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FOREWORD
 

Stories from Pulp Fiction’s Golden Age
 


AND it was a golden age. 

The 1930s and 1940s were a vibrant, seminal time for a gigantic audience of eager readers, probably the largest per capita audience of readers in American history. The magazine racks were chock-full of publications with ragged trims, garish cover art, cheap brown pulp paper, low cover prices—and the most excitement you could hold in your hands.

 “Pulp” magazines, named for their rough-cut, pulpwood paper, were a vehicle for more amazing tales than Scheherazade could have told in a million and one nights. Set apart from higher-class “slick” magazines, printed on fancy glossy paper with quality artwork and superior production values, the pulps were for the “rest of us,” adventure story after adventure story for people who liked to read. Pulp fiction authors were no-holds-barred entertainers—real storytellers. They were more interested in a thrilling plot twist, a horrific villain or a white-knuckle adventure than they were in lavish prose or convoluted metaphors. 

The sheer volume of tales released during this wondrous golden age remains unmatched in any other period of literary history—hundreds of thousands of published stories in over nine hundred different magazines. Some titles lasted only an issue or two; many magazines succumbed to paper shortages during World War II, while others endured for decades yet. Pulp fiction remains as a treasure trove of stories you can read, stories you can love, stories you can remember. The stories were driven by plot and character, with grand heroes, terrible villains, beautiful damsels (often in distress), diabolical plots, amazing places, breathless romances. The readers wanted to be taken beyond the mundane, to live adventures far removed from their ordinary lives—and the pulps rarely failed to deliver.

In that regard, pulp fiction stands in the tradition of all memorable literature. For as history has shown, good stories are much more than fancy prose. William Shakespeare, Charles Dickens, Jules Verne, Alexandre Dumas—many of the greatest literary figures wrote their fiction for the readers, not simply literary colleagues and academic admirers. And writers for pulp magazines were no exception. These publications reached an audience that dwarfed the circulations of today’s short story magazines. Issues of the pulps were scooped up and read by over thirty million avid readers each month.

 Because pulp fiction writers were often paid no more than a cent a word, they had to become prolific or starve. They also had to write aggressively. As Richard Kyle, publisher and editor of Argosy, the first and most long-lived of the pulps, so pointedly explained: “The pulp magazine writers, the best of them, worked for markets that did not write for critics or attempt to satisfy timid advertisers. Not having to answer to anyone other than their readers, they wrote about human beings on the edges of the unknown, in those new lands the future would explore. They wrote for what we would become, not for what we had already been.” 

Some of the more lasting names that graced the pulps include H. P. Lovecraft, Edgar Rice Burroughs, Robert E. Howard, Max Brand, Louis L’Amour, Elmore Leonard, Dashiell Hammett, Raymond Chandler, Erle Stanley Gardner, John D. MacDonald, Ray Bradbury, Isaac Asimov, Robert Heinlein—and, of course, L. Ron Hubbard.

 In a word, he was among the most prolific and popular writers of the era. He was also the most enduring—hence this series—and certainly among the most legendary. It all began only months after he first tried his hand at fiction, with L. Ron Hubbard tales appearing in Thrilling Adventures,
Argosy,
Five-Novels Monthly,
Detective Fiction Weekly,
Top-Notch,
Texas Ranger,
War Birds,
Western Stories, even Romantic Range. He could write on any subject, in any genre, from jungle explorers to deep-sea divers, from G-men and gangsters, cowboys and flying aces to mountain climbers, hard-boiled detectives and spies. But he really began to shine when he turned his talent to science fiction and fantasy of which he authored nearly fifty novels or novelettes to forever change the shape of those genres. 

 Following in the tradition of such famed authors as Herman Melville, Mark Twain, Jack London and Ernest Hemingway, Ron Hubbard actually lived adventures that his own characters would have admired—as an ethnologist among primitive tribes, as prospector and engineer in hostile climes, as a captain of vessels on four oceans. He even wrote a series of articles for Argosy, called “Hell Job,” in which he lived and told of the most dangerous professions a man could put his hand to. 

 Finally, and just for good measure, he was also an accomplished photographer, artist, filmmaker, musician and educator. But he was first and foremost a writer, and that’s the L. Ron Hubbard we come to know through the pages of this volume. 

This library of Stories from the Golden Age presents the best of L. Ron Hubbard’s fiction from the heyday of storytelling, the Golden Age of the pulp magazines. In these eighty volumes, readers are treated to a full banquet of 153 stories, a kaleidoscope of tales representing every imaginable genre: science fiction, fantasy, western, mystery, thriller, horror, even romance—action of all kinds and in all places.

 Because the pulps themselves were printed on such inexpensive paper with high acid content, issues were not meant to endure. As the years go by, the original issues of every pulp from Argosy through Zeppelin Stories continue crumbling into brittle, brown dust. This library preserves the L. Ron Hubbard tales from that era, presented with a distinctive look that brings back the nostalgic flavor of those times. 

L. Ron Hubbard’s Stories from the Golden Age has something for every taste, every reader. These tales will return you to a time when fiction was good clean entertainment and the most fun a kid could have on a rainy afternoon or the best thing an adult could enjoy after a long day at work.

 Pick up a volume, and remember what reading is supposed to be all about. Remember curling up with a great story.


—Kevin J. Anderson
 

 KEVIN J. ANDERSON is the author of more than ninety critically acclaimed works of speculative fiction, including The Saga of Seven Suns, the continuation of the Dune Chronicles with Brian Herbert, and his New York Times bestselling novelization of L. Ron Hubbard’s Ai! Pedrito! 
 




  



Dead Men Kill




  



CHAPTER ONE
 

Death from the Grave
 


IN a voice which held the icy tones of death, the dark-clothed man in the open doorway rasped, “I have come to kill you, Gordon! I have come to kill you!” 

Gordon stiffened in his massive chair. His ruddy face went ashen; his thick fingers clutched at the corners of his desk. “Jackson!” he shrieked.

The killer’s eyes were glassy. His hands reached out before him, grasping, talonlike. The pallor of the dead was on his wasted face. He was clothed in the garments of the grave! Silently, relentlessly, he walked forward.

“Stop!” screamed Gordon. “My God, Jackson, what have I ever done to you?”

The answer was toneless, harsh. “I have come to kill you, Gordon!”

The clutching hands came closer. Gordon covered his face, tried to cower away. Beside him was a telephone. Furtively he reached out for it.

If Jackson saw, he gave no heed. Blindly he came against the outer edge of the desk. Slowly he skirted the obstruction and came on.

“Police!” cried Gordon into the receiver.

If Jackson heard, he gave no sign. His hard, glassy eyes, sunken and horrible, were fixed on his victim’s throat. Gordon stared up and caught the odor which had assailed him from the first. It was the smell of moist earth mingled with the perfumes of the undertaking parlor. The stench of the grave!

“I have come to kill you, Gordon!” repeated the murderer. It was as though this phrase was all that remained in the man’s mind.

“My God, Jackson! Get away!” Too late, Gordon tried to scramble out from behind his desk.

