must have thought Ornstein was getting suspicious
and he went there to plant a chunk of metd as he did inmy gpartment and then send a couple of firebdls
to do the trick. Orngtein caught him at it and Hartz used a knife to cover his tracks. He used you, Smith,
to spy on Orngtein's dectrica work and keep track of him."

Smith ssammered and flushed.

"I thought Orngtein was the murderer,” he said.



"Yes" sad Wade. "You thought you were being a pretty clever amateur detective with that gadget of
yours. | suppose you found that the fireballs came from the direction of the Indtitute.”

"Yes, | thought Orngtein was sending them.”

"So did | for awhile" sad Wade. "Hartz was clever. His acting just now showed that. He knew we'd
suspect Orngtein and you. He dropped your handkerchief when he went to Orngtein's place to make
ure”

Thompson edged forward. "Therés one thing | don't get," he said. "Who kidnapped Miss Munn? Where
isshe?'

Wade nodded toward Smith. "I've got an idea you can answer that," he said.
Smith nodded and turned red again.

"I didn't kidnap her," he said. "I warned her that she was in danger and got her to hide for awhile in a
sdfe place. She was scared. She didn't like Orngtein as much as she seemed to. She dways trusted me.
She'sin a hotd in the country.”

"That's another reason | began to think Smith wasn't the crimind,” said Wade. "I figured by the tracks
that Arlene Munn had left her aunt's willingly. Then that clue of the handkerchief in Orngtein's place was a
little too obvious. That and the diamond scratches on the window made me think that Hartz was the
murderer. With Orngtein dead and Smith out there seemed to be no one else. This room of Hartz's didn't
look big enough to take up dl the space here. | figured there was another room behind one of those
book sheves”

Thompson wiped his face.

"Youve done aswdl job, Hammond. We may not land Hartz in the hot seat. They may send him to the
bughouse instead. But with Doctor Zero out of the way well be able to get a good night's deep again and
the department will have some peace.”

MISTRESS OF SNARLING DEATH

STEPHEN DEMEREST stopped when he saw the figure coming toward him across the desolate,
rain-drenched fields. It was hisfirg glimpse of a human being since his car had mired in the thick mud of
the country road.

He was on foot now, logt in a dreary region of deserted farms and rocky fidds, from which dl fertility
seemed to have been pressed by the weight of ages. Even the spring rain had brought no life back to the
barren, eroded earth.

He waited beside the rough path he'd followed. The figure was only a dimly moving shape in the dusk, at
fird. Then, it materidized into a human form enveloped in some sort of dark cloak, with a iff,
wide-brimmed hat standing out queerly from the head, reminding him of a fantastic figure out of the migts
of antique Spanish legend. But thiswas New England he was in, not ancient Spain, and the gpproaching
figure was incongruous.

Then Stephen Demerest started. For the lowering sunset clouds broke apart a little. A sulphurous glow
came through them, touching the wet landscape with a weird, sckly saffron light. And he saw that the
person coming toward him was a woman.



She moved with dately grace. There was something so odd about her presence in this londy spot,
something so arresting in her costume, that Demerest stared in growing wonder.

She got closer. He saw tha she was youthful, hardly more than agirl. A girl with pale, impassive features,
beautifully molded, and great dark eyes that were strangdy fixed upon him.

He stood speechless, breathless. She was directly opposite before he pulled himsdf out of his trance
aufficently to speak. "Can you tdl me" he said, "if I'm anywhere near the Benjamin Haliday house?"

Her eyes remained fixed upon him, but she didn't answer. Demerest hurriedly explained: "My car got
guck in the mud. | had to leave it. | thought | was taking a short-cut across country to the Halliday
house, but gpparently I'm logt."

Sill she was dlent, her ova, cameo-clear face unchanging in its expression, her dark, unfathomable eyes
daing a him as though he were something less than human.

Demerest, wet, cold, weary and annoyed, stepped quickly toward her--and a once stopped with a
difled gasp. For a sound reached him that he hadn't heard before--the soft, rusling patter of many feet.
He saw suddenly that the gil wasn't done.

Behind her, their shaggy bodies amog invishle againg the dark ground, sx great black dogs padded
two abreast in somber escort. Their huge muzzes hung close to the earth. They rolled their eyes upward,
until a dozen points of sniger, greenish fire glared a Demerest. He stood transfixed, spellbound, feding
his spine crawl with horror.

Ye they were only dogs after dl, he reasoned, and this gil congtituted his one hope of finding his way
out of the wilderness before night came.

He took another step toward her. The dogs, as though obeying a quick, unspoken command, broke ther
grange formation and suddenly ringed him, the giant leaders dinking around to his back, the others
dationing themsdlves one on each sde and two in front. They stood giff-legged, fangs bared, the fur on
their necks lifting up in savage hackles.

Demerest fdt a moment of ingtinctive, aringing dread. He wasn't a coward. But his good sense told him
that he stood in the presence of violent death. In a concerted attack these dogs would rip out his throat,
literdly tear him to pieces.

The gl stopped, too. Tdl, imperious, and lovely in spite of her grotesque garb, she regarded him
searchingly for many seconds, her great, dark eyeslingering on his face. Then her lips moved. She made
aducking sound to the dogs.

They fdl out of ther ring formation as quickly as they had assumed it, and dunk behind her again,
following with slent obedience as she moved away.

Demerest stood weak and trembling, a light sweat beading his forehead, as the weird caval cade passed
on. The dogs appeared to vanish dmogt a once, their great shapes blending with the darkness of the
ground.

For aful minute he watched the girl move off, and got a suggestion of the lithe loveliness of her figure
beneath her cloak, the exquisite grace of her carriage. He stared until her imperious shoulders blurred and
disappeared in the gathering dusk.

Then, resolutely, he turned and followed. She had refused to speak to him. Her dogs had menaced his
life Sheld treated him as something to be ignored or scorned. But there mug, he reasoned, be some



human habitation in the direction she had taken.

DARKNESS came. The sulphurous glow faded from the west, extinguished by the dying day, and
blotted out by the low-seeping ran clouds that were gathering again. A wind whimpered across the
s0ggy fidds like a tortured spirit. Demerest strayed from the path severd times

He bumped into jagged rocks, scratched himsdf on ground-dinging bushes. At the end of hdf an hour it
was pitch-black. His amdl flashlight, with its battery nearly exhausted and its bulb dready weekly red,
shed hardly enough illumingtion for him to see a yard ahead. Findly he caught Sght of a wan glimmer in
the darkness.

He moved toward it, seeing in imagingtion the shapes of the great black dogs creeping close. The
dimmer became an old-fashioned porch lantern swinging above the door of a massve stone house.

Demerest stooped and groped for a stick. If the black beasts served as watch dogs for this manson, they
might attack him.

He got closer, stared at the imposng front of the building, and redized that this mugt be the Haliday
place. A sudden sense of the strangeness of his misson came to him. It was deeper, more egrie than
when he'd received the letter in his pocket, every word of which he remembered clearly. It read:

Dear Stephen:

Y ou probably have forgotten me, but your dear father and | were very close friends. And now, because
I'm in desperate trouble, I'm turning to you, his son.

I've heard that you're engaged in radio work. Please come to my country home at once. Pretend you're
nothing more than a radio repair man whom I've summoned. Don't admit that you know me. Be formd
when we mest, unless we get a chance to tak aone. Guard every action, every word. Be ready to help
mewhen the Sgndl is given. There's no one else on the outside I'd dare turn to.

I've made many mistakes. I've been awicked, sdfish old fool. But, for the sake of one | love more than
lifeitsdlf, | ask you to hdp me. The enclosed check for five hundred dollars will defray expenses.

Thinking back, Stephen Demerest shook his head. He had no inkling of the letter's meaning. He
remembered Benjamin Halliday only dimly, recalling, however, that he had once been his father's friend.
Only a few meager bits of information had come to him about Haliday. The man had grown wedthy in
Europe. He had married brilliantly but unhappily. His wife had run off with another man, leaving him with
an infant daughter. Then no further reports of Haliday had reached Demerest until, two years ago, heldd
seen a brief notice in the paper of Haliday's arriva in America.

Wha the man's trouble now was, why he had buried himsdf in the wildest part of New England,
Demerest could not imagine

But the gze of the house before him indicated wedth. He bedieved it was Haliday's place. He
approached the door, lifted the old-fashioned knocker and heard the hollow thud of it echo far indde the
house.

Footsteps approached. The door was opened and Demerest froze into startled wonder. It was as though
the mouth of some fantagtic sub-chamber of hdl had opened. Never had he seen such a revaltingly ugly
men as the one who stood in the threshold.

A angle, gaing eye gazed out of a scarred, pockmarked face. The man's nose had been esten away by
accident or disease. His mouth was twigted into a misshapen hole that showed two broken teeth. The



place where his other eye should have been was a gaping, horrible cavity in his cadaverous face.
Demerest made an effort to keep his voice steady. "Isthis Mr. Haliday's house?' he asked.

For dmaogt a minute the single eye of the man before him searched his face, probed like a bright gimlet,
trying, it seemed, to read his thoughts. Then the ugly head bobbed. The man stood waiting.

"I'm aradio specidig,” went on Demerest. "Mr. Hdliday asked me to come to do some reparing. My
car, with dl my tools in it, got mired in the mud. I'll have to get it in the morning. | wonder if | can day
here for the night?'

Agan the nosdless face bobbed. The man could understand, but seemed incgpable of speech. It came to
Demerest with another pang of horror that he was not only disfigured but also mute.

The hideous servant stood aside and motioned for Demerest to enter. Demerest did so and found himsdf
inarichly decorated hdl. He started to look about him, then jumped as a voice suddenly spoke a his
gde "Thisway if you please!"

He had seen no one ese come in, but when he looked around, there was another man dmost as ugly as
the firg--a gnome-like figure with immensdy broad shoulders and arms that nearly reached the floor. His
amian, brutal face appeared hardly human, yet it was he who had spoken. He added gruffly: "You can't
see Mr. Hdliday now. The doctor's with him. Wait in here.”

The gnome-man ushered Demerest into a big drawing-room, then turned and left him. Demerest
nervoudy drew a cigarette from his coat and lit it. But hed barely taken a puff when a shuffling step
sounded.

He whirled, went close to the door. An old man carrying a physcian's black satchel came dowly down
the stairs. He, too, was hideoudy ugly, chinless, with a great projecting nose like the beak of some bird,
and a pompadour of giff white hair, giving him the look of an evil, crested parrot. He nodded at the
servant, turned red-rimmed eyes on Demerest.

Demerest shuddered. Every human being he had seen in this fantadtic place had been ugly as Satan.

The gnome-man saw the doctor to the door, then came back and planted himsdf in front of Demerest.
"You may now go up and see Mr. Hdliday," he said, harshly. "I understand he's expecting you."

Demerest didn't answer. He moved up the stairs, heard the gnome-man's step close behind him. The
servant was dogging his footsteps like an evil shadow.

"Right herel” The servant hed open a door and followed Demerest into a room where there was a huge,
old-fashioned canopied bed.

Demerest's eyes swung to the figure on it, then to the two others who stood beside it.

HE man in the bed was obvioudy Haliday. That wrinkled, crafty face, prematurdy aged, tirred vague
memaries in Demerest's mind. The other two, a youngish, far-haired couple, were the firg
cvilized-looking people hed seen in the house. The woman had far skin, a shapey body and
washed-out but ill attractive blue eyes. The man bore a driking resemblance to her. Both seemed
wdll-bred, quigt.

Hdliday turned feverish eyes on his vistor. Demerest could sense the hideous, gnomelike servant
danding close behind him; and Halliday's expresson seemed to plead creftily for Demerest to be
discrest.



"Y ou've come about the radio,” said Hdliday in athin, flat voice. "I'm glad. It hasn't been acting right. I'm
an old man, bedridden, helpless. The radio, which keeps mein touch with the outside world, is one of my
few pleasures.”

"I won't be able to fix it until tomorrow,” Demerest said. "My car, with dl my tubes and testing
equipment, is stuck in the road a mile from here. If youll let me spend the night, I'll start on the radio
tomorrow."

"I expected you to spend the night,” said Haliday. "We're far from things here--isolated, as you see” He
waved histhin hand toward the man and the woman. "My good friends, Eric and Nana Larsen! They and
my daughter, Gail, are taking turns nurang me."

Demerest looked into the faded blue eyes of the man and the woman, and knew that these two mugt be
brother and ster.

The woman favored him with a amile that made her look younger and glamoroudy appeding, in a foreign
sort of way. "Please to meet you," she said, with a dight, becoming accent. Then her eyes fdl on the
hideous gnome standing behind Demerest. The amile l&ft her face and she shuddered. An air of tenseness
ettled over the room.

Halliday's features, now that the firg effort of gregting was over, had become wan and corpsdlike, ther
only expression one of inscrutable, deepseated terror. He said, liglesdy: "Dinner will soon be ready. I'm
sorry | can't join you; but | shdl not be done. Either Eric or Nanawill stay with me”

The invitation to dinner seemed dso dismissd. The hideous servant, sanding so close behind Demerest
that he could fed the man's breath on his neck, said: "Come, Mr. Demerest. I'll find you a room."