Jackson lunged, hands convulsing. When the sunken eyes were a foot away from Gordon’s, the fingers snapped down on the victim’s throat. There was a shriek and the crash of the overturned chair. Gordon whipped about, writhing under the maniacal strength of the hands.

Shuddering sobs were coming from the victim’s distorted mouth. Slowly the body under the hands relaxed and lay still. Jackson’s fingers still clutched the throat.

Seconds ticked by before the murderer moved. Then, with his expressionless face turned toward the door, he walked slowly from the room.

The toneless phrase came again. “I have come to kill you, Gordon!” And the man who was dressed for the grave disappeared into the corridor.
 


Inspector Leonard rushed from his desk into the squad room and spotted Detective-Sergeant Terry Lane. “Lane! Snap into it. Gordon’s been murdered and I think it’s a clue on your Burnham killing. The man on the switchboard heard Gordon shout ‘My God, Jackson, get away!’ into the phone. Get out there right away!” 
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Terry Lane
 

Detective-Sergeant Terrence Lane needed no further word. Like a shot, his wiry figure hurtled through the door, plunged down a flight of steps and swung aboard the scout car at the curb.

“The Gordon residence!” shouted Lane to Monahan at the wheel. “And step on it!”

The car roared up the street, Lane hanging to the running board, his blue eyes flashing, the wind tearing at his raven black hair. Monahan had given the wild figure a brief glance, decided that Terry Lane meant what he said, and the squad car ripped past a red light, lanced up a traffic-jammed avenue, screamed around a curve and then came to a stop before the imposing mansion which was the home of the late Ralph Gordon, a well-known wealthy sportsman.

If Detective Lane was disheveled, he had good reason to be. For a week he had been on the trail of a killer he could never reasonably expect to apprehend. The papers were blatant in their denouncement of the police force in general and Terry Lane in particular.

Since that fatal day seven days before when Edward Burnham, head of a power trust, had been found dead in his home, Lane’s life had been a nightmare. He had not known which way to turn, since the only conceivable clue had pointed the guilt to Hamilton, secretary to Burnham. And that was impossible. For Hamilton had been dead and buried for two weeks!

Lane sprinted up the steps, kicked open the front door and stepped inside. Then, undecided, he stopped and stared about him. In the hall of that great home, in spite of the clamor of traffic outside its door, silence reigned. It was the sinister, clammy silence of death. An odor came to him oppressively.

Worry flicked across Lane’s lean, nervous face and he looked down at his feet. There, in the center of the hallway, lay a blue gray cotton glove. When he picked it up, Lane again smelled that faint odor. Suddenly he recognized it.

It was a pallbearer’s glove that he had found and from it came the stench of moist earth and sickening perfume. The odor of the grave!

Jamming his first clue into his pocket, Lane ran into the room at his right and then stopped abruptly.

As many times as the detective had witnessed death, his stomach retched at the sight before him. Gordon was sprawled on the floor, rigid and staring. His once-dapper clothes were ripped about the throat. The flesh beneath his jaw was blue and swollen. But it was the face which held Lane’s gaze. Surprise, horror and disbelief were mirrored there so strongly that even death had not erased them.

Lane stepped forward with a shudder. He looked quickly about for some telltale bit of evidence, but nothing untoward rewarded him.

 From the street came the noise of sirens and screeching brakes, heralding the arrival of the wagon and the coroner. With them, Lane knew, would come the newshawks and cameramen. He dreaded their arrival more than he did the prospects of solving this second murder. It was certain that a few more scathing articles such as those which had recently appeared would ruin Terry Lane’s promising career. 

The coroner was the first man in the door. He was small and wizened, with a military mustache adding an incongruous note of jauntiness.

Dr. Charles Reynolds was entirely too professional to be awed by the sight of a corpse.

“Hello,” said Coroner Reynolds. “I don’t need my stethoscope to tell that bird’s stone dead.” He knelt quickly beside Gordon. “Deader’n hell. Strangled. The fellow that did that must have been a maniac.”

He glanced at the detective. “Just the same thing as we found in the Burnham case. Any clue?”
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Dr. Reynolds
 

“Nothing definite,” snapped Lane. “I wish there was.”

 He looked up to see that four bluecoats had come in. “Go through your routine, boys, but I’m afraid it won’t mean a thing.” 

Monahan came in, herding a scared butler in front of him.

“This egg says he ain’t seen nothin’, Sergeant.”

Lane gave the butler a brief scrutiny. “Who was Jackson?”

“I don’t know anything about it, sir,” quaked the butler. “Jackson, sir, he was Mr. Gordon’s secretary. He was buried last week, sir.”

“Oh, cripes!” exclaimed Lane. “Another of those things! What did Jackson die of?”

“I don’t rightly know, sir, but it was some sort of fever.” The butler’s knees were shaking. “There wasn’t nothing between Jackson and Mr. Gordon, sir. Jackson was a mighty fine young man. When he died, sir, we felt very bad.”

 “And we’re supposed to believe Jackson rose from the grave and killed Gordon,” Dr. Reynolds scowled. “Zombies—the walking dead—like they’re supposed to have in Haiti? Rot! I’ve been there—and I never saw any.” 

“I’ll handle this, Reynolds.” Lane drew the pallbearer’s glove out of his pocket and thumped it in front of the butler’s nose. “Ever see this before?”

The butler moaned and then nodded his head dumbly.

“Yes, sir. That is, I think so, sir. I bought those gloves very special for Mr. Jackson’s funeral!”

“Then you wore this glove as a pallbearer?” Lane demanded.

“No, sir!” Again the butler moaned. “I bought it for Mr. Jackson, sir. He had a very small hand, he did. That was on him when we lowered him into the grave, sir.”

“What?” exclaimed Reynolds. “Well, I’ll say this much, Lane. The man that strangled Gordon had very small hands. The thumb prints say so.” The coroner shrugged his shoulders. “Nothing else I can do here now.”

He picked up his black bag, and the door closed after him as he disappeared in the hall.

“You say that Gordon liked Jackson?” Lane glared at the butler.

“Yes, sir,” the butler nodded. “All of us did, sir.”

The door opened again and a tall, severely dressed gentleman came in. His reserve matched the quietness of his clothes. He was Dr. Anton Kaler, who sometimes interested himself in crime—though his chosen professions were chemistry and traveling. “Hello, Kaler,” said Lane. “How did you get in?”

“Told the officer at the door I was a friend of yours,” Dr. Kaler smiled.
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Dr. Anton Kaler
 

“I’m glad you happened along,” said the detective-sergeant. “Maybe you can give me a hand on this thing.”

“But certainly,” remarked Kaler, leaning on his cane. “I was ambling down the street, saw the police cars and thought I might be of help. You see, I know Gordon quite well.” His eyes swept over the still figure on the floor. “Or, rather, I did know him well.”

There was a step outside, and Reynolds stepped briskly back into the room.

“Forgot my gloves,” he said. He leaned beside the body and picked up a pair of gloves. The light from the windows made dancing lights on the odd snake-shaped emerald in the ring he wore.

“Like to stick around?” suggested Lane. “Dr. Kaler may be able to give us a different slant on this thing. Dr. Kaler, this is Dr. Reynolds, the coroner.”

The two men bowed. Reynolds walked over to a window, looked out at the setting sun.

“This is another of those cases,” Lane told Kaler. “A fellow by the name of Jackson murdered Gordon. Did you know his secretary, Jackson?”

“Why, yes,” returned Dr. Kaler. “He was quite a personable young chap. He died last week, you know. I attended his funeral.”

He looked down at the sprawled corpse and then, with an expression of sadness, knelt beside Gordon. “Poor devil. You certainly didn’t deserve this.”

The detective-sergeant took a turn about the room and then came back to the door. There, beside the wall, was a scrap of paper which had escaped his first examination. He picked it up idly, read the printing and writing on it.

“What the devil!” he ejaculated. “Here’s a pharmacy bill from Port-au-Prince, Haiti! What could this be doing here?”

Reynolds came quickly across the room and read over Lane’s shoulder.

 “Hmmm! It says it hereby renders the account of Dr. Leroux to date,” stated the coroner. “My lord! That thing’s made out for fifty thousand gourdes! Why, that’s ten thousand dollars in our money.” 

“Ten thousand dollars?” cried Lane. “Who ever heard of pharmacies charging ten thousand smackers for anything? Dr. Leroux, eh? Well, if Leroux’s got anything to do with this killing, he’ll be spilling me the beans by dark.”

“Never heard of a Dr. Leroux in this city,” muttered Reynolds.

“May I see it for a moment?” asked Kaler. “I’ve spent considerable time in Haiti, you know.” He examined the bill intently.

“Well, if you want my opinion, Lane, I don’t think this has much connection with the murder. This pharmacy is a pretty reliable one in Port-au-Prince. Probably Gordon had some dealings with the man there. You know he’s traveled—or rather did travel—quite a little.”

 “I may be funny,” said Lane absently, “but I’ve got a hunch that this has some bearing on the case.” He turned toward the door. “I’m going to spot this doc.” 

He walked quickly to the entrance of the room and then stopped as though he had been smashed in the face. His eyes opened wide and his jaw sagged.

There, on the inside of the door, where he could not have seen it before, was a note. The envelope was addressed in green ink to Terrence Lane. But worse than that—the paper was held up by a knife driven through its flap. The hilt of the weapon was also green and was carved—in the semblance of a snake!

Lane ripped it down, shoved the knife in his pocket, and read the message. It was simple and to the point.
 

Terry Lane:


You will leave this case immediately and resign from the force. If not, you will be killed as suddenly, as unexpectedly, and as horribly as either Burnham or Gordon.


 The signature was also in green. The two words at the bottom left no clue to the writer’s identity: “Loup-garou.” The detective choked and whirled to see that the policemen, Reynolds and Kaler were all staring at him. He smiled thinly, shrugged and went out of the house with the missive in his coat pocket. 

On the steps were newspapermen, and at Lane’s appearance a barrage of questions ripped through the air.

“Was it the same as Burnham?”

“If Jackson’s been dead a week, how could he possibly murder Gordon?”

“Who do you suspect?”

“C’mon, give us a break! We gotta print somethin’.”

 “Okay by us, flatfoot, it ain’t our funeral.” 

Lane was on the sidewalk, trying to worm his way through the gathering crowd. Hands tore at him, people stared in his direction, cameras snapped hungrily. One hand in particular was insistent. Lane gazed back at its owner with annoyance.

And then his annoyance faded, for the owner of the white hand was a vividly beautiful girl. In spite of his worries, Lane stopped abruptly, satisfied for the moment just to fill his eyes with this vision. About him people snickered and he quickly plunged on, dragging the girl with him until they stood a good hundred feet away from the nearest of the morbid crowd.

“You had something to say to me?” asked Lane.

“Yes, but this isn’t the place,” she said. Her voice seemed to vibrate with excitement—or perhaps fear.

“Come on up to Headquarters with me.” He turned quickly to hail a cruising cab and when it had stopped Lane said, “Let’s get going, miss.”

He reached back for the girl’s arm to help her into the machine, and then he stopped and stared quickly about him. There was a second taxi further along the street, but it was unoccupied. The girl had no time to walk away. No one had come near them in that brief instant. But the girl was gone! Completely and mysteriously!




  



CHAPTER TWO
 

Beneath the Mound
 


ON Detective-Sergeant Lane’s desk there lay a weird assortment of articles, and each time Inspector Leonard marched past on his endless stride up and down the room, he looked at the objects. First, there was the blue gray glove. Next came the Haitian pharmacy bill. Then there were the note and the knife with the snake handle. 

Lane leaned back with a distraught face and ran his fingers, comblike, through his black hair. “But, Inspector, if I can’t open the grave, how the devil do I know whether or not this guy Jackson is still buried?”

“It’s your case,” snapped Leonard.

“Yeah. But how about a little cooperation? I’ve tried to connect with Jackson’s family and all I can find is an old hag that says no. I can’t exhume that body without an order!” Lane picked up the note he had found on the door. “And as for this thing, how the devil could it get there? Whoever wrote it knows I’m on the case and they think I’ve got the evidence.”

 “Did you find out what that signature ‘Loup-garou’ means?” asked Leonard. 

“It means,” intoned Lane, “the ‘human hyena.’ Is that gruesome enough for you? It’s part of a voodoo fetish. One of the priests, or something, in a black magic cult.”

“Well,” snapped Leonard, “if you can’t do anything but sit there and twiddle your thumbs, I’d take that note’s advice and resign!”

“Yes,” growled Lane, “I suppose you would. I can’t seem to set my teeth into anything. Here’s this business of a green serpent and a human hyena or wolf, and next comes Leroux who can’t be located. The only way I can find out if dead men really are coming back to life, and killing, is by digging up Jackson—and you won’t let me do that!”

“The family has the first say in that!” exclaimed Leonard impatiently. “The whole town is down on our necks! The papers are tooting up this thing until I can’t eat or sleep. They say—and they’re right—that not one rich man in this town is safe!

“Gordon was the object of an extortion attempt three weeks before he was murdered. The next man will either pay or be killed. The town’s crazy with fear!”

“All right,” sighed Lane. “I’m no ghoul and I didn’t think I’d ever dig graves, but order or no order, tonight I’m going to exhume Jackson. If I’m caught—well, what the devil? It couldn’t be worse!”
 


The cemetery was ringed by giant weeping willow trees which swayed under the ghostly moan of the night wind. Under the light of the half-moon, white tombstones stood out spectrally. 

Stealthy shadows marched along the pathways each time the breeze tugged at the bending willows, and over all hung the terrible silence of death.

Terry Lane stood in the hushed night and rattled the padlock on the gates. With the key he had taken from Reynolds, he gained entrance. As he swung back the iron bars, the rusty hinges creaked and groaned, as ominous as death itself. A shiver ran up Lane’s spine but he straightened his shoulders, hefted shovel and pick that he carried, and walked in.

“Whatever teeth,” he muttered to himself, “that note might have had—they’ll sink now, if ever.”

He looked about him across the dead white array of marble rows, glanced up at the shadows the trees made against the sky, and then began the task of finding Jackson’s grave.