Demerest had only a smdl grip with him. He followed the squat-bodied servant down a long hdl. The
men thrust open a door, lighted an ail lamp and favored Demerest with a curious leer. He sad: "Her€'s
where youll deep.”

There was another canopied bed in the room---like the one Hdliday had. The house was obvioudy
ancient, dl the furnishings dating back to Colonid times. The servant withdrew, then aoruptly thrugt his
ugly face back around the door. "Dinner will be ready in ten minutes"" he growled.

Demerest unpacked his things, went out into the hdl, and saw Nana Larsen descending the staircase. She
hed changed her gown, as though for his especid benefit. Her low-cut dress reveded the shapdliness and
dluring whiteness of her shoulders.

But a moment later the pae beauty of Nana Larsen was eclipsed by the lush, dark loveiness of the girl
who entered the hdl below, through another door.

Demerest started, stared, fdt his heart contract. For he was again looking a the classc, inscrutable
features of the mydery girl, whose great dogs had menaced hislife

Nana Larsen amiled. "Miss Haliday, thisis Mr. Demerest, your father's radio man."

The mydery girl's dark eyes searched Demerest's face. She nodded briefly, acknowledging the
introduction. There was something both haughty and tragic in her bearing. She preceded them into the
dining room, and Demerest noticed that she was dressed dmost as srangdy as before. Her gown was
individud and exquistey becoming, but old-fashioned, Victorian in its cut, as though the girl were
costumed for some part in a play.

A third repulsive and gnome-like servant, seeming to be a brother of the one who had given Demerest his



orders, was in the dining room. Gal Haliday seated hersdf with dl the hauteur of a princess. Nana
Larsen amiling did into her chair. Demerest took a place facing the two women.

He had a drange feding of unredity. No one spoke. The candles on the table shed a light that barely
penetrated to the corners of the big Colonid room. The presence of the monger-like servants cast a
damper on the med. Demerest could fed ther eyes boring into him, watching his every move.

Each time one of them went near Nana Larsen, to present adish, she cringed away, as though the white,
bare skin of her arms and shoulders shrank from any possible contact with their Smian hands.

GAIL HALLIDAY kept her eyes seadfasly on her plate. Demerest found himsdf waiching her with
ever-increasing fascination. He'd never seen agirl like her, never beheld such a mixture of strange beauty
and chill doofness. Once, when she raised her dark eyes and glanced at him, he had a sense of hidden,
unaroused depths, tragic and exciting. He was attracted by her and afraid of her, & one and the same
time. Nana Larsen made conversation findly by asking him about his trip from the city, durring soft
words in her peculiarly accented voice.

The med ended at last. Gal Haliday dipped away as myderioudy, as dlently, as she had come. Nana
Larsen went updtars and Eric Larsen came down. But he did not atempt to tak to Demerest, and
Demerest went to his room, after one cigarette.

There seemed nothing ese to do. Hdliday hadn't cdled him, and he found himsdf wondering if the old
man's strange letter had not been the product of ddirium.

As he went dong the hdl to his chamber, he caught Sght of the most hideous of the servants, the one with
the sngle burning eye and nosdess face, watching him. The ugly mute stared, as though in secret,
diabolica speculation.

Demerest paced his room nervoudy, smoking cigarette after cigarette. The whimpering wind rose outside
to a tortured moan. Spurts of ran rapped againgt his window with a sound like bony knuckles. Demerest
drew the shade, gazed out.

He started when he looked across to another wing of the house, where there were lighted shades, across
which afigure moved--the tall, lithe, glorious figure of Gail Haliday. She was aso pacing, appearing and
regppearing againg the shades.

Then Demerest heard the throaty howling of dogs, a strange, clamorous, oddly menacing chorus, out in
the darkness of the night. Somewhere on the other side of the court, in the girl's wing of the house, the
great black beasts were imprisoned, stirred apparently by the noise of the ssorm, and by a macabre,
vagudy-felt restlessness thet filled the air. Demerest suddenly had a sense that unknown, devilish forces
were dl about; that some sorm other than the wind and the rain was gathering, cregping closer and
closer, threatening them all.

Thegirl findly stopped pacing. She disappeared from a window, then came back. For a moment he saw
her figure egrily slhouetted without the strange gown on it; saw the chaste, proud lines of her body. Then
her light went out.

Demerest lay down on his bed without undressng. Steadily, above the wind and rain, he heard the
mournful howling of the dogs. He dozed into fitful dumber, their anima voices ringing in his ears like some
weird devil's chorus.

A scream awakened him, brought him bolt upright in bed, then sent him lunging off it, sraight toward the
door. For there was terror, anger in the ghrill cry, and it wasin the hdl outside.



Demerest flung the door open, leaped into the corridor. In the glow of a hanging lamp near the Stairway
he saw two sruggling figures. One was the hideous, apelike gnome-man who had spoken to him. The
other was Nana Larsen.

Shetried to bresk away as Demerest stood gaping. Her face was convulsed in terror and loathing. The
servant clutched her with arms that writhed like condricting pythons. He lifted her bodily, tried to carry
her toward the airs.

With a cry Demerest legped forward. But he stopped dmost a once, as though stedl cables were |ooped
about his wrigts. He stooped and whirled, gasping, with the dutch of muscular fingers around his arms.
He looked back, saw that the other gnome-man had sneaked up behind him.

THE inhuman-gppearing monster was incredibly strong, so strong that, with the surprise hold he had
taken, Demerest was helpless. He cursed, kicked back, but the gnome-man twisted his arms urtil they
ached, blocking dl movemen.

Nana Larsen shrieked, trying desperately to get free. Demerest saw her frantic movements tear her
gown, saw the gleam of bare flesh, white as alabaster. The gnome-man's fingers twined closer around
her. He clutched her desperatdly, jaws clenched, eyes glaring, panting with his efforts.

Then the tdl form of Eric Larsen bounded into the hdll. His eyes were blazing. He had a gun in his hand.
With a nerve that Demerest admired, he took am, waited a brief ingant till his sster's squirmings left a
portion of the servant's chest uncovered. Then he fired, twice.

With a hideous howl, the ugly servant dropped the woman. He took three steps backward, clutched at
his chest, toppled down the stairs, with death glazing his eyebdls. The man holding Demerest whimpered
and broke away. He was quick as he darted dong the hdl, but Eric Larsen was quicker. He dapped a
bullet after the retresting figure.

Demerest heard the spat of it againg flesh, saw the gnome-man's am jerk, heard his moan of pain. Then
the man was gone through a door. And Demerest turned and strode toward the falen woman.

She was just picking hersdf up, her clothes hdftorn from her. But in her agitation she didn't seem to
notice them. Her brother, Eric, was panting with fury, face tense and white. The sound of the shots had
aroused the dogs dill more. Their barking rose to a frenzied pitch, blended with the moaning of the wind.
Nana shivered, pressed her ams across her body. Eric tensdy sad: "Stay here. Miss Hdliday is in
danger. I've got to see”

Demerest started to follow, but Nana clutched him. "No, stay with me! I've got to go back to Mr.
Hdliday. He is in danger, too, but--" She suddenly turned, ran down the dairs to where the fdlen
gnome-man lay in a tumbled heap. Demerest saw her stoop and retrieve a andl automatic, which the
men had evidently taken from her. She came running up the stairs, her torn clothes flgoping wide.

Eric Larsen had gone, and Nana mationed Demerest to follow her into Haliday's room. Hdliday was
gtting up in bed, wild-eyed, saring. His face whitened at sght of Demerest and Nana. He sad in a
drangled whisper: "What--what has happened?’

Nana went to him, laid her hand on his forehead, and pushed him gently but firmly back. "Nothing, my
friend. Please cdm yoursdf. One of your servants attacked me, and Eric had to shoot him. The man was
mad. But there is nathing to fear. Eric has gone to see that Gal isn't harmed.”

An unearthly howling came from the dogs, riang in a crescendo louder than a anytime before. Hdliday
pushed himsdf up, bright feverish spots burning in his gaunt cheeks, eyes like living cods. "No, no!" he



cried. "Something must be done. Demerest, go to Gall. Help her!™

Demerest turned toward the door, but a sudden icy voice checked him. "Fool--stay quiet! Another step,
and I'll kill you."

Hewhirled. Nana Larsen was dutching the autometic, had pointed it Sraight a his heart. Her pae blue
eyes were glittering and deadly, chill as ice. Her voluptuous body was as rigid as a figure carved from
snow. He saw her finger tighten on the trigger as she read defiance in his eyes, saw murder on her face,

He did the one thing possible, legped sdewise and dropped flat. He heard the report of the gun, fet the
fanning flame of the bullet above his head. He caught hold of a light char and flung it a her. As she
legped aside screaming, he rushed her in the brief ingtant that her gun was deflected.

She siwung wildly, crashed two more shots his way. But she missed him. He closed with her, thrusting her
wrig downward and aside in agrip of iron.

She fougnt like a trapped panther. She kicked him, scratched him. When he wrestled the gun from her
fingers, made her drop it, she bent suddenly and sank her white teeth into his arm.

He cried out, hugged her in a regtricting grip that made her hardly able to move. She hissed like a cat,
came up out of her burding dress, her body gleaming, and tried to scratch out his eyes. Demeres, in the
graining emergency of the moment, did something held never done before, something ungdlant but
necessary. He crashed afig to the point of her chin, dropping her, sensdess, to the floor.

He turned away, picked up her gun, and ran to the door, with Hdliday shouting for him to hurry. He
didn't know what weird conspiracy he had to face. He only knew that Gall Haliday was in some sort of
danger. He seemed to fed her dark, unfathomable eyes upon him, no longer arrogant, but helpless and

appeling.

He ran through the corridor down a flight of sairs, around another hdl into that other wing of the
manson. He heard a sound of battle, saw Eric Larsen sruggling with the second gnome-like figure. The
servant had evidently jumped him, taken him by surprise. With his one good arm, he was trying to hold
Larsen, dutching both wrigts, to prevent him from again usng his weapon. Larsen was snaling, cursng,
and the dogs in a nearby room were howling frightfully, legping againg a closed door, scratching and
whining with desperate claws.

DEMEREST ran draight toward the fighting figures. He raised the gun he had taken from Nana Larsen.
Then Eric Larsen saw him. With a superhuman wrench, he broke away from the servant. He whirled, his
gun amed draight at Demerest.

Demerest pumped the trigger of the amall automatic. He fdt a brief, Sckening sensation ingde when no
shat sounded. The gun's magazine was empty.

He saw the quick flash of Larsen's pigtal, fdt a hot, singing pain at the top of his head. He sank to his
knees, as though a burning iron had been lad across his scalp. He sank inertly, saw Larsen turn and fire
draght into the gnome-man's face. The ugly creature went down spouting blood.

Larsen turned and disappeared through a door. Demerest could Hill see. His eyes were haf-open. His
mind was even capable of regigering impressons. But the sunning force of the bullet that had lad his
scalp open, dmog seared his brain, made movement impossible. He could only lie and stare through
half-closed lids

Dimly he heard a scream, then silence--except for the fearful racket of the dogs. A moment later, Larsen



came through the door. He was carrying Gail Haliday. There was a bruise on the girl's white forehead.
She wasin her nightdress, with her white legs trailing. Larsen, without a Sngle glance at Demerest, bore
her dong the hdl and out into the night.

Demerest tried to rise. He fought within himsaf, as a man fights a horrible, paralyzing force; fought while
his brain burned in agony, and hot blood trickled down his face. But he couldnt rise. And he saw a
shadow, asin anightmare, creep dong the hal when Larsen had gone.

It was the horrible, noseless servant with the Sngle eye. The eye was glaing now, burning with the fierce
light of a devil's torch. The man was shaking. His lips were moving, writhing across his broken teeth,
though no sound came from them.

He moved draight toward the door, from behind which the howling of the dogs sounded. He sprang a
bolt, drew the door outward. He went down writhing under a mad rush of flying black bodies.

Like the moving ribbon of some satanic cyclorama, Demerest saw the snarling, wicked heads of the great
black dogs. He saw their green eyes, their davering lips, ther bared and gligening fangs. He saw them
come graight toward himin asurging flood of fury. They loomed as large as mammoths, ther fangs were
curving scimitars that seemed, to his dazed brain, to sweep the whole hdlway. He dready thought he fdt
them, rending, tearing at his throat, thought he fdt his own hot blood choking him.

But ingtead the dogs passed over him, unheedingly trampled him with their flying paws, went by so near
him that he could fed their fetid breaths on his face. They passed on dong the hdl, turned in a column
and plunged through the open doorway out into the night.

Demerest lay weekly, sheer terror bringing his numb brain dowly back. He watched as the oneeyed,
mongtrous servant got to his feet. He saw a hideous, sniser expression on the man's scarred face. The
servant disappeared for a brief moment, returned, and came toward Demerest with something in his

fingers

Demerest cringed with returning consciousness, gasped and shrank back in horror as the one-eyed
servant pressed a cold substance againg his face. Then reason asserted itsdf. Demerest relaxed for an
ingant, trembling.