One by one he inspected the stones, careful not to tread upon the mounds. Then he came to a patch of earth where the sod had not yet had time to set, and he quickly read the inscription by the moonlight: “William Jackson—by his ever-loving sister.”

Lane stared about him, and then with a sigh of repulsion, sank his pick into the center of the mound. He worked feverishly at his gruesome task, for he did not know but that he was being watched. Somehow, he felt the presence of eyes.

At last his shovel scraped against metal. Redoubling his efforts, he undermined the casket until he could stand to one side. Above him an owl hooted weirdly, sending countless shivers up and down Lane’s spine. He remembered having heard that the presence of an owl meant death.

Lane wrapped his grimy fist about the half of his flashlight and pried up the outer lid of the casket. He was surprised to find that it was not sealed, as it should have been. The round beam of cold light probed into the interior and lit up the glass front of the box through which one should be able to see the corpse.

Then a low whistle escaped the detective, and he bent to look more closely. No, there was no mistake. The coffin was—empty!

As he stood beside the casket, trying to make himself realize that he was not a victim of a hallucination, small clods of dirt fell from above and struck his head. Lane froze with horror and he felt the dread premonition of a presence.

Seconds ticked by before he dared move. He whirled suddenly, stepped to one side. The icy beam of his light bit up toward the sky and lit up—the ghastly face of a dead man!
 


There was no mistake. Lane knew that the man was a corpse. The eyes held that glassy, hard light; the flesh was gray; there was no expression in the face. The man stood quietly looking down at Terry. 

The lips moved slowly. The voice was harsh but toneless. “I have come to kill you, Lane!”

Lane braced himself for a spring upward and felt tentatively for his gun. Then he writhed inwardly as he realized that he had left it with his coat on top of the ground. What a fool he was!

Again the detective was about to leap up when he caught sight of another movement to the right of the hulk above him. He changed the beam of his light and there again was the expressionless face of a corpse!

Another movement across the grave, another change of the light, and still another death mask!

Lane felt his blood freeze in his veins as he realized his peril. Three men, dressed in the black of the grave, were about to take his life. It was not until now that Lane really understood the look of horror on the faces of Burnham and Gordon.

It was true, then, that the murderers he had been trying to bring to justice were dead men. The empty grave was the proof. Lane felt certain that some fiendish hand was guiding this entire fantastic scheme and he knew that he was close to a solution of the crimes.

But he also knew that he was about to die. There was no fighting or killing that would serve against men already dead.

But Lane had not reached his present position on the force by sidestepping fights, and though he did not have his gun, he had his two fists—and they were enough.

He lunged for the legs of the first one he had seen and felt his arms close around solid flesh. The figure reeled back, dragging Terry out of the grave.

The detective let go. He rolled to one side. He tried to scramble to his feet but, like maniacs, the three were upon him, pinning him down.

Lane caught a glimpse of an expressionless face and saw grasping hands reach out for his throat. He struck out savagely and his fist thudded against clammy flesh. The man’s expression did not change—he didn’t reel. The hands came closer.

Gathering all of his strength for one frantic lunge, Lane shot away from them and managed to get to his knees. But the three were not to be denied. They rose up, slowly, relentlessly, and came forward on three sides.

The detective scrambled to his feet and stood weaving, fighting hard to retain control of himself. He struck at the nearest one, driving it back by the sheer force of the blow. He whirled to strike at another. His fist crashed out like a pile driver. The knuckles crunched into cold flesh. But before he could recover himself he sensed a presence behind him.

He tried to spin about, but he was too late. Icy, bony fingers were closing about his windpipe. He struggled, tried to writhe away, but the thing which had him was not to be eluded. The hands tightened with a strength which was demoniacal.

The two others were again closing in from the front. Their hands were held out in front of them, dead white in the moonlight. Somewhere in the weeping willows, the owl hooted.

Lane struggled fiercely, gasping for breath. He knew it was a question of seconds before he would lose consciousness.

One of those who came on in front spoke. Its voice was flat, toneless, harsh. “I have come to kill you, Lane!”

The whole ghastly scene had begun to spin before Terry’s tortured eyes. The half-moon dipped crazily and all the silhouettes of the moaning trees blended into one mad whirl before the detective’s protruding eyes.

In a moment . . .

Then a harsh voice cut through the night. An ugly, snarling voice. “Drop him! Drop him! Drop him!”

The trio backed away. The fingers about Lane’s windpipe relaxed and allowed him to sink down on the sod. He gasped hoarsely for breath, unable, for the moment, to offer further resistance.

Dimly he saw that a fourth member of the party was approaching. The newcomer was burly, thick in both speech and build. As he walked, he hunched forward like a beast. But Lane almost welcomed his appearance, for he knew that the man was alive and human.

Staccato orders were snapped about by the fourth man while the three who had attacked Lane stood stiffly, looking straight ahead, seeing nothing out of their dead eyes. Then the three bent down, and before Lane could move, they picked him up in clammy arms and bore him away toward the rusty gates of the cemetery.

One walked on each side of the detective and the third plodded at his head. Three pairs of arms pinioned him tightly and he was unable to move. The footsteps of the trio thudded dully, lifelessly upon the pathway.

Lane saw the gate-tops float past him and knew that they were on the road. How far they would carry him he did not know, nor did he dare contemplate the fate which he approached. As the district was an abandoned one, there was no hope that the party would be noticed and reported. Whatever happened to save Lane would occur only through his own initiative.

Through the trees overhead the detective caught an occasional glimpse of the half-moon and he heard, from the back of the burying ground, the derisive hoot of the owl.

After an interval of several minutes, the group approached a black limousine which was parked on the side of the road. The burly one rasped an order and took hold of the door handle. Lane was dropped to the gravel. The three men who had carried him backed away, staring straight ahead out of sightless eyes.

The car door opened suddenly, flooding the roadside with a strange greenish light which blended with that of the moon. An impersonal voice reached Lane from within.

“Get in. Do not try to get away. I have you covered.” A low chuckle followed, its note pitched in a cruel key. “Those dead men would be only too glad to track you down if you tried to escape.”

Lane blinked at the light. He climbed stiffly to his feet, shrugged and stepped inside the car. There was nothing to lose by entering—quite the contrary.

A man clad in a black overcoat and hat sat on the far side of the limousine, but all that Lane could see of his face was two piercing eyes which seemed to glow like those of a wolf. The man’s face was entirely obscured by a green mask.

The detective sat down on the soft seat. The door was slammed shut from without, cutting off the night and replacing it with the greenish glow which came from the floor.

The car’s occupant thrust an automatic savagely into Lane’s side—and in spite of himself the detective winced from the pressure of the barrel. Still, he thought, hot lead was by far preferable to eternity at the hands of dead men.

“You found Jackson gone?” queried the masked man.

 Lane drew a long breath and carefully steadied his jumping nerves. “Yes. Seems to have walked out on us. Have I the doubtful honor of talking with Loup-garou?” 

“You have,” came the thick answer.

“The human hyena, eh?” mocked Lane. The best he could do would be to meet death halfway. “I have something you want?”

 “Quite right,” snapped Loup-garou. “You have a certain pharmacy bill addressed to a Dr. Leroux of this city. I must have that bill!” The last sentence was harshly punctuated by a thrust of the automatic muzzle deeper into the detective’s side. 

“And after you get that?”

 “Who knows?” shrugged Loup-garou. “The other part of my bargain is your resignation from the force.” 

“I see,” said Lane with a hard smile. “You don’t want to kill me right away. You’d rather have me resign, so you can pin something on me and kill me afterwards.”

“I want the pharmacy bill, Lane. As far as killing goes, I don’t care when you die. You might even die within the next ten minutes. It would be amusing to turn you over to the three dead men out there.”


Loup-garou paused, to see what effect this last had had on the detective. But if he looked for fright, he was mistaken. 

“You can buy your life with the bill and your resignation,” he snapped. “I want the bill now!”

Lane shrugged bleakly, sudden hopelessness on his face. Slowly he reached back toward his hip pocket, as though searching for the required slip of paper. The automatic tightened against him.

 Cautiously, he leaned even harder against the weapon’s barrel. Then, as swiftly as a striking snake, he snatched at Loup-garou’s wrist. Instead of pushing the gun away from him, he pulled it toward him. Loup-garou pulled the trigger, not realizing that the slide had been pushed back and that the firing pin would never touch the cartridge. 

 Lane smiled brittlely. He drew back his right fist and swung it straight for the masked one’s jaw. Loup-garou struggled for an instant. He pulled the gun back and again pressed the trigger. 

 Flame stabbed into Lane’s side. Then his fist came back and traveled a second short arc to the masked one’s jaw. A bellow of rage came from outside the car as Loup-garou sank unconscious to the floor. 

The detective heard the car door swinging open. A red tongue roared at him. Swiftly he plunged for the driver’s seat. A bullet from the outside shattered the glass beside his head. It seemed an age before he found the switch and an eternity before the car’s motor barked into life.

The burly one’s arm was encircling from behind. Lane crashed the gears into low, snapped a chance blow to his attacker’s jaw. The burly one sagged and fell away from the speeding car.

 A hard grin of victory was on Lane’s face as he saw the long, moonlit road unwinding ahead. He turned to make sure of his captive. In a moment, he knew, he would have to stop and tie the man up before consciousness should return. The fist he had sent to Loup-garou’s chin had packed an hour’s worth of sleep. 

Then, when he turned, Lane’s grin faded. The car’s door was swinging open and the back seat—was empty!




  



CHAPTER THREE
 

Permanently Dead
 


REYNOLDS pulled at his short briar pipe and gave Terry Lane a judicial look. “You needn’t worry about those powder burns in your side. They’ll heal up in a day or so—maybe a week. Did you get anything in return for it?” 

“That’s what I want to know!” snapped Inspector Leonard from the doorway of Lane’s office.

“I found out that the car I swiped was registered under the name of Dr. Leroux,” said Lane evenly. “And I found out that Jackson’s grave is empty. And I know that Haitian pharmacy bill is worth something. Isn’t that about enough for one night’s work?”

“Humph!” growled Leonard. “You rob a grave, steal a car, get shot up and lose your arrest. That’s successful, I suppose.”

“Say, listen,” began Lane in sudden heat.

“Now, now,” interjected Reynolds. “He doesn’t mean anything, Terry.” And then, with a doctor’s license, he added: “Be nice to him. I just noticed the other day that his blood pressure is way up. He’ll be popping off on us any minute.”

“Yes?” cried Leonard. “Why, you old fossil—wait a minute, your phone’s ringing, Terry.”

Lane picked up the instrument, faintly bored. He spoke for a moment, then sat bolt upright.

“When? This afternoon at three? Yes sir, Mr. Morton, we’ll be there.” He whirled on Leonard. “Morton’s secretary just died.”

“You mean Morton, the banker?” exclaimed the coroner.

“Morton, the banker,” affirmed Lane. “His secretary, the private one, has had a fever for a few days and now he’s dead. Morton received an extortion note a few days ago and he refused to listen to it. Told the gang he was too broke.”

“Morton broke!” snapped Leonard. “What else?”

 “He wants Reynolds and me to come to the funeral and make sure that Cramer, the secretary, is really dead. This looks like Loup-garou all over again.” And Lane regarded the knife on his desk with its snake handle. 

“If Morton’s killed,” growled Leonard, “I’m going to string both of you up to the nearest telegraph pole. Get me?”

He stalked to his door and then whirled on them again. “The newspapers will have this thing on the streets inside the hour. If you slip up, it means both our jobs. If Cramer isn’t dead, by God, Reynolds, fix him up so there won’t be enough of him to walk. Do you get me?”

A thin smile flitted across Reynolds’ wizened face and he winked at Lane.

“When I leave that place, believe me, Cramer will be permanently dead!”
 


The funeral procession which was lined up at the door of the undertaking establishment was long. It was evident that Cramer had many friends and that Morton, in spite of his terror, was making an occasion out of it. 

“Is that undertaker reliable?” asked Lane as he and the coroner watched from across the street.

“Reckon so. He’s the biggest in town.” Reynolds knocked the bowl of his pipe against his heel. “Let’s wander over and see Gault, the undertaker.”

They walked through the throng on the sidewalk and glanced about them, spotting three or four of the men Lane had placed to watch the crowd for possible “mugs.” The detective followed Reynolds up the steps of the building and then stopped abruptly.

There, beside the rail, was the girl who had disappeared after the Gordon murder. She was looking straight into the detective’s eyes and he felt a giddy sensation in the top of his head.

She stepped up to him quickly as Reynolds disappeared inside. “I want to see you after you come out. It’s a matter of greatest importance. I don’t dare be seen talking to you.” Then she turned and hurried away before he could say anything.

Lane found the coroner near the door. Gault, the undertaker, replete in afternoon formal clothes, met them as they stepped inside.

“And what is it, gentlemen?” he asked. “You are friends of the unfortunate deceased?”

Lane flipped open his coat and displayed his badge. He gazed narrowly at Gault before he spoke, and saw that the man had glanced furtively to the right and left. “We want to inspect the corpse.”

Gault’s relief was obvious.

“But certainly! Step right this way, gentlemen. Mr. Cramer is lying in state.” He quickly led the way to the side of the coffin.

The detective gazed down at the dead face of Cramer and failed to repress a shudder. Perhaps, in a short time, Cramer would be one of the walking dead!

Reynolds stepped through the cluster of potted palms and swept away the bronzed fronds from the casket cover. Gault started to protest, but Lane silenced him with a glance.

“Of course, if the police wish to inspect,” shrugged Gault, “who am I to stop them?” He smiled unctuously.

At that instant, an elderly woman detached herself from the crowd, which had backed away from the coffin at Lane’s appearance. She was dabbing fitfully at her eyes.

“No, no!” she cried to Reynolds, sweeping his arms away from the box. “You shall not desecrate my poor nephew’s body!”

Lane looked closely at the woman, compassion on his face. “I’m sorry, madam, but—” he stopped and his eyes went hard. “Hello, Janey Lou. Why the masquerade?”