The one-eyed man was pressng a wet cloth to his skin, trying to revive him. Demerest helped, bettling
the doudy pan in his head. The servant got two more cloths, then dragged Demerest to his feet. He
plucked at Demerest's coat deeve, made strange, inarticulate whimpers in his scarred throat, pointed out
the door through which the dogs had gone.

Demerest understood that he was to follow them. The servant drew an old-fashioned lantern from a
closat. He shuffled ahead of Demerest, dill beckoning fiercdly.

As he neared the doorway, Demerest heard a sound he was never to forget, a sound of mortd,
bloodcurdling horror coming out of the darkness---a scream torn from a humen throat. Above it, he
heard the snarling of the dogs like that of a pack of ravening wolves.

The one-eyed sarvant hurried forward. Demerest, weak and trembling, followed. The cold rain on his
face helped to revive him, washed the blood from the crease dong his scalp. The sound of the horrible
battle ahead lent speed to his feet.

Then under the glow of the lantern, he saw what was hgppening; saw a bloodstained body leap upward,
like a huge white fish, above a sea of tossng black muzzles. The sea of savage animd forms was speared
with green points of light, like stars blazing above water.



LARSEN, gtripped from the waist up, hisflesh torn aready into awful ribbons, was driking right and left
with his gun butt. But the fierce dogs pulled him down. His crimson-stained back disappeared under a
tidd wave of furry bodies. He didn't appear again, and the sound of gurgling, bubbling worryings that
followed sickened Demerest.

The servant waved his skinny arms, again meking meaningless noises. The dogs snarled and broke away
alittle Demerest caught Sght of the dill, shapeless thing that had a moment before been Larsen. Faint
and sickened, he turned toward the dumped form on the ground a little way off.

The dogs, jaws dripping, indantly sprang away from ther dead quarry. Demerest thought for an ingtant
they were going to fly at him. But they ringed the form of Gall Haliday and snarled their menace a him
until the ducking of the nosaless servant made them draw off.

Then Demerest and the servant bent over Gall Hdliday. She lay unconscious but fesbly dirring, the thin,
rain-soaked nightdress plastered to the lovely lines of her body, beautiful, Demerest thought, as some
reclining, fabled goddess. The servant plucked Demerest's arm, made mations for him to pick the girl up
and carry her.

Demerest did s0, feding a strange, thrilling sense of protective tenderness as her warm body lay againgt
his chest. Her face was upturned. Her black, slky har lay in damp, sweet ringlets on her glorious
shoulders.

Asthe servant led the way, Demerest bore her toward the house, leaving that gridy thing out in the dark.
The dogs fdl into step behind him, escorting him now, as though in carrying their strange mistress he had
become their master. Demerest thrilled with an exultant feding of power as he heard their padding feet.

As he entered the house, and the light fdl on Gall Halliday's face, he stopped in wonder.

The painin his head seemed to turn to a quivering song; the beat of tumultuous music. She was beautiful,
S0 beautiful, that he bent irresdibly, as one in a dream, and pressed his lips agang her warm, damp
ones. It was a tender kiss, respectful inits lightness, an impulse born of the whirling giddiness in his heed,
and the greet drain held been under.

But as he kissed her, Gall Hdliday's eyes opened. The lids fluttered like moth wings for a moment,
uncovering the dark, glorious depths that lay beneath. She lay dill in his arms for a breathless second,
looking up, while a dow, strange amile softened her face. Childlike, trusting, her arms tightened about his
neck for the barest ingant. Then color flooded her pae cheeks. She dipped from his grasp, sad huskily:
"We mug go to my father. He may have been hurt. Those terrible people!™

She turned and ran down the hdl, her damp hair swinging againg her neck. Demerest and the servant
followed, around the wing of the house, up a Sairway, into Halliday's room.

HALLIDAY was dtting up in bed, face twitching, hoarsely cdling out. Nana Larsen ill lay crumpled.

Hdliday sank back gasping and held out his sheking arms to his daughter. She fled to them, said soft,
reassuring things to comfort him. Then suddenly remembering her thin nightdress, she shrank shyly away
into a corner.

Demerest stared a Hdliday, and the sick man, finding his voice, spoke to his daughter. "Please go
outsde a minute, Gail. There are some things | want to tdl our friend, Demerest--things he will want to
know."

When the girl had gone, Hdliday grasped Demerest's hand in his "You have been kind," he sad, "so



kind to come here. Y ou have saved us."

Demerest shook his head. He pointed to the noseless servant. "Thank him. He saved things, just now, by
turning the dogs on Larsen. Larsen shot the two others. Heis dead, now, himsdf."

"If you hadn't come" said Hdliday, "my servants would never have had the courage to act. Your ariva
wasthe 9gnd.”

"Thesgnd for what?'

"To make an attempt to free ourselves from the bondage of the Larsens.” Haliday bent forward, his
voice trembling. "You must have guessed that they had some hold over me. | know | am dying; | can tak
fredy, now. There are many things I've done that | shouldn', but | didn't deserve such persecution. The
Larsens were criminds, wicked people trying to sted my money--and Eric Larsen wanted Gail."

"I don't think | quite understand,” said Demerest.

"No, no, you wouldn't. But thiswill hdp to explainit. | killed the man who ran off with my wife--shot him
ina far fight after he had caused her deeth by his bruta trestment. | am not a murderer, redly--but the
law is sometimes crud. It seemed best to leave Europe, quickly. | thought nobody knew, but the Larsens
learned what | had done somehow. They followed me here to blackmail me, bleed me. They threatened
to expose me as acrimind, unless | turned over everything | had. They knew | was old, dying, and when
| was stubborn, Eric Larsen saw a way of accomplishing his ends through Gal. He might have
succeeded---if you hadn't come. He would have taken her away--1 don't know where."

Hdliday lay back bregthing laboredly for a moment. Demerest could see the tortured pounding of his
heart, and knew that the man's days were numbered. Haliday went on dowly, huskily:

"Inmany ways, as| sadinmy letter, I've been a wicked, sdfish fool. But after my wife, Grace, left me,
after I'd brought up Gall from babyhood, nursed her, watched over her, | made up my mind that no men
should ever take her from me. She had reached lovely young womanhood when | brought her here. |
tried my best to see that no attractive man should ever meet her. | hired the most hideous servants | could
find. | saw to it that even our family doctor was old and ugly. | went further, and encouraged a scorn of
men in Gall hersdf, told her never to speak to any stranger, gave her cothes that were unconventiond,
queer. Even the dogs were my doing. She's held in such terror by the few neighbors we have, that no
men would go near her.

"But it was wrong, wicked. What has happened in the last few weeks has made me see it. She might,
even in her londiness, have been beguiled by that mongter, Larsen. It was wrong, and | want to ask a
favor of you, Demerest. | want to pay you handsomey to see, after I'm dead, that Gal leads a more
normd life that she meets some good young men and finds love and marriage, if that is her wish. Will you
do thet for me, in memory of the friendship that | bore your fether?'

Demerest started to speak, then turned his head. Gall Halliday had stolen back into the room. She stood
just ingde the doorway, tdl, white, lovey as a vison, her dark eyes fixed upon him, a strange, knowing
amile softening her lips.

Demerest turned toward her father and bowed his head. "I think | can promise to take good care of
Gal," he said. "Something tells me she and | are dways going to understand each other, and be---dear
friends”

THE THING THAT KILLED



WE didnt kill old Doc. The rotten press campaign agang us is just low-down ydlow journdism. The
vidous attack of Didrict Attorney Gleason is a lot of palitical hooey, thrown out to caich a few extra
votes. Patsy Stevens and | are not guilty of the murder of the world's greatest botanist, Dr. Henrich
Sgmund Bloch. Out of respect for his family, and because | didn't want to chuck mud at the name of a
Nobel Prize winner, I've kept my mouth shut up till now. I've refused to give the details of the craziest,
creepiest sdientific experiment ever pulled off. Before that nightmare evening when Bloch's mania for
digging into the mygteries of life made him go hog-wild, he was tops in science. | guess you know that his
gudiesin hybridiam and his four-volume work, Osmoatic Irregularities among the Sarraceniaceous Plants,
are classcs. | 4ill think of m mysdf as a sort of intelectud dynamo, a great botanicd genius. And, in
spite of the spine-jolting bumps he put me over, | can separate Bloch the experimentdist from Bloch the
man.

But | can't hold my tongue any longer. The only chance Patsy Stevens and | have of dearing away the
cloud of suspicion that's making life tough for us is to tdl the truth frankly. Then maybe people will stop
heckling us, stop whispering about us, stop pointing at us as if we were a couple of homicida crooks.

It dl began when | got Sgmund's note, written in his crabbed, old-maid handwriting:

Dear Jary: You'rethefdlow | need to hep meinajob of work I've got on hand. It's terribly important.
Please come out to my place this evening. And--this will probably seem odd to you--don't tdl a living
soul you're coming. Destroy this note, Jerry, if you dill respect your cranky old prof.

Y ours affectionately,
Sgmund.

There were two reasons why that note bothered me. Doc was never one to be furtive about anything. He
was s0 honest and open he would just as leave hand his bankbook to a confidence man as not. Now he
was acting as secretive as a spy. And | couldn't see why he had picked on me to hdp him in a "terribly
important” experiment, inasmuch as | nearly flunked two of his courses a schooal.

As Doc had once sad himsdf, | was better at the "dynamic tropisms of the footbdl fidd' than | was at
lab work. There was something phony about the whole set-up. But | was flattered up to my neck that he
wanted me to help him.

Grinning, | touched a maich to the note and let the ashes drop. 1 wouldn't have grinned if | had redized
that in burning that note and accepting Bloch's invitation | was letting mysdf in for ataste of unadulterated
sdentific horror that would haunt me like a nightmeare the rest of my life

But then, as I've indicated, I'm no mentd Titan. I'm just one of those chaps who, was thrown in the firg
round by the Eingein theory and who's dlill fighting a loang battle with math.

| did what old Sgmund asked me to---said nothing to anybody about where | was going. | dipped away
right after supper and headed my Lizzie, which runsin defiance of the laws of equilibrium, gravitation and
the conservation of energy, toward the Jersey hills where Doc has his hangout.

It's quite a dump, too. Some of his breeds of crazy plants have been bought by nurserymen dl over the
country. Doc has picked up some dough to play with. He has put it into greenhouses and buildings on his
hundred-acre farm.

| got there just at sunset. Doc met me at the door and | thought at fird it was the sunset light that made
him look so queer. Then | figured he mugt be sick. For he was just about the color of the sheepskin |
amog didn't get. It was afunny kind of paleness, asif he had a bad case of anemia



HIS long nose was white and pinched. There were blue circles under his eyes and his cheeks were
sunken.

His voice was hearty enough when he sad: "Hdlo, Jerry." But | noticed when he shook hands that his
fingers trembled. He turned and led me into the house and | couldn't help seeing that his legs were shaky,
too.

"You don't fed well, do you, Prof?' | said.

He turned and gave me afunny look. There was something strange in it, something I'd never seen before.
It was dmogt like suspicion, or cunning.

"I never fdt better in my life, Jerry,” he said. "But I've been wotking hard; maybe not egting or degping
quite enough--and this job of mineis exacting."

| sensed suddenly that he was being evasive.
"What's the job?" | asked.

He ignored that, led me through severd doors into a back room of the man house, and | noticed
something ese that struck me as funny. Every time he went through a door old Doc locked it after him.

He got more and more excited and shaky. By the time we reached his back-room den, there were amdl
hectic flush spots on his paper-white skin. | was more sure than ever that he was sick.

But he didn't talk like asick or discouraged man. His voice held excitement, dation. He seemed to have
some big secret under his hat.

"Youre curious, aren't you, Jerry?' he said. When | nodded, he added: "I don't blame you. Youve a
right to be eaten up with curiogity. But before | tdl you about my work, | want to prepare you alittle. |
don't want you to think 1've become a crackpot.”

He looked a me with an odd mixture of defiance and apped as though he were begging me to be
indulgent.

"Prof," | said. "I'd have fath in you if you told me you'd transplanted strawberries to the moon. I'm only
wondering why you picked out a dumbbel like me to help you when you might have got a whole bunch
of sxteen-cylinder, vave--in-the-head brain trusters.”

"Theres areason for that,” Doc said mygerioudy. "I'l explain. But let me show you afew thingsfirg."

He drew a bunch of microphotographs from his desk and shoved them toward me. They had things on
them that looked like little boats with the bare ribs showing. There were others that were round, like
creular sections of honeycomb with perfectly formed hexagond cells.

"You know what those are, Jerry?"

| nodded. "Diatoms. You can dredge them out of any pond. Every amateur microscopist in the country
has squinted at them.”

Doc chuckled.

"And you know, Jerry, that we botanigts like to cdl them matile plants. But--" he held up a trembling
finger---"there's no absolute assurance that they're plants except tha they show traces of chlorophyl.
Old-timers thought they were tiny marine animas. They have sliceous skeletons that withstand bailing in



sulphuric acid. They move around and behave very much like mollusks. They may be plants or animas or
both. They may be one of the missing links between the plant and animd kingdoms."

Doc was on one of his favorite subjects. | nodded again.
"You used to tdl us that in the classroom, Prof.”