The woman drew back away from him, terror suddenly stamped in her features. Lane thrust out a finger and touched her cheek.

“Glycerine tears, eh? Monahan!” he glanced toward the door where Monahan waited. “Put our old pal, Janey Lou, in the lockup.”

 “Huh!” grunted Monahan, rolling up. “It is Janey, isn’t it? I haven’t seen her since she finished ninety days for larceny last year. You sure got the eyes, Terry.” 

He took the woman into custody and walked her, through the gaping mob, to the door.

“Plant?” queried Reynolds. Then, without waiting for an answer, he pulled up the lid and began to unbutton Cramer’s shirt front.

The coroner pulled a heavy stethoscope from his pocket and hooked it into his ears, to press it against the dead man’s heart. He listened intently for several minutes. He finally shrugged, then rolled back the shirt until he exposed the chest. He inspected the scars which had been left there by the embalmer’s knife and shrugged again.

“No doubt about it, Terry,” stated Reynolds. “This is one of the deadest stiffs I’ve ever seen. He’s even been embalmed. In short, Terry, this man Cramer is permanently dead!”

The detective ran his handkerchief over his forehead. Then he put the bit of silk back in his breast pocket. He faced Gault.

“You took care of Hamilton and Jackson?”

“Yes,” affirmed Gault. “I have, I might add, the largest undertaking business in town.”

“Well,” breathed Lane, “get along with your undertaking, and be darned sure that you bury Cramer good and deep. Get me?”

But Gault was not permitted a chance to answer. The chattering snarl of a machine gun bit through the hum of the crowd. Panes of glass seemed to explode in the building windows. Several men in the crowd and two women lurched forward, crumpled up. The piercing screams of bullet-hacked people split the air.

Lane raced for the entrance, knocking aside the surging, panic-stricken crowd. He paused on the steps and looked out into the street. Horror spread over his face.

At the other curb, sprawled in his scout car, was Monahan, his face shot away, splattered with his lifeblood. And beside him was Janey Lou, quite dead.

A plainclothes man had already leaped aboard a passing car and had started out in pursuit of the black machine which had sprayed the death. Three other plainclothes men were now at Lane’s side, awaiting orders.

The detective threw off the horror which had momentarily swept over him. From the steps, he looked at the wrecked squad car. Evidently, Monahan had been coming away from the curb on the undertaker’s side of the street when the death-blast raked him.

Dead instantly at the wheel, Monahan had not stopped the rush of the car across the street and it had piled up against the opposite curb, injuring two men who had stood in its path.

Lane nodded at his men. “Clear that up. Check up on the gun and the ballistics. Trace Janey Lou’s course backward.”

The detective moved with leaden feet across the asphalt to the side of the wrecked squad car and stood for some seconds, quietly regarding it. The coroner had followed and stood nearby, silently watching the grim scene.

Then, once again, Lane stiffened and stared.

Pinned on Monahan’s chest was a note addressed to Terry Lane, and it was written—in green ink!

 “Terry Lane,” he read. “Just a hint that I want that bill. Get off this case, or— Loup-garou.” 

The crowd, morbid and shuddering, was drawing in toward the wreck. Impatiently, Lane tried to sweep them back, pocketing the note as he did so. Bluecoats were coming up, ringing the machine while the plainclothes men worked. The detective ran a nervous hand across his face as though to sweep away the sight in front of him. Then he caught a glimpse of a familiar figure.

Dr. Anton Kaler was on the edge of the crowd, leaning on his cane, surveying the wreck with a judicial eye.

Lane moved toward him.

“Sort of scooped you, didn’t they?” remarked Kaler with a wry smile. “It’s ugly work!”

“Uh-huh,” sighed Lane. “This is one swell mess! Listen, Doc, I want to ask a favor of you. You know something about Haiti, don’t you?”

“A little,” was the deprecating reply.

“Well, I want you to check up on this pharmacy bill for me. Will you?”

Kaler shifted the cane to his other hand. “Certainly. Glad to be of any help I can. You’ve learned that, haven’t you?”

“Of course, Doc. And I want you to check up on—”

“Wait a minute! Wait a minute!” smiled Kaler affably. “Let one thing ooze through my poor brain at a time, will you? First of all where’s the bill, so that I can get the address?”

“Here’s a photostat of the original.”

Lane reached into his pocket and extracted the thick piece of printing paper.

Kaler took the bill, glanced at it and placed it in his coat. “Now what else?”

“I want you to check up on black magic for me.”

“Ho!” jeered the doctor. “You don’t expect a chemist of my standing to believe in anything like that, do you?”

“No. But seriously, I want to know all about the green serpent, and the human hyena that steals people for sacrifice, and just how far voodoo magic can run. Will you?”

 “All right,” nodded Kaler with an amiable smile. “I’ll delve through the wee sma’s and get you the works. That all?” 

“That’s all for now. Be seeing you.” And Lane moved back through the crowd, remembering suddenly that he had promised to meet the girl.

He walked down past the line of cars which were still drawn up for the funeral. A low voice came to him and he stopped to look about. Then he saw the door of a gray custom-built sedan swing open and a slim arm beckoned to him. People were all about him and he trusted their very number to hide his movements. It was evident that the girl wanted secrecy.

Quickly, the detective stepped into the machine and slammed the door behind him. As were the shades of many others of the cars, the curtains of the sedan were closely drawn.

Terry Lane sank down on the seat before he allowed himself to look at the girl. She was even more beautiful than he had recalled from their last meeting.

Her voice trembled with subdued excitement.

“I have waited long to talk with you.” She leaned forward toward him, and he caught the faint whiff of a tantalizing perfume.

“My name is Dawn Drayden and I am one of the entertainers of the Club Haitian.”
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Dawn Drayden
 

Lane smiled. “You mean you’re the star. I’ve seen the ad in the papers.”

She took no notice of the remark. “I have wanted to talk with you about these crimes . . .” She shuddered and broke off.

Patiently, Lane waited for her to speak again.

“Do you have any proof of the identity of these murderers?” she whispered tensely. “Is it a fact that dead men are actually coming back from the grave and killing their employers?”

Lane gave her a cautious glance, and then decided that she was safe. “Yes, dead men are doing the killing.”

He looked out through the curtain and saw that the procession was starting off. The chauffeur of the gray sedan was putting their machine in motion.




  



CHAPTER FOUR
 

The Dead Return
 


THE long procession of cars had stopped on the circular highway of the cemetery. Men and women were getting out of the sedans to stand in a circle about the open grave which was to hold Cramer. 

“Just a minute,” said Lane to Dawn Drayden. “I want to see if Cramer is still in the box.”

“Please don’t go!” implored the girl. “Somebody may see us and trace us.”

“You hired this car, didn’t you?” Lane demanded.

“Yes, but—”

“Then, if you keep out of sight when I open the door, they’ll think that it’s mine. Sit tight. I’ll be back in a second.” And holding the door open just wide enough to allow his passage, Lane slid out to the turf and walked with uncovered head toward the grave.

A minister was reading above the coffin and the solemn tones of his voice fell leaden upon the hushed burying ground. Lane caught one phrase, “And the dead shall rise again.”

To the detective, the words had but one meaning, and that jarred. With a shudder he vividly recalled the fight he had had in this same place with the three dead men. The remembrance was shaking and Lane stepped forward quickly.

Gently elbowing his way to the fore, he gazed at the coffin. The long black box was tightly sealed, but he could not be sure Cramer was actually inside. The detective shrugged and stepped back. He could do nothing now, had no desire to create a scene by insisting that the coffin be opened there.

“And the dead shall rise again” echoed in his brain.

 A chunky individual who wore a white, double-breasted waistcoat and swallowtails stepped nervously to Lane’s side. “You’re Detective Lane, aren’t you?” 

“That’s right,” returned Lane.

“I’m Morton.” Somewhat self-consciously, the banker adjusted his tie with a shaking, bejeweled hand. “I want you to detail some men to my house. Will you?”

“Sure thing, Mr. Morton. But I don’t think you need worry. Cramer was pronounced dead by Reynolds, the coroner. There isn’t much chance of that boy’s coming back to life.”

Lane gave the man a reassuring smile. “But I’ll put four or five plainclothes men at your house, starting tonight.”

Morton grunted, a slight shudder running over his chunky frame. “Nevertheless, Lane, I can’t help but worry. I knew Gordon and Burnham. And though Cramer was a nice fellow and we were the best of friends, I can’t stand the thought—”

“Of having him come back and choke you to death,” finished Lane.

“Precisely. You won’t forget about the men?”

“I’ll detail them as soon as I get back.”

Lane moved away toward the gray sedan. In a moment, he was inside once more with Dawn Drayden.

“That didn’t prove anything,” said the girl.

“You mean seeing if he was still there? No, I’m afraid not. Although,” he smiled, “maybe yes, and maybe no.”

Dawn twisted her handkerchief nervously. “Don’t jest about it.”

“I wasn’t jesting,” Terry assured her. “Just wondering. Now, to get back to our conversation, perhaps you’d better tell me just where you come into this deal.”

The girl glanced quickly about and then looked back at Lane.

“I can’t tell you that, now. I have wanted to give you some tips. Perhaps you can use them. Morton is the next on the docket. He’ll be dead by tomorrow.”

Lane leaned forward, his lean face tense. “You know that for sure?” She nodded.

Like a shot Lane was out of the car once more. He walked up to a policeman who hung on the outskirts of the crowd.

 “Harrigan,” said Lane, “I want you to be sure and tell Leonard to spot half a dozen men at the Morton residence. Tell him to do it tonight, get me?” 

“Sure,” growled Harrigan. “But why don’t you tell him? I won’t be back there until nine.”

Lane smiled over his shoulder. “Something tells me I may not be at Headquarters for quite some time.”

“Got a date?” called Harrigan with a grin.

“Yeah. I think I’ve got a date with a barrel full of lead.”

The detective was again inside the gray sedan.

“You interest me,” he said to Dawn Drayden. “But, if you’ll pardon my saying so, I’ve got a hunch I’m playing with dynamite.”

“What do you mean?” gasped the girl.

 “Well, to put it bluntly, I expect to run up against Loup-garou within the next few minutes. And if I do, it’s going to be a showdown.” 

“You mean you think that I—”

“That you’re on the inside,” snapped Lane. “I figure that you’re probably next to Leroux. You’re spilling this to me just for a play, aren’t you?”

Annoyance flashed across the girl’s beautiful face and she came so close to Lane that he again received a whiff of the perfume.

“Don’t get me wrong, Mr. Lane. If the truth were known, I’m the only one that can pull you out of an awfully deep mire. When all this thing is over, I’m only going to ask one thing. And you’re to grant that favor first.”

Lane gave her a puzzled frown. “I don’t like the idea of promising anything rash.”

“This won’t be anything rash,” she assured him. “It’s something fine and humane. I’m only afraid that you will be blind to it after you finish the case. I’ll help you to the limit if you’ll grant that favor, sight unseen, now.”

“All right,” agreed Lane, suddenly decided. “It’s granted, sight unseen. Now, let’s have something else.”

Before she spoke to him again, Dawn touched the chauffeur on the shoulder and ordered him to drive out through the gates and back to town. It was not until the gray stone portals were passing on either side that she continued.

“It’s necessary that you take this Dr. Leroux alive,” she informed Lane. “Otherwise, you’ll never be able to prove his identity or grant me my favor. You have a difficult task before you.

 “It so happens that Loup-garou thinks that you have evidence of his identity or that you can trace him. I don’t know about that. At any cost, he is going to remove you from his path.” 

“You mean he’ll blast me?” asked Lane.

“No, nothing as crude as machine-gunning. It would be something very subtle and delicate—like torture. But there’s one thing you must be careful to remember.” She paused so that the statement would take effect.

“Do not—”

A hard crash broke the comparative silence about them. For an instant Terry thought that it was a backfire of the car. But then he knew that he was wrong. The driver of the gray sedan pitched sidewise on the front seat, blood spurting from a hole in the side of his head!

Dawn Drayden opened her carmine mouth to scream, but no sound came forth. Before Lane could reach for his gun, two things happened. The burly individual of past experience slipped in under the wheel. The car door swung open and a man with a black coat and hat stepped in from the machine which had come up beside them.

The intruder looked up. A moment before his face had been obscured by his hat, but now he brought to view—a green mask!

 “Don’t move,” snapped Loup-garou, with a suggestive movement of his automatic. Calmly he shut the door, drew out the extra seat in front of them and sat down. His eyes glittered from the slits of his mask. 

Lane silently cursed himself for not having been on his guard against such a move. He would be responsible now for the fate of the girl. She had begged him not to show himself.

 But that last thought was doomed. Loup-garou chuckled thickly. 

“Nice work, Dawn,” commented the intruder. “I’ll remember you in my next paycheck.”

Lane shot a horrified sidewise glance at the girl. A sardonic smile scarred her beauty. Then, it was true that she was in the pay of this fiend! The detective knew that he had been duped into a very clever trap. How, otherwise, could they have so silently captured him? He was thankful he had relayed his message to Harrigan. Morton at least . . .

 “And,” Loup-garou was saying, “you needn’t worry about Morton. Your friend Harrigan will be detained on his way to Headquarters. Oh, nothing rough, of course. We’ll hold him until it’s too late, and then let him go. You know, you should consider yourself quite lucky.” 

The man broke off and chuckled. Then, thickly, he continued: “It isn’t every detective who has the privilege of knowing beforehand who commits a murder. You see, Lane, Morton will be dead before sunrise!”

Lane’s mouth was a thin gash across his narrow face. “Go on,” he mocked. “You interest me.”


Loup-garou evidently found some atom of humor in this, for he chuckled again. “You know, Lane, it isn’t every man that gets the chance to converse with the dead.” 

“Meaning?”

The man shrugged vaguely. “What do you think?”

“I suppose you want me to think that you’re dead, too. Nice idea.”

 “Before we were so rudely interrupted last night, we were talking about a pharmacy bill.” Loup-garou’s tone had sunk to an ominous monotony of sound. “You gave a photostat to a chemist. You asked him to check up on it.” He nodded and his eyes gleamed wolfishly. 