"Forgive an old man's lapse of memory,” he murmured. "l just wanted to be sure you understood, Jerry.
Her€'s another picture. Y ou can identify that, too, of course.”

"Sure, Prof," | said. "I'm no botanist, but we got severa specimens of those when you took us out on
fidd excurdons. They're pitcher plants. Once we dmost drowned in a swamp, | remember, getting
them.”

"Yes Jarry. Vey fine examples of Sarracenia. And you know, too, tha they're carnivorous, like the
sundews, butterworts and bladderworts. The pitchers have a gummy nectar in the bottom and hairs
pointing in one direction. Insects can get in, but not out. The plant devours them.”

AS Doc sad this | thought suddenly of dl those doors he had locked behind me. A queer thought, but
something in his face or in the atmosphere, brought it to my mind.

Then | suddenly stared a Doc's wrigt. His coat cuff had pulled up alittle as he reached for the picture,
and | saw that there was a strange--looking, bunchy scar on the skin. A little higher up was a queer,

lumpy bandage.

"Youve hurt yoursdf, Prof," | said.

He yanked at his cuff quickly.

"It's nothing," he answered. "Only a scratch.”

For a second there was an embarrassed slence. For a reason | couldn't understand, Doc's eyes refused
to meet mine. Then he looked down at the pictures and spoke.

"Jerry," he said, "both of the photos I've shown you indicate that the plant and animd orders aren't so far
gpart as some people think. Some day--" He paused again.

"Some day what, Prof?"

"W, suppose, Jerry, that human beings could borrow some of the secrets that plants possess? Food
from the air; untold energy from the sunshing minera sdts and nitrogen from the soil."

"We get dl that by esting green stuff, Prof. Spinach, for instance--"

"I know, Jerry, but suppose a race of men were developed who could do their own direct chemica
synthesizing as plants do? Think of the vast possibilities No food shortages. No worry over droughts.
No internationd conflicts over land to feed growing populations.”

| began to fed alittle queer. "I see what you're driving at, Prof," | said. "But chlorophyl and haemoglobin
are two different things. They--"

He stopped me, smacking his trembling hand down on his desk.

"Thet's it, boy--chlorophyl and haemoglobin! That's my angle. That's what I'm working on. That's the
basis of an experiment of mine that will set the world by its ears. | may not live to see it perfected--you



may not. But centuries hence--"

He had a strange look on his face, the look of a fanatic who is letting his mind chase dong one line of
thought till he sees everything else cockeyed. The world's full of guys like that right now--dictators who
pop their eyes and preen their mustaches, and make whole nations goose-step. | was sorry to see Doc, a
scientis, getting lopsided, too. But he went on.

"You don't know what this means to me, Jerry. It's the dimax of my whole lifés work. I've dready taken
the firs step across the threshold.”

"You mean, Prof?"

"I mean I've got a plant closer to the animd kingdom then ether the diatom or the common Sarracenia. |
want you to help me carry on, Jerry, where I've had to leave off."

His voice fdtered. His eyes dropped from mine again. Abruptly | had a strange, creepy feding of
uneasiness along my back.

"Youre young, Jary," he added huskily. "You have enough sdentific curiogty to understand and
appreciate, and enough physicd gamina to contribute... You were a footbal player. You're robust,
full-blooded. Youll hdp me, won't you?'

"Sure" | sad alittle weskly. "Sure. But what isit you want me to do?'
"Come and I'll show you,” he said.

He led the way to aflight of stairs which seemed to go down to a cdlar. He locked the door behind us,
descended to agmdl, square hdlway with double glass doors in the middle, which | recognized as a sort
of ar lock. On the other sde of that the atmosphere suddenly got strange, unpleasant, and as humid as
the tropics.

There was another door with bright lights showing around the edges of it. As Doc opened thisagirl in a
white uniform came toward us.

| HELD my bresth because she was so pretty. She had a mass of copper-blond har cut in a page-boy
bob. Her features were like those of some goddess on an old Greek coin. Her skin was warm, rich,
sun-tanned, and she had big, blue, long-lashed eyes.

It wasn't till 1 took a second look that | noticed the strange expression in those eyes. The pupils were
expanded, vacant, as though she were heavily doped.

"Thisis Patricia Stevens, my assigtant,” Doc said. "She's a trained nurse and a very competent young
woman. Miss Stevens, meet Jerry Lane, aformer pupil of mine”

Thegirl said nothing. Her only response was a brief nod and a vacant glance from her long--lashed eyes.
| hed the feding that she was looking through me rather than a me. | saw suddenly tha the lovey,
sun-tanned complexion tha made her look like an outdoors girl came from a battery of blinding
flood-lights overhead. They were sunlamps, super-powerful ones, burning some kind of mercuty vapor, |
guessed, in quartz crystd tubes.

Without any word from Doc she went to the wall with the queer mechanica steps of a degpwaker or an
automaton, and pulled a switch. It was as though it were part of aroutine job that she had been trained in
ill her subconscious mind directed her actions. .



As soon as the switch clicked the big flood--lamps dimmed to a ydlow glow and | could see beyond
them.

Then | forgot about the girl, forgot even about Doc. Little cold maggots seemed to crawl up my spine.

For there was a plant in the middle of that cdlar room such as I've never seen before and never want to
see again. It was a horrible, nightmeare sort of plant. It had broad, thick leaves covered with thorns and
har and ending in whiplike tendrils. Some of the leaves were curled into deep cups. The sem of the plant
was twidy and shiny, It was &t least twelve feet high; dmost as high as the room. And the color of the
gem held me fascinated. That was a sort of blue-red, waxy and feverish.

| drew in my breath, then fdt my heart begin to hammer. For something else was happening.

As the lights went dim the plant began to move. Not much--for it was rooted in a tub. But the stem began
adight, snaky undulation and the great, thick leaves started groping in away that made my spine crawl.

Oneledf that | watched seemed to open and shut like the pdm of a giant, fingerless hand. There was a
srange, eerie energy here. That moving leaf seemed to be a mute gesture out of the chill, prehistoric past
before living forms on Earth had become differentiated as they are today.

A swest broke out on my face and | don't know how long | might have stared like a man in a dream if
Doc hadn't spoken.

"Nepenthe Splendend” he whispered, his voice shaking with pride. "Its ancestors were the great
Nepenthe pitcher plants from Maaya It's taken five years of cross-breeding to develop it. That's the
living experiment Jerry, that | want you to help me with."

| saw then that the plant's stlem, low down, amogt at the base, was it alittle and that alength of flexible
tubing was hdd in place there by carefully wound bands of linen tape. The other end of the tubing was
coiledin alittle box on the floor. The end of it seemed to be forked. There were some dids and gadgets
on the floor, too, that | couldn't make anything of.

THE moving leaves of the plant seemed now to be dipping down toward that tubing in a strange,
monotonous pulsation that was like the restless wings of a great moth. The lowest leaves of dl bent down
ill they amost touched the tube.

| had a feding that the plant was druggling to make itsdf understood; that some blind indinct was
shooting powerful impulses through dl its cdlls.

"It's hungry,” said Doc quietly. "Photosyntheses stops as soon as we turn the lights off. The plant is
growing very fast and has become accustomed to cooperative nutrition the ingtant its own chlorophyl
ceases adtivity."

He looked at meto seeif | understood.

| did understand, with a growing sense of horror, as though cold fingers were pressed around my neck. |
understood so well that | pretended dumbness, and forced mysdf to say:

"Better turn the lights on again and let the plant do its Suff.”

"No, Jerry. That wouldn't solve the problem now. This is a wonderful case of interdependence between
two living orders--vegetable and animd. The marine aga that finds its home on the backs of horseshoe
crabsis as nothing compared to this partnership. Thisis a true mingling of chlorophyl and haemoglobin in
the most remarkable synthetic cooperation the world has ever seen. The plant has reached the stage



where, without periods of mutua cooperation, it will die. It needs such cooperation now. I've served it
fathfully. | must rest awhile now for the sake of my hedth. I'm asking you to take my place, Jarry, in the
interest of science.”

"You mean--" My voice was trembling so | could hardly recognizeit.

"I mean that I'm going to connect your veins with the plant's cdls for atime just as | have done with my
own veinsfor days."

He hdd up his ams, let me see both wrists and | understood the ful meaning of those strange scars. |
was dlent, stunned. "It's no worse than a blood transfusion thet is done every day in a hospitd,” Doc sad
quigtly. "It's asmdl thing to contribute to an experiment that probably ranks as the greatest in higtory.”

"But--but--" | stammered. "Y ou say thisis a case of cooperation. If my blood circulates in the plant, then
the plant's sap will circulate in me?'

"Exactly, Jerry. Your blood will be thinned a little, but that is al. You will exchange some proteins for
other nutritive dements that the plant manufactures,” he spoke very expectantly.

| stared at Doc's Sckly, trangparent skin and fdt my gorge rise. It didn't look asif he had got much out of
his partnership with the plant. He divined my thought and tried to head me off it.

"I'm old, Jerry. My cooperation with the plant has been dightly onesided from the fird. Because my
gamina has lessened through the years | haven't been able to give back my share of energy to Nepenthe
Splendens. But you can. Y ou and he should achieve a perfect chemicd baance.”

"Look here, Prof," | said. "I'd do dmogt anything for you--you know it. But this-this is crazy, suicidd.
Thet plant is growing congtantly. You said so. It's twelve feet tdl now, | won't be able to feed it long
anyway. You're darting something you can't finish."

"Cant I'" he said. He chuckled then and got a srange glint in his eyes. "I can get other men,” he said.

| reslized suddenly then, insofar as his experiment was concerned, he had dipped over the brink. He was
sointhe grip of hishig ideathat he had lost dl perspective. He wouldn't let anything stop him--not even
kidnapping, or murder. If 1 helped him in this wild business now I'd just be leading him on to his own
doom. He was headed for terrible trouble as sure as Fate. But | made my voice soothing.

"Youve proved your point now, Prof,” | said. "Youve fed this plant and you say the plant's fed you.
That's about as far as you can carry the experiment till you've goneinto al the chemicd angles of it."

"Y ou're ingructing mein my own lifés work, Jerry!"

His voice was cold, ironic for a moment. It was thefird time | had ever heard Doc tdk like that. But it's
the way dl fanatics get, dictators included. They don't want to be told anything.

"| was araid you mightnt understand, Jerry, that's why--"

WHAT Doc did then was something | had not expected or anticipated. He moved faster than | had
supposed an old, weak, shaking man could. Histhin hand dived into his coat pocket, came out with what
seemed to be atiny toy pistol.

Before | could even open my mouth he touched the trigger and there was afant hiss of compressed air. |
fdt atiny prick like a needie agang my sde.



| reached forward, took the gun away from Doc.
"What'stheideal” | said. "You're lidble to put a guy's eye out. You must--"

| didn't get any further. All a once | began to fed funny. It was as though a kind of thick film was
crawling over my skin. My tongue fdt thick, too.

"Why, Prof!" | said. "Now | get it! Youve pulled a murder-mystery stunt! That was a poison dart. |
didnt think you--"

My tongue was <0 thick | couldn't go on. | tried to take a step toward Doc, stopped.

There were tears running down Doc's cheeks. | redized suddenly that he was putting up a scrap ingde
himsdf--the scientist and the man fighting; an experimentalist who wouldn't stop a anything, and one of
the best-hearted guys thet ever lived.

"It won't hurt you, Jerry!" he dmost sobbed. "Don't be frightened. It's just a harmless drug. It will wear
off. But | hoped | wouldn't have to--1 thought you'd be willing-"

Either he was getting incoherent or ese | couldn't understand him on account of thet drug in my body.

| was helpless now. I'd have fdlen like a fool if Doc hadn't come forward and hedld me up. Then he
sgnded, and | dimly saw the white-clad nurse, Miss Stevens, coming up, too. Her face was a blank
mask and her eyes were dill vacant. The old boy, in his hog-wild experiment, had given her some other
kind of drug. She didn't look at me, didn't seem to fed much of anything. She just helped him get me into
aheavy, wheded chair.

Tha was ready and waiting, and it was plain to me, even in my dazed state, that Doc had planned this
thing in advance. That's why he had written that funny note. 1t showed how completely obsessed he
was--and how dangerous.

He had stopped crying now. His eyes were like bright lights dancing before mine. | heard metd click,
saw straps being buckled. | fet my ankles and arms and body being fastened into thet heavy sted chair.
Then Doc rolled my deeves up and bared my wrigts. Miss Stevens brought the tube forward.

Doc worked like some great surgeon. He was dexterous, swift. He made incisonsin both my wrists near
large veins. His knife was so sharp that it hardly hurt at dl. He dipped smdl metd suction cups on the
ends of the tubes over the incisons, and he did it so quickly that hardly a drop of blood spilled. He
clamped the cups to my skin with rubber wrigt bands, then stepped back.

All this time the big plant had been moving more swiftly. Its dipping, throbbing leaves were dmogt like the
amsof aman or an ape, gediculaing. It bent toward me as | was strapped in the char and the suction
cups were clamped on.

NOW the movements of the plant stopped abruptly. Its leaves were quiet. | could fed a cool sensation in
my wriss. There was very little pain, but the coolness increased, crept up my ams, and was
accompanied by a strange dizziness and faintness.

| guess | was scared, too. And | was like aman who stands outside himsdf and watches. | fdt my mouth
come open, heard sounds that must have been mysdf ydling.

Miss Stevens was looking down at me. For a moment my yels seemed to push asde the blank val
across her eyes. There was compassion there, sympathy, understanding. Anyway it made me ashamed of
mysdf, made some of the affects of the drug wear off.



| stopped ydling, relaxed and stared up into the blue eyes of Miss Stevenswhile | felt the coldness of the
plant creep up my arms into my body. | seemed to Snk into a deep pool of horror and dizziness. Bt |
kept garing into her eyes, and there my thoughts fdl into another pool--a pool as clear and blue and quiet
as the skiesin tenderest April.

Honestly, | could dmost smdl roses and hear birds sing.

"Youve got the grandest eyes | ever saw,” | heard mysdf saying. "Y ou're the sweetest--looking kid. I'm
going to cdl you Peatsy."

| was out of my head, of course, absolutey nuts, or | wouldn't have talked that way to a girl 1'd never
seen before in my life. But | was tdling the truth, and people do go on that way when they're doped or
crazy scared. Ask any nurse who has ever worked in a hospitd!

| wanted Miss Stevens to hold my hand. As the sap of Nepenthe Splendens began to filter through my
body | tried to reach out. But my hands were strapped down.

She seemed to get the ideg, though, that | liked her. She laid her white hand on my forehead, and smiled
afunny, srange little amile, like a dopey kitten that wants to do the right thing and can't quite figure it out.

And because she was there, close by, amiling, | didn't so much mind being a partner to a devil plant in a
botanica hdl that old Doc had manufactured.

"Shoot the works, Prof, and seeif | mind!" | heard mysdf say wildly, foolighly.

He did. That was the beginning of the strangest, wildest night I've ever spent. Every two or three hours |
was unclamped from the plant and the flood-lights were put on. When the plant wasn't exchanging blood
for sap it was getting fed by atifida sunlight.

But | noticed that its leaves dill waved a little and reached toward me even when the lights were on.
Once it swayed toward my char and dmogt tipped the tub over, and Doc, who stayed in the celar
laboratory congtantly, had to cut the photosynthetic period short and cdlamp me back on the job.

Old Heinrich had a cot in the room, and | could see he was s0 keyed up over his experiment that he
intended to deep right there. His sessons with the plant before | arrived had made him weak and groggy.
He was arying for deep, and if it hadn't been for his wrought-up condition, he would have kegled over.

Evey now and then his excitement left hm and his eydids drooped. He kept up a running fire of
gpologies to me for what he had done, mixed with wild conjectures as to where this experiment was
going to lead.

| didn't answer. Dumb as | may be | saw planly where it would lead. After only Ix hours of
"cooperaion” with the plant | was beginning to fed like a guy who has been drawn through a wringer.
My blood was thinned with that hdllish sap. | looked at my hands and saw that they had a greenish color
dready. Lord knew what that chlorophyl in my syssem would do.

But | knew | was weekening fast. The plant was huskier that when Doc had fed it. | saw that | was
headed for unconsciousness or a breakdown, and that Dog-Face would have to get some other sucker
to hep him. That would only be the beginning. If he got too desperate he might even decide to strap
Petsy in the chair.

THAT thought made me desperate. Maybe youll think it was part of my nutty condition, but I'd falenin
love with the kid. Yes, fdlen into those blue eyes of hers just like aguy fdling into a wel. And | suddenly
wanted to get her out, just as | wanted to get mysdf out. She was too sweet, too fine to be mixed up in a



hdlish thing like this. If Doc hadn't doped her she would never have helped him, | knew.

| had to save her, but how? She had been trained in a mechanicd routine as Doc's assistant. Right now
she was more like a robot than a human being. There didn't seem to be anything | could do. Dog-Face
was determined to hold me, and Patsy was too much under his control to unstrap me hersdlf.

| tried talking to her once when Dog-Face went out to get himsdf some cigars. | pleaded with her to
unfasten the straps, even told her 1'd fdlen for her head over hedls, hoping thet it would jar her out of her
dopiness.

But it was no go. Her mind was a blank except for the orders Doc had given her. She was et to carry
them out. Nothing | could say would make any difference.

The hours ticked on and aong toward morning Dog-Face lay down on his cot.

"I just want awink of deep, Jarry," he muttered. "Just a wink. Don't begrudge it to me, and don't think
too harshly of me. I'm ashamed of whét I've done, but--it had to be that way."

His voice was sincere. He meant what he said. According to the lopsided way he had grown to look at
things it was inevitable that | be sacrificed in the interests of science. That plant was more important to
him than my life. And somehow, knowing how he felt, | didn't get sore or anything.

| told him | forgave him, but even as | talked, | began to plot secretly how | could get loose. There must
be some way, | kept tdling myself---some way.

It's funny how bright even a dumb guy will get when it comes to a matter of sdf-preservation. | was
trapped, cornered, scared Hiff for mysdf and for Patsy Stevens, and | had an inspiration right then that
burst like a bunch of atoms exploding inmy brain. My mind began to focus on something Doc had once
told me himsdf about pitcher plants in generd--something | thought 1'd forgotten, but which mugt have
stayed down in my subconscious dl the time.

| stared up at one big cup-shaped leaf of Nepenthe Splendens that hung dmost over my head.

Spooky-looking and weirdly developed as this nightmare cregtion of old Heinrich's was, it was dill one
of the Sarraceniafamily. Those leef cups bore a resemblance to the common pitcher plants that | used to
pull up in the swamp when | was one of Doc's students.

And | knew there mugt be liquid ingde it. The ar of the room was heavily humid. Besides that, there was
awater spray hitched to a pipe over by the wall.

Y es, there was moisture in that cup so near to me--and not jugt plain water ether!

My heart began to hammer, and my mind began to grope for words and phrases buried under a couple
of layers of duggish gray matter. Enzymed A proteolytic acid, something like C14H1009-2H20. That
was tannic acid, and hadn't Doc once told us gaping students thet dl pitcher plants secreted this powerful
proteolytic acid from certain cdls ingde the cups? This, mixed with water down below, acted an an
enzyme to digest the insects thet fdl in.

Look in your botany book and see for yoursdlf. A proteolytic acid that will soften and break up animd
metter!

With my heart beating a svingtime rhythm | stared from the cup over my head to the strap on my right
wrid. It was leather, and any kind of tannic acid would soften legther. Even water by itsdf was a
softener, and if water done would do the trick, how much better it would behave if it had acid in it!



THAT'Swhat | wasthinking as | watched Doc lie down for his nap. | was so excited suddenly | nearly
kedled over. By thetime Dog--Face began redly to rdax | had it dl doped out just how | was going to
et that acid solution in Nepenthe Splendens leef cup exactly where | wanted it. And | began to wonder
right thenif 1 hadn't been wrong dl my lifein caling mysdf a dumb cluck. | leave it to you if whet | did
next didn't take some dome work.

You've heard of atourniquet, used to cut off blood circulaiion and stop bleeding? Wdl, | shoved my
ams forward and twisted both of them sideward, elbows out, turning those straps on my wriss into
tourniquets. They hurt like hdll. The straps pressed into my skinftill | dmogt ydled. But | hed them there,
sopping the blood arculaion in my arm veins through minutes that seemed like ages.

After awhile what | wanted to happen did happen. Nepenthe Splenden's sap couldn't get through into my
blood any more. The big plant began to show sgns of restlessness asiits food was cut off.

It was eerie, horrible, to see that unholy quivering begin to start. Sow undulaions convulsed the sem and
the leaves began to dip and vibrate. The cup over my head scooped lower and lower and the thick, flat
leef next to it opened and shut like a ghadtly, fingerless human pam.

Patsy Stevens had been trained in a strict mechanicd routing, as I've said. Her doped mind couldnt
grapple with the unexpected. The plant was restless, sore as abail. She could see that. But it wasn't time
for the vapor lights to go on and the photosynthetic period to begin.

| was supposed to be feeding Nepenthe Splendens and somehow | wasn't doing it. Patsy didnt know
what to do. She just stood by hdplessdy. And she didn't even try to stop me when the leaf cup dipped so
low that | was able to grab it with the tips of my curled-up fingers.

| hung on like a bulldog with my fingernails, digging into the pulpy green flesh. And | held my breath, too,
and even prayed | guess. For | had my own life there in my fingers and knew it.

Sowly | eased my ebows in, drew the big leaf gently down till the pitcher bowl tipped forward and
soilled the acid water over my wrigt. Some of it splashed too wide, but most of it fdl just where | had
hoped--on the leether strap around my arm.

| leaned back then, weak and fairt, let go of the ledf, let the blood circulate and let the plant feed again.
But only for a few minutes Moving my am a little, | could dready fed that the lesther strap was
softening, sretching.

It softened more and more as the proteolytic acid penetrated he leather fibers. | worked my wrist back
and forth, pulling till 1 was nearly dizzy. And then it happened! My hand came free.

| yanked that ghasily feeding tube off my wrist, and Patsy Stevens dlill stood by hdplesdy while | reached
down with my right hand and unbuckled the other straps. | was out of the chair the next indant and
saggering across the room to get my leg musdes limbered.

PATSY followed me, looking uncertain, and | did something | hated to do, but which the occasion
seemed to cdl for. | turned and dapped Patsy right in the face till her cheeks got red and she began to
ary. It was one way | knew of to knock sense into a dopey person. | grabbed her by the am then,
walked her back and forth till she stopped crying and till her eyes got dmost normd.

"Weve got to get out of here quick, Patsy,” | whispered.
She blinked aminute, shook her head.
"We cant!" she whispered back, "Hell wake up. Hell be mad at us both.”



For answer | tiptoed over to the cot where Doc dept, dipped my hand into his pocket, and pulled out his
bunch of keys. He was so sound adeep he never knew it. As a kidnaper Doc wasn't so hot.

| grinned as | stepped away from him. He looked so innocent and cdm deegping like that! You'd never
think that dome of his could have hatched such a thing as Nepenthe Splendens. | turned then and stared
a the plant, and stopped grinning immediately.

Thething actuadly seemed to sense that | was leaving for good and was sore. Its leaves had begun their
monotonous waving again. The tendrils twitched and vibrated, giving out a fant rusling that was dmaost
like the scraping scales of a snake.

Patsy Stevens shivered. Her eyes were wide now, saring at the plant.
"I'm afraid!" she gasped, as though she just seen it for the firg time. "'l want to leave this place, too."
"You bet!" | said. "Let's, before the old boy wakes up.”

We went out of the cdlar then with the rudtle of the plant dill in our ears. | unlocked dl the doors, and
Patsy Stevens and | stole into the early dawn. None of Doc's nurserymen was up yet. No one saw us go.

My old flivwer was in Doc's garage. In it we drove back to town and in a little hash-house in the suburbs
Patsy and | got redly acquainted over breskfast. We exchanged life histories the way kids do, sad things
with our eyes that we were too shy to say with our tongues.

We gat dong swell, and | knew we were going to get dong even better the more we saw of each other.
We did, as things turned out--and now we're engaged to be married. But it's time to soft pedd dl that

part of it.

The important thing is what happened to old Doc. We never thought there would be any such gartling
dimax. When the story broke it knocked Patsy and mysdf right between the eyes.

We didnt hear anything about Doc dl that morning or anything from him. But the afternoon papers
carried wild headlines.

FAMOUS BOTANIST DEAD
BODY IN CELLARLAB
BRUTAL MURDER HINTED
The story below the headlines read:

Dr. Heinrich Sgmund Bloch, Nobel Prize winner and one of the world's greatest experimenta botanists,
was found dead a noon today in a cellar that he used as a laboratory. The presence of a cot in the room
indicated that he dept there while he watched over some sort of plant experiment, apparently having to
do with the circulaion of sap, about which he was an authority.

The workmen on Dr. Bloch's hundred-acre faam could give no information concerning this experiment.
They said Bloch had not taken them into his confidence on this particular branch of his work.

The county coroner gives as his opinion that some tramp may have broken into his laboratory and killed
him, with possible robbery as the motive. A large plant of unknown species stood in atub in the center of
the room. This was tipped over and Doctor Bloch's face and hands were scratched by its thorns.

There were other indications of a sruggle, asif the doctor had fought with some marauder and been dan



by him. But there is dso a posshility that the plant may have fdlen over on him accidentaly while he
dept, and that he was scratched trying to extricate himsdf from its thorns, and bled to degth.

His body was patidly covered by the plant when his housekeeper found him. It appeared that the
mysterious marauder might have attempted to hide his victim's corpse and then been frightened away by
some sound in the house. The police are making a thorough investigation.

THERE was a picture of Doc's body with the plant, now dead and wilted, haf conceding him, and under
it the caption:

MURDER OR ACCIDENT?

Patsy Stevens and | looked &t each other. Her face was white. We knew that the police would probably
find dues connecting us both with Dr. Bloch and proving that we had been out there that night. That
would be easy. Patsy had left some things behind, and so had 1. The tracks of my car could be
traced--as the police afterward did do---giving the D. A. his chance to get nagty.

But the police didn't know the name of the red murderer, and wouldn't have believed us if weld told
them. They didn't know that Nepenthe Splendens, cheated out of a cooperative session with its new
victim, had tipped its own tub over, attacked Doc with its thorny leaves, and wilted to desth when Doc's
blood had stopped circulaing.

You can't blame the police. | guessit's the fird timein history a plant ever killed a guy.

- SKYSCRAPER HORROR

"Wade Hammond" Bucks the Egotist of Crime
Paul Chadwick

THE face of Daugherty, night watchman on the fiftieth floor of the Empire Towers Building, was
putty-hued. His voice was a rasping croak.

"Thereit is now--you can seeit out there, Mr. Hammond!"
Leaning far out of the window he pointed with one trembling finger.

Wade Hammond, newspaper man and specid investigator of crime, bent forward eagerly. The dim light
from a hdlway bulb shone on his lean, tanned face with its thin mustache line. His eyes were stedl hard.

He dill had newspaper connections. He had come up here to investigate a wild rumor, a story which
might make some good copy. His attitude toward the whole thing had been jocular. But he wasn't amiling
now. He, too, saw something moving aong the wall of this most giant of skyscrapers. His scalp tingled
and his heart beat faster. It was unthinkable that any living thing could creep dong the building's
glass-smooth exterior.

The watchman's voice sounded hoarsdly in his ear.

"It's the ghogt of one of the workmen who was killed when they was putting ‘er up. The place is haunted.
No guy could crawl around out there."

Wade clutched the man's arm tensdly.
"It's pardld with this floor,” he said, "about twenty windows away. You have the keys. Well see if we



can't get closer.”
The watchman shook his head.

"It won't do any good, Mr. Hammond. Itll be gone when you get there. | tried it before. It's dways gone
when you get dose”

The eeriness of the night seemed to envelop them. The prickly sensation dong Wade's scap increased. It
was quiet up here. The traffic noises came in a sound that was no more than the faint wash of a digtant
sea. A maze of streets showed far below. The motor cars were tiny beetles with phosphorescent eyes.
The people were infinitesmd dots, fusng and separating like microbes in a laboratory culture.

"Give me the keys anyway," said Wade.

With the watchman fallowing him shakily he ran back dong the hdlway to a point opposite the spot
where the mysterious shadow had shown itsf.

He found the right key, plunged it into the lock, and entered a large suite of offices. He strode across a
rug, reached awindow and threw it up, then cautioudy thrust his head out and stared aong the sides of
the building. There was a tightness in his throat now, a feding of tenseness and dread that he could not
even explain to himsdf. What was that thing he had seen on the building's face so high above the street?

There was nothing visble now. The smooth expanse of the wal showed no ghostly blur. But he had seen
it, and the watchman had seen it on other nights It had been spoken of in whispers by the night
employees of the building. It had grown into a spine-chilling legend.

He swiveled hiseyesin dl directions. Here and there on the skyscraper's gigantic face, lights sill showed
in office windows where some busy executive or clerk was working late. Far overhead, on the eightieth
floor, the windows of the Skyrocket Club, where hundreds of pleasure seekers came nightly, emitted a
corona-like illumination.

He drew in his head and closed the window, deeply puzzled.

"Il tick around and maybe well seeit again,” he said, turning to the watchman who had trailed into the
office after him. The man shook his head.

"It generdly don't show up more than once in anight. It gets scared off | guess.”

Wade laughed jerkily. "Then Il go home and turnin. Il drop in to see you again tomorrow night--and I'll
bring the biggest eectric flash | can lay my hands on.”

He said good-night to the watchman, then descended to the ground floor in one of the plummeting
eevaors. It was a mystery dl right, a big one, but, so far, the crime dement hadn't entered into it; and
there was hardly enough materid for a story as yet.

ON the pavement, in the act of lighting a cigarette, he stopped dead short. His head jerked up. A familiar
sound reached his ears, seeming to fill the whole air. It was a banshee-like wall echoing and re-echoing
aong the street's dark canyon. A Sren!

The sound came closer. The treffic stopped to let a long blue-bodied car with glaing headlights dip
through. The next moment Wade drew in his breath. For the speeding car was from police headquarters
and it was drawing up before the entrance of the chromium-sheathed Empire Towers Building.

Two plainclothes men sprang out, then a familiar figure—-an owlish-faced man of midde age. Wade



stepped forward amiling.

"Helo, there--what's dl the excitement, ingpector?*

Inspector Thompson, Homicide Bureau head, turned. His gimlet eyes focused on Wade.

"What are you doing here?' he countered.

"Looking for ghogts, chief--1 just saw one uptop.”

A drange expression crossed the ingpector's face. He came closer to Wade. His voice was grim.

"Ghods isit? That's not dl that's been going on up there tonight. There's been a murder, Wade. You're
a theright spot at the right time. Come dong.”

The amile on Wade's face faded. Cold fingers seemed to pass over his flesh. Somehow his hunch had
been warning him of a sniger something in the air; a sense of impending tragedy. He turned and followed
the old man-hunter. Thompson and he had worked on some tough cases together. Someone had dubbed
them "Twins of Trouble" though there was thirty years difference in their ages. He asked no questions,
but he got the detalls as they shot skyward in an express eevator.

Thompson spoke from the corner of his mouth, in abrupt sentences.

"Jacob Schmelzer's been murdered--shot. You know who he is-the bigtime mestpacker. He and his
brother are the kingpins of the indugtry. Rich is no name for it. Thisis going to raise hdl, Wade. I'm glad
you're here. When abig guy's bumped off there's dways alot of publicity. That'swhy | came--to see that
my boys don't pull a boner. It's the sort of thing that's got to be cleaned up quick.”

Wade nodded, ill slent. What connection, if any, did the ghosly shadow he had seen bear to this
murder? And ought he to mention it to the practica-minded Thompson?

For afull minute they stayed in the rocketing eevator, then changed to a second car. At the seventy-first
floor they got out and walked down a corridor to the door of a pdaia suite of offices. Across the glass
panding the words "Schmelzer Bros™ were written in consarvative lettering. From indde came a buzz of
VOICes.

The taking ceased as Thompson and Wade entered. The place was dive with men from the Homicide
Squad. A beefy-faced cop loomed near the door of the inner office. A pale, dim girl was standing a one
gde of the room, biting her lips and staring amlesdy about out of worried eyes. A plainclothes men
jerked histhumb toward her.

"That's Miss Crocker, chief--the stenog who heard the shot. Her story sounds allittle phony.”
Thompson stepped forward and faced the girl. "Tdl us about it," he snapped.
Wade listened, eyeing the secretary closdly. Her voice trembled. She was obvioudy wrought up.

"We were working late," she said. "Mr. Schmelzer told me to stay--to take afew more notes. | waited in
the man office. An hour must have passed. Then | heard what sounded like a shot. | ran to Mr.
Schmelzer's door and tried to open it, but it was locked. So | phoned the building superintendent and he
got a policeman. They broke open the door and--found--him."

Thompson nodded and pursed up hislips.

"Thanks, Miss Crocker, I'll want to tak to you again later.”



He beckoned to Wade and together they entered Schmelzer's private office.

Wade looked curioudy at the figure stting propped up before the big mahogany desk, arms sprawled out
and head hanging loosdly.

Jacob Schmelzer's eyes were open, glazed in death, and a trickle of crimson ran down from his white
head to form a pool on the desk top.

A detective joined them.

"Someone propped him in his chair after the killing, chief,” he said. "Therés some spots of blood over
there near the window."

Wade turned and looked. The smooth, velvety green of the expensve carpet was broken by dark,
gniger dains.

HE went closer and examined the dead man. It was incomprehensible to him why a bullet wound had
been inflicted in such a spot. For the gaping hole that had caused the millionarés death was directly in the
top of his head.

"It'slike | phoned you, chief," the detective said. "The door was locked on the insde. There ain't no other
exits to this office but the windows."

"And thisis seventy stories up! How could aguy come in by awindow?'

As though to convince himsdf of the imposshility of it, Thompson went over and threw the sash up.
Wade saw that the window was unlocked. He joined the inspector and stared down the sde of the
building toward the streets far below.

"The killer might have come down a rope from one of the floors above," he said softly.

Thompson nodded. "I thought of that. It's the only explanation if the girl ain't lying."

"You don't think she could have lifted Schmelzer off the floor and to his chair?' asked Wade skepticaly.
"Maybe she had a boyfriend.”

"But the door was locked on theindde”

"That could have been fixed. I've seen it done. Well keep an eye on her.”

Wade shrugged. "I'm gaing to take alook at the windows of the floors above this one.”

"Go high enough and youll drike the Skyrocket Club," sad Thompson. "They've got the top on a
ten-year lease”

Wade nodded. He remained slent about the thing he had seen--the " Skyscraper Horror" that crept dong
the building's face. But he had a growing hunch that there was something weird and grotesquely sinister
about this affair; something unknown and unguessed.

With the help of the building superintendent he followed the floors up one by one. The office directly over
Schmel zer's was empty and the dust on the windowsills had not been disturbed. He could find no trace of
an intruder in any of the other offices he visited.

Before the police downgtairs had finished their routine examination, Wade reached the level on which the



nightdub was located. He displayed his specid investigator's card to the uniformed attendant at the door.
"I'd like to see the manager,” he said.

A HEAD WAITER led him between rows of tables and around a dance floor where couples were
swaying to the sensuous srains of a jazz band. They reached the large private office where Russ Vogd,
owner and manager of the Skyrocket Club, conducted his business.

Vogd, suave and bald-headed, rose from his chair. "What's this | hear--a murder downstairs---old
Schmelzer killed?'

Wade nodded. "You know about it, then?'

"It'sdl over the building. Manny's gone down to get the dope.”
"Manny?

"Yes-Manny Arden, my partner.”

Wade recdled the name of the ex-ganggter with a start. Manny Arden, so rumor had it, had been
connected with a booze racket on a grand scale, until he had quit to join Voge in an even more lucrative
business.

For ten minutes Wade chatted with the manager, Szing him up. Then he took a look around the night
club, paying particular atention to the windows on the sde of the building above Schmedzer Bros!'
offices

When he descended to the seventy-firg floor again there were three newcomers in the Schmelzer
suite--Manny Arden, Jacob Schmezer's brother, Manfred, and his nephew Arnold Bassett.

Manfred Schmedzer was like the dead man in appearance, save that he was a bit stockier. Bassett, a thin
blue-eyed young man, had a pleasant but doof manner. It was Manny Arden who attracted Wade's
interest.

The ex-gangster, who was evidently well acquainted with the Schmelzers, had the look of his type. Under
asurface polish there were indications of cunning and brutdity. He had hard eyes, mean lips and wore a
veled hodtile expression.

Wade exchanged a few words, then drifted on to the group of detectives around Inspector Thompson.
"Any luck, chief?'

Thompson turned. "Not much. The motive was robbery. But that's dl we've established.”

"Robbery?"

"Yes, Schmelzer's safe was opened and a thousand in cash was taken. His brother and nephew agree to
that. They remember that the money was sent in from the bank this morning.”

"The murderer went to alot of trouble for one grand," said Wade, a shade of doubt in his voice.
Thompson ignored the implication.

"Doctor Morgan is going to perform an autopsy tonight,” he said. "When we get the bullet that killed
Schmezer we may have more to work on. | think that secretary of his may figure in this. She it as
dumb as she looks. Maybe it's a love triangle as wel as robbery. An old guy with a young swestie, and



dl that sort of Suff.”

Wade's face was serious. He hung around while the police searched for clues and cross-questioned Miss
Crocker without shaking her story. He left at midnight, after Jacob Schmelzer's body had been removed
to a spot where the medica examiner could probe for the bullet.

HE clatter of the telephone jerked Wade out of peaceful dumber. Milk wagons were rattling in the street
outside. The clock showed six. He picked up the receiver, and the voice of Inspector Thompson buzzed
exctedy inhis ear.

"Here's some news for you, Hammond, on that Schmelzer killing. It's hot Suff.”
"Shoot! Don't keep mein suspense.”

"Ligten--and laugh this off if you can." There was a dramatic pause at the end of the wire, then Thompson
spoke harshly. "Doc Morgan did his work on Schmelzer--and there wasn't any bullet! Get that, Wade, a
guy shot, and no lead in his heed!"

"No bullel!" Wade spoke explosvely. Then he whigtled. The full Sgnificance of the thing grew on him. It
was a weird turn of events. It made him think again of that flegting ghogtly shadow that crept dong the
Empire Towers Building.

"The doc couldn't have made a mistake, | suppose,” he muttered.

"No--he's not the type" Thompson's voice grew complaining, then sardonic. "WEell have to look for a
oun that killswithout bullets. Let me know if you get any bright idess.”

After he had hung up, Wade paced the floor of his gpartment, smoking cigarettes. His gaunt, young-old
face looked troubled. Thompson's grim joke had set him to thinking. A gun that didn't fire bullets Where
hed he heard of such athing?

A hdf-hour later he had dressed, breskfasted, and was on his way to the Empire Towers Building. He
ascended to thefiftieth floor where he had seen the "ghost™" on the previous evening. He got in touch with
the day superintendent and received permission to examine the outside of the structure.

With the help of one of the janitors and a piece of rope he dimbed out of a window and lowered himsdf
afew feet. He was intent, oblivious of danger. He did not look down. Then he nodded to himsdf as
though in dlent agreement of some theory he had worked out.

Frowning intently, Wade climbed back through the window. He ascended to the seventy-firgt floor this
time to the Schmezer offices. It was too ealy for the office hdp to be there. The body of Jacob
Schmezer no longer reposed gruesomely in the chair. But a couple of plainclothes men were on duty,
and the teltde bloodstains near the window were dill in evidence.

Wade remembered his promise to the watchman, Daugherty. The ghost might walk again tonight, and if it
did he intended to be there.

A CURTAIN of darkness lay upon the city. It seemed to hang over the Empire Towers Building like a
gniger pdl. A clock in Madison Square boomed eight times. A chill wind blew off the river, making
Wade turn up the collar of his coat.

For haf an hour he had been patrolling the ledge that ran around the building & the forty-fifth floor. The
street was far below, too far to give ad if he should be attacked; too far, in pite of its teeming myriads,
to give him afeding of human companionship.



But he was not aone tonight. At the other edge of the ledge, hdf the length of a dty block away, one of
Thompson's picked men was stationed; a veteran detective of the Homicide Squad.

Wade knew he could depend on this man, Grady by name but he knew aso that they were fighting
something, some humean fiend, whose methods were outside the redm of everyday police experience.
And each time he walked to the center of the ledge and saw Grady's rugged bulk, he had a feding of
relief. When they were on opposite ends, the night shut them in, set them apart, and each man was
thrown on his own initiative.

An hour passed, and Wade kept up his dow, sentry-like pacing. In the pocket of his overcoat was a
long-barrded flashlight and a snub-nosed Colt automatic. The rubber butt of it gave hm a feding of
reassurance. It had been with im on many a strange adventure.

Every few seconds he leaned over the low stone raling and gazed down dong the side of the building, or
looked up to where the dim light of the stars made the facing visble But clouds blew across the sky
now, darkening it with black wraithlike fingers. Still he could see the structure's smooth exterior, for here
and there an office window was lighted. Manfred Schmelzer, with his brother's secretary, Miss Crocker,
was a work tonight sraightening out the confusion in the affairs of the company that Jacob's death had
caused. The power of the Almighty Dallar must not be dimmed even by the Grim Reaper.

But a plainclothes man patrolled the corridor outside Schmelzer's door. Another was stationed ingde the
office.

Wade fdt the need of a cigarette. His fingers toyed with the package indde his coat pocket. His bran
toyed with the idea of smoking. Then suddenly he crouched and stiffened.

Out of the night, in the gloom that hid Detective Grady from his eyes, came a ghedly cry. It was the cry
of amanin morta terror; the cry of aman who is face to face with death. Like a mad thing Wade |eaped
forward. Whipping his gun and flashlight out he dashed dong the narrow ledge. He sent the long beam
probing ahead.

The cry came agan, muffled and gasping. The ray of the flashlight picked out a druggling
figure--two--then magicaly one again. Wade fired into the air. His bresth came in gasps. His teeth were
clenched.

A form was hdf over the narrow ralling. A white face druggling to retain its hold on life was turned
toward Wade. Hands clutched a stone in an effort to stay off the plunge that would spdll destruction.

Wade reached the Sde of the detective before he dipped over. He pulled the man back, heaved him
onto the ledge, where he lay gasping and dmost sobbing.

"Wha happened? Where did he come from?"

Wade hurled the questions harshly; then saw that they were momentarily usdless. Grady was too winded
to answer, and on his forehead was alarge lump, a bruise.

While the detective was recovering his breaeth and gathering his dazed faculties, Wade turned his flashlight
up and down the face of the building. But the thing, the horror, had gone.

"It--dipped--down--from--above," croaked Grady. "It grabbed me, struck me, and tried to throw me
over. | fought back. If you hadn't come--"

"Wed better go indde" said Wade. "Well cal up headquarters and have a squad of men search every
officein the building.”



"Wait," sad Grady. "I can't move yet."

It was five minutes before the big detective could stand on his feet. With Wade's hdp he reached the
nearest doorway to the ledge. The warm ingde arr touched their faces. They waked into the glowing light
of the corridor.

But a figure was running toward them--a detective, another headquarters man. His face was drawn with
excitement. He was waving hisarms.

"Did you see hm?" he cried. "Did he come here?"
"Yes" sad Wade grimly. "Why? What's happened?’

"Happened!" The dick dmos choked. "Penty, Hammond--plenty! The other Schmdzer got it
too--murdered. The nightclub's been robbed. There's hdl to pay.”

"Wha!" Wade ripped out the one word, then became dectrified into action. "I thought you boys were
guarding Schmelzer?'

"We were--until they telephoned down that the nightdub had been robbed. Then we went up--and
Schme zer was dead when we got back. The place is surrounded now. Every dick on the force is coming
here"

"Where's Vogd and Manny Arden?' sad Wade.
"Vogd's upgtairs. We don't know where Arden is”
"Ah" Wade's breath hissed between tight lips.

HE was off down the corridor, jabbing the eevator button. He was curang himsdf for a blunder, for not
antidipating this. Out of the confused series of hgppenings he was beginning to see a pattern. The secret
lay there with a man whose brain rose to hystericad heghts of cunning. A supreme egotist of crime who
thought he could lick the world.

The devator shot Wade up to the nightclub.
"Where's Arden?' he gasped, collaring the manager, Vogd.

"Haven't seen him for an hour. I've forgot about him in the excitement. Our guests have been robbed--all
their jewery and money gone.”

Wade whedled on a couple of detectives who seemed to be wandering futildy about. His voice cracked
with authority.

"Go down through every office and every vacant room. Find Manny Arden.”

They turned to obey him and he followed after. They covered floor after floor, probing with flaghlights,
searching closets and washrooms.

Sergeant Terrant was there, red-faced and perspiring, a veteran hunter of murderers, and an old friend of
Wade's. They reached the end of the corridor. Terrant threw up awindow and leaned out.

Then his face turned a Sckly white. They dl heard it. Up out of the darkness came a sound, a scream
high-pitched and terrible, a cry that was dmost unearthly. Again and again it came besting intolerably on
the eardrums. Then it stopped as abruptly as it had sounded, seeming to leave a hole in the darkness.



Somewhere a teephone jangled. A detective answered it.

"They're cdling from below,” he said hoarsdly. "They've found him--the murderer. That was him we
heard dipping. He fdl."

They dl got into the eevator car and stood slently while it descended. Wade's face was inscrutable.

On the pavement, ingde the police cordon, a group of men were bent over something. Inspector
Thompson was there. The dark object on the pavement did not move. It was sprawled horribly. Crimson
ran from it. Wade came close.

"That's him," said Thompson, "the robber and murderer. He's got the jewds and the money in his
pockets. He fdl--trying to get away--and it served him right.”

Wade saw the distorted, mutilated face of Manny Arden. He saw the detectives holding the stolen loot in
their hands. And suddenly he bent down and touched one of the dead man's hands.

He recoiled as though in horror, but it was something else, some other emotion that snapped his figure
erect.

"Fed them--fed his hands, ingpector. They're cold--he's been dead a hdf hour or more.”
"Wha!" Thompson was bending down, reaching with trembling fingers for the exgangster's lifdess hands.
"My God--he's right. What does this mean, Wade?'

"It means thet thisis a trick--the murderer's dill a large. We're deding with a man who might have been
ageniusif he wasn't a maniac--a man who has overreached himsdf. Keep your men posted, chief. Don't
let anybody in or out of the building."

Wade turned and dashed back in himsdlf, ignoring the order that he had prescribed for others. He took
the elevator to the firg set-back ledge. He dashed out of it, dong the corridor and out the first door. His
flashlight was stabbing in dl directions. He ran dong the ledge probing the darkness. Then his whole
body diffened. Ahead of him something black showed, a snakdike coil of wire. It was moving
mygerioudy.

He ran toward it; but it jerked up, disappeared. He turned hisflashlight aoft, gasped and whipped out his
gun. But in that ingant something huge and black descended upon him. A sound like the snarl of an
anmd was in his ears. Arms locked around his body.

If the attack had not been so swift, so unexpected, he would not have gone down. As it was he fought
tigerishly; fought, and fdt his gun kicked out of his hand; fdt something triking againgt his shoulder and
reeching for his head.

He breathed through clenched teeth. His muscles were draining. Spots of light danced before his eyes.
Then with a mighty effort he hurled his assailant off and sumbled backwards himsdf, driking his skull
agang metd. He arose groggily to his feet, prepared for anew attack. But none came.

The dark bulk on the ledge was running toward the corner of the building with rat-like quickness. A voice
suddenly sounded, muffled and unearthly.

"One more to go--a woman, thistime"

The words were followed by a brutal, mocking laugh. There was a faint dicking sound. Then the human



ghost disappeared from sght, seemed to legp up the side of the building and whisk around a corner.

WADE'S gun and flashlight were gone. He did not attempt to retrieve them. He had a sense of
dl-pervading horror; but his quick mind jumped and sought to answer the riddle of those mocking
words--"awoman thistime"" There was only one he could think of--Miss Crocker. She had been closdly
associated with the murdered brothers. She might have information that would make her dangerous to the
killer. Was her life to be snuffed out, too, by this assassn who dew with a bulletless gun?

There were harsh, bitter linesin Wade Hammond's face now. He sprang forward toward the door of the
building. There might ill be time to save the girl--if he could prevent the murderer from reaching her fird.

He dashed dong a corridor, reached with groping fingers for awal telephone. His voice was snapping.

"Give me the head dectrician. Yes, thisis Wade Hammond spesking. It's a police order. Turn off the
lights--throw the main switch--cut off dl power in the building. Quick--now!"

He stood tensdly, dlently as the corridor lights winked out, as the whole vast edifice was plunged in
darkness. The seconds seemed like an eternity, until he heard what he was ligening for.

It was a sound, a scream again. And this time it was a scream that he would never forget to his dying
day; a scream that whipped past the windows with the onrush of a faling body; a scream that continued
on downward fainter and fainter till it was logt in Silence.

And Wade knew that he had cheated the law, put a murderer to death as surdy as though he had thrown
the switch of an dectric chair.

He picked up the telephone again.
"Lightson,” he said. "Thanks, old man."

He was fumbling for a cigarette as he pressed the eevator button. He was puffing on it as he descended
to the street floor. And he came out of the vestibule with the camness of a man who knows what he will
find.

Detectives were sivearing outside. Inspector Thompson's voice was the loudest of the lot.

"What the hdll--is it raining bodies tonight? That's the second man who's fdlen. We'd better get the fire
nets to catch ‘em!”

"There won't be any more" saidd Wade quigtly. "There's the red murderer. There's a scentific genius for
you--look at that contraption on his body. | had to take a chance that he would fdl ingde your police line
down here and naot hit anyone."

"Whoisit? What's he got on?'

"Arnold Bassett," said Wade softly. "Old Schmelzer's nephew--a man who had ambitions to inherit dl the
millionsin the packing industry; a man who committed a couple of robberies and an extra murder just to
throw us off the trail."

"And what are those things on hiswrigs?'

"Magnets" said Wade. "He's got them strapped to his knees, too. That thing on his back is a sndlsze
transformer, stepping up the current Lord knows how many volts. He's the greatest humen fly youll ever
see, chief. HE's a man who saw the possibilities in a building faced with chromium sted, and who



equipped himsdf to move up and down it and around it as easly as you and | wak on the pavement.
He's aman who planned the deaths of his undes weeks or monthsin advance.”

"And what made him fdl like that?"

"l am respongble for it," said Wade, his voice hard. "It was a question of Miss Crocker's life or his He
was going up to finish her off, because she knew too much--or he was &raid she did. | ordered the
power switch thrown. Bassett here depended on a wire attached to the light dircuit to operate his
electro-magnets.

"The four metd plates at his wrigs and knees must have had a make-and-break contact sysem so that
when the top ones were gripping the lower ones were free. He could draw himsdf up like an inch worm.,
But with the current off his grip was gone and hefdl."

"Wha made you get onto him, Wade?" Inspector Thompson's tone held admiration.
"I noticed some scratches hismetd plates had made on the building--and see here--"

Wade reached down and pulled something out of the dead man's pocket. It looked like an ordinary
automatic pistol, except that there was no opening at its end; nothing but a round piece of metd that fitted
ingde the barrel. Wade hdd the weapon up.

"We knew that a bullet-less gun had been used. It sounded phony--but | had heard of such agun. Here it
is-the kind used in daughterhouses to kill cattle. The bolt dways remains in the barrel. There is arim on
the ingde end of it to hold it in. It is like a piston that the powder explosion drives forward four or five
inches, but does not let it leave the barrel. This vent a the sde of the barrel dlows the gases of the
explosion to escape when the bolt has reached the limit of its movement. Bassett probably tapped on the
glass, and when his Unde Jacob came forward to open the window and look out, Bassett shot him
through the head with the gun held close. He propped him in his chair afterward to make the killing look
even more fantastic.

"The use of such a wegpon made me suspect someone familiar with the packing industry. When | saw
Manny Arden's dead body with the jewery and money planted on him, | knew who the killer must be.
He had, of course, killed Arden in advance, before he staged the robbery. That first scream of Bassett's
was a good imitaion of a man fdling. But the second one was genuine enough---too genuine for
comfort.”

Wade took out a pocket handkerchief and mopped his glisening forehead.

"I had to do it, chief, to save the life of an innocent girl. He would have gone to the chair anyway. |
finished him by having the current turned off instead of on. Just a mere technicdity.”

CROSSWORDSFOR CROOKS

A puzzle fan finds himsaf juggling with a tough problem.

SAM BICKLE, who is best known to patrons of the Hotel Paris as bellhop No. 36, swiveed his eyesin
both directions dong the tenth-floor halway. When he had assured himsdf that no one was in Sght, he
propped his back luxurioudy agang a mable coumn beside the devator door. With studied
carelessness, he neglected to ring the sgnd bell. The car would stop at his floor in its own good time.
Meanwhile, he looked forward to a period of peaceful recreation.



Sghing contentedly, he took a newspaper from an indde pocket and poised the stub of a pencil above
one smudgy page. His forehead wrinkled as he tried to think of a five-letter word beginning with "A" and
ggnifying "sillful.” The rest of the lineswere dl filled in. It was that one vertica that ssumped him--and he
prided himsdf that, when it came to crossword puzzles, he was the cat's pgamas and the canary's
toenalls dl rolled into one.

He became so absorbed in his problem, that he didn't even hear the eevator go by or notice that the bulb
over the annunciator board down the hdll was glowing.

It wasn't until a portentous shadow fdl across his page and a porcine bulk projected itsdf into his
horizon, that he came back to the grim redlities of life

He found himsdf saring into the ruddy festures of "Big Jm" Shdlop, hotel detective.
"Ah" said Sam, and made an inaccurate stab toward the eevator button with one quivering finger.

"Yesh," growled Shdlop ominoudy. "That's right--ring it. | been watching you for the lagt five minutes. |
seen you wadtin' the hotel's time on another one of them dumb crossword puzzles”

Sam tried to make his voice express an arrogance he didn't fed.
"Isthat dl this chegp boarding house pays you for--just to snoop around and spy on the bellhops?’

"My job," said Shdlop pompoudy, “isto protect the interests of the hotel--to see that crooks don't sted
from the guedts, and that employees don't steal from the management. A guy who swipestimeis just as
bad as any other kind of thief. I've told you before to leave them crossword puzzles done. Now, I'm
gonna speak to the boss. Youll find a pretty pink dip in your next pay envelope. You're dways lookin'
for funny words. The next one youll read in this hotel will be a five--letter word beginning with 'F--fired.
Get that? And you won't need a pencl to figure it out ether.”

As an added insult, Shdlop seized Sam's newspaper and tore the crossword puzzle in haf.
"Ow!" cried Sam. "Y ou big double-crossing ape! Just when | had it dl done but one word!"
But his complaint fel upon deaf ears. Shalop was pointing dramaticaly toward the annunciator box.

"Go and see what that guy wantd” he ordered. "Make yoursdf useful the rest of the time you're here. It
won't be long now."

Sam shuffled off, muttering to himsdlf. The big pussyfooting gorilla had nothing to do but stand around
looking pretty and smoking vile cigars. Yet, he was aways tdling Sam where to get off. Sam had to
admit, though, that as a gumshoe artist, Shdlop was dl there. He had a way of turning up when a man
least expected it. He was worse than a bad penny.

Sam dammed ice vidoudy into a pitcher. These darned booze hounds with their hangovers! 1t was guys
like that and big lard pails like Shalop that made a bellhop's life hard.

When he got down to the street floor again, he hunched himsdf disconsolately on the bench and waited
for another cal. His cap was tipped forward more rakishly than the strict standards of the hotel alowed.

The gay night life of Broadway ill streamed by the canopied entrance outside, but it held no thrill for
Sam. At the end of the week, held be out of a job again, watching the bread lines grow longer, and usng
up shoe leather in afutile attempt to find work.



He hadn't even a good snappy crossword puzzle to cheer him in his hour of need. He looked a the
checkered tiles on the floor, and imagined what puzzles a man could make there with a piece of chak

and a penail.

It was then that he saw the two newcomers who entered the revolving door with their big lesther grips.
Sam legped forward. No use letting afew lagt tips get away from him!

The drangers stared down the ends of their noses and released their grips with seeming reluctance.
Tough-looking eggs, thought Sam. They'd be wanting ginger de and ice water before the night was over.

But ther grips were light. No booze therel Sam had got so that he could dassfy most of the guests who
stopped at the Paris. But these two had him guessing. One was short, and dressed in gray. The other was
ahead tdler, and had on a brown suit with a harline white stripe. They both had eyes that squinted.

"Give us a room up top," he heard one of them tdl the desk clerk. "We want to be up where it's
quiet--and where we can get alook-see. This old town has grown some since we were here before.”

"Yesh," sad the other.

Sam couldn't see what names they sgned in the register. The clerk handed them the key to Room No.
3019. That was one of the tower rooms. They couldn't get much higher unless they went up on the roof.
It was the part of the hotd where dl the swdls liked to stay. It gave them a feding of being high and
mighty. These two had plenty of dough. They didn't even ask the price of the room.

But when Sam showed them into it, the man who tipped him, the tdler of the two, handed him a dime.
He wrinkled his nose at that. These two birds took a twelve-dollar-a-day room without blinking, then
handed a thin dime to the guy who had carried up their luggege.

"I @n't got any change, miger," said Sam, aring at the dimein his pdm and shaking his head sadly.
"A wise guy, en?' sad the tal maen.

Sam beat a hagty retreat. He had enough trouble on his hands dready. These two men didnt talk or act
like the guests who usudly took roomsin the tower.

He thought no more about them until Mr. Dennison, in Room No. 3012, ordered some more grape juice
for his bridge guests. A great old guy was Mr. Dennison, one of the hotel's regular paychecks. He'd been
asociety beau in histime. Tonight, he was giving a card party to a bunch of swels. Sam had seen them
coming in, tricked out in furs and jewels. Reporters had even interviewed Dennison judt to stick advance
notices in the papers.

As he came out of the Dennison suite, he noticed Shalop talking to one of the two strangers whose grips
he had carried. It was the short man in the gray suit. He was gesturing toward a door which Sam knew
opened on a sairway leading up to the roof. Shalop was ralling a cigar around in his mouth and looking
interested. Sam couldn't help catching what was being said as he passed by.

"We heard anoise and saw him trying to get into our room,” the short man was saying. "He ran through
that door."

Sam hurried on. But when he reached a turn in the hdlway, he paused, then retraced his steps dowly and
stuck his head around a corner. Something was going on. He wasn't the sort who liked to miss a free
show.

He saw Shdlop open the door leading to the stairway to the roof and enter it, followed by the other man.



Sam fdt himsdf getting excited. Red detective work was going on. He gathered that the two strangers
hed discovered someone trying to get into their room, and had told Shalop about it.

Aslong as he was going to be fired, anyway, Sam reasoned that he might as wdl enjoy himsdf now. If
there was a manhunt in progress, he wanted to be there to waich it. He waked resolutely back to the
door of the stairway and started up.

Shdlop and the gray-suited man had reached the roof now. The door was open. Sam got a glimpse of
dars, and sniffed at the fresh night air. He heard Shdlop's voice.

"If he's up here, welll find him. There ain't no other way down.”

Sam stuck his head through the door & the top of the stairway. He was dl agog. He saw the lumbering
form of Shalop and the figure of the smdler man behind him. Then the smdler man took something out of
his pocket and thrugt it againg Shdlop's back.

The detective gave an audible grunt of surprise.
"Stick 'em up,” said the gray-suited manin a hard, tense voice.
"Hey!" ydled Sam.

The gray-suited man turned his head then. It dmogt gave Shdlop a chance to grab the gun away from
him--amogt, but not quite. The man with the gat sill had one eye cocked.

"Take care of that nosey bdlhop,” he said from the corner of his mouth.

Something hard was jammed into Sam's ribs then. It was the other man, the tal one, who had dipped out
of the shadows beside the door.

"Raise your mitts, too," he said, "and come on up. The air'sfine. Youll likeit."

Sam kept his ams diffly doft, as did Shallop. He saw the man in the gray suit go through the detective's
pockets and remove a gun, awalet, and a bunch of keys. Then he saw him give Shdlop a dip behind the
ear with the blunt muzze of his automatic. The big detective sank to his knees and fdl sdewise.

The man behind Sam duplicated the blow, but not so expertly. Sam ducked his head a little He saw
red-and-blue lights dance before his eyes, and he pitched forward, but he wasn't completdly out. Dimly,
he saw the two men dip through the doorway to the dairs and closed the door after them. He heard the
sound of akey baing turned in the lock.

Then he understood the whole neet trick. They had lured Shdlop up on the roof to get his keys away
from him and to get him out of the way. They were crooks, and were planning to pull some sort of job.
He thought of Dennison's bridge party and the bejeweled guests who were in attendance.

He sat up, rubbing the back of his head. Then he went over to see Shdlop. The detective was breathing
heavily. Sam tried to rouse him, but couldn't. He went back to the door and pounded on it, but it was
meade of metal and was locked.

He stared over the coping a the street thirty stories below. There was no fire escape, no way of getting
down. The roof was empty, except for a few pipes and the huge eectric Sgn that rose on a sed
framework and blinked in and out as alure to the teeming denizens of Broadway.

Sam gathered some rainwater in the pdms of his hands and threw it into the face of Shdlop. The



detective groaned, and fluttered his eyelids. Another shower of cold water made him St up groggily. The
sky overhead shed afant, reflected illumingtion.

"Whét the hdl?" said Shdlop.

"Itsme" sad Sam. "A couple of crooks socked you on the dome and took your keys away from you.
Whét are you going to do about it?'

"What are you doing here?' countered Shalop, glaing fiercdy at Sam.

"Jugt looking round,” said Sam. "I heard you taking to one of the crooks. You fdl for his dick trick,
didn't you?'

Shdlop broke into a torrent of profanity. He arose, groaned, fet of his head, then limped toward the
door.

"It's locked," said Sam. "We couldn't break it down if we tried dl night."”

"We gotta," said Shallop. "They took my keys so they could crib the sparklers off Dennison's guests. I'm
cooked if they get away with it."

But, try as they would, they couldn't force the door.

Overhead, the big dectric Sgn continued to wink in and out as though in dy humor at their plight.
HOTEL PARIS

Then after a period of darkness.

HOTEL PARIS

Sam stared up at it. He began muttering to himsdlf. Then he grabbed Shdlop's am.

"Quick," he said, "boost me up on that gn, Shdlop. | got an idea”

Then he saw he wouldn't need Shallop's help, after dl. There was a smdl ladder running up to the huge
letters.

"What are you gonnado?' growled Shalop.
"Another crossword puzzle™ Sam shouted back enigmaticdly.

The cold night wind lashed a him as he hung on dizzily. When he reached the sgn, he began working
with feverish energy, unscrewing bulbs and darkening Ietters here and there with the confident ar of a
men who knows what he is abouit.

When he dimbed down from the big framework and joined Shdlop on the roof again, the sound coming
up through the canyon of Broadway had changed. It had a louder, more strident note. Sam looked at
Shdlop sgnificantly.

It was twenty minutes later that there came a shouting and a samping at the door leading to the dairs.
Then it opened, and a cop came up on the roof. Shdlop greeted him excitedly.

"Quick," he said, "a couple of crooks are pulling off a heist job here tonight.”

"I know it," said the cop. "We got 'em just as they were leaving. That Sgnd of yours was seen dl up and



down Broadway. They got the reserves outside. We thought there was ariot here--but I've got to hand it
to you, Shallop--it was a clever trick dl right. Better get it fixed, though, as soon as you can. It's stoppin’
traffic dl dong the street.”

Shdlop seemed to fight within himsdlf then. He squared his shoulders and looked the cop in the eye. His
lips were firm.

"I didnt do it," he said. "It was the bdlhop here. He's a crossword puzzle fan, and I've been riding him
for it. When | saw him up there unscrewing the bulbs in the 'O" and T' of 'HOTEL," and leaving the
'H--EL,' | didn't catch on to wha he was doin’, and thought held gone crazy. Then, when he began
puttin' out the 'A" in 'PARIS and dl the rest of the letters except the 'P,' | saw held spdled 'H-EL-P!"

As Shdlop finished speaking, he reached into his pocket and took out a newspaper. He solemnly folded
it to the crossword puzzle page, and handed it to Sam.

"That's to make up for the one | torein two," he said gruffly. "Do it when you get the chance--and don't
worry about your job. I'm going to tdl the boss about this and let him know tha you ant only a
crossword puzzin' fool, but the greatest crook-catchin' bellhop on little ol* Broadway."

THE END