“Evidently, you do not know the secret. I want the bill and all other photostats.”

Lane said nothing—his silence shouted a negative.

 “Then,” shrugged Loup-garou, “I shall have to take you to a certain place I have in mind. Incidentally, Lane, the chemist will be waylaid tonight and robbed. You can’t count on that copy.” 

Dawn Drayden stared straight in front of her, still smiling, as though faintly amused by the proceedings. Lane’s blue eyes narrowed with disgust as he looked at her. The detective was thinking rapidly, trying to piece out a case and devise a method of escape at the same time.

 “If you’ll look out the window,” chuckled Loup-garou, “you’ll find that night has fallen. Perhaps that will make you understand that there is little hope of rescue for you.” 

Before he thought twice, Lane pulled aside the curtain absently and glanced out.


Loup-garou leaned swiftly forward and reversed the gun in his hand, holding it by the muzzle. Although Lane’s head would be turned only for an instant, even that short space of time was enough. The gun butt came up and then lanced down, to thud solidly against Lane’s head. 

The detective jerked back and reached out. The gun butt smashed down again.

 Slowly, Lane sank forward, jolting under the motion of the car. Watchfully, Loup-garou held the automatic ready for a third blow, but there was evidently no need of it. The detective slumped wearily to the floor and lay quite still. 


Loup-garou eyed the body speculatively and then swooped down and quickly retrieved the papers in Lane’s coat. From the pack he extracted the original of the pharmacy bill and two photostats. He shrugged again and turned the gun around until it pointed at Lane’s head. The finger closed down on the trigger. 

“Don’t!” cried Dawn Drayden.

Amazement flashed in the killer’s eyes. “Why not?”

“I couldn’t stand it!” moaned Dawn Drayden. “Haven’t you killed enough men for one day? The chauffeur, that woman and the officer—aren’t they enough?”


Loup-garou chuckled. “What’s one man more or less?” he laughed. Again he raised the automatic and aimed it. 

“You might at least use him!” implored Dawn.

 “Ah!” exclaimed Loup-garou. “You have brains, after all, haven’t you? Why, if I use Lane, I’ll throw the entire force into a panic! That’s capital! 

“I can kill him and have him buried—and he can kill Leonard!” The laugh was shattering, terrifying.

Dawn Drayden’s face relaxed into a smile. “You’ll know my worth, yet, Dr. Leroux.”




  



CHAPTER FIVE
 

Voice of Death
 


MOTIONLESS on his back, Detective-Sergeant Lane lay and stared into the dark. He did not know how long he had been there or where he might be. He did know that he was in the hands of a maniac who called himself Loup-garou, the human hyena. 

The thought was far from quieting and Lane moved restlessly in spite of the throbbing of his head. He realized suddenly that he lay on some sort of operating table. He sat up, feeling the ache of his whole body.

He knew that the sound had been going on for some time, but not until now had it forced itself on his attention. It was the low reverberations of a drum—quick, but sinister and ominous. It fell, barely perceptible, on the darkness. Lane listened to it. It called to mind savage rites, grisly cannibalistic feasts.

Another sound became recognizable. It was that of human voices. Listening intently, Lane made out the two distinct tones. One was harsh; the other was lifeless and dull.

Minutes passed while he listened there in the blackness. At last he made out the words which had been repeated countless times, over and over.

“I have come to kill you, Morton!” said the harsh voice.

“I have come to kill you, Morton!” was the parrotlike, but dead, echo.

Lane’s heartbeat quickened and the muscles of his lean jaw throbbed. Here was something which was understandable and in it, perhaps, he would find the answer to the entire gruesome mystery.

He slid off the operating table and stepped in the direction of the sound. It was not until then that he saw the streak of greenish light which came from under a door and through a keyhole.

As he moved, the voices came much louder.

“I have come to kill you, Morton!” again received its echo.

Lane cautiously tried the door and found it locked. He knelt silently and placed his eye at the keyhole. In front of his gaze, naked in the greenish light, was a small table. Lane shifted his eye and saw the burly individual of past acquaintance.

The detective moved again. It was all he could do to repress the gasp of horror which sprang to his lips. There, dressed as he had been that afternoon, was—Cramer!

Morton’s secretary sat staring straight before him with dead, unfocused eyes. All touches of the undertaker had been removed from the lifeless face. The greenish light heightened the pallor of death. The sockets seemed lidless and sunken. The entire posture of the body was without resilience.

“I have come to kill you, Morton!” rasped Leroux’s aide.

“I have come to kill you, Morton!” intoned the dead Cramer.

Lane stood up and stepped back to hurl his weight against the door. He drew a deep breath, tensed himself for the shock, and—the room gradually lit up with the greenish light.

 “I wouldn’t, if I were you,” said Loup-garou across the room. The eyes behind the green mask were malevolent, terrifying. 

The detective glanced at the poised gun in Leroux’s hand, looked at the operating table and the rows of instruments, and decided to choose the lesser of two evils. He sprang against the panel.

 Simultaneous with the lunge, Loup-garou sprang across the room, gun butt on high. Before Lane could whirl, the cold steel had arced down in a deadly shimmer of light. It clipped him with true aim on the side of the head. Lane sagged limply and then sprawled out at full length. 

 Leroux grunted and placed the gun in his pocket. He stooped and gathered up Lane’s limp form. In an instant, the detective lay once more on the operating table. Loup-garou’s 
 hands moved nervously and Lane was securely lashed to the white surface. 

 The door which Loup-garou had used was opened and Dawn Drayden slipped into the room. She was dressed in a black wrap, her blond hair was tumbling about her slim shoulders, her face was heavy with makeup. 

“Going to carry it out, Leroux?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I’ll kill him first and decide that later on. Prepare that slow-acting poison, will you?” Leroux picked up a basin of water and threw it forcefully over Terry’s face. “That ought to bring the fool around!”

The girl smiled. “That is, if you can ever wake up a flatfoot.” She was busy at a side table with a nickel-plated syringe.

 Lane came to quickly and tried to rise. He sank back when he felt the weight of the ropes and gave Loup-garou a fixed stare. 

“So you’re still here, eh? Why the devil don’t you kill me and get it over!”

A harsh chuckle came from behind the green mask and the glowing eyes went hard.

“You won’t have long to wait, Lane,” Leroux promised.

From the other room came the monotonous words. From somewhere else came the throb of the drum. Above the scene the green light flickered, casting long shadows on the walls.

“Thanks for the bill,” said Leroux. “My men just delivered the other mimeograph. Your friend the chemist is lying unconscious in an alley—that is, he may be unconscious. Perhaps he is dead.”

Lane writhed and then subsided. Poor Kaler. Just because he had been asked to do a favor. . . .

“I have a little surprise for you,” continued Leroux in his thick voice. “I’m thinking of having you murder Leonard—and perhaps Reynolds. How does that strike you?”

“If you think you can hire me—” began Terry in a grating tone.

“Oh, no. I see you’ve got me wrong. I meant—well, you saw Cramer in the other room, didn’t you? How would you like to be like Cramer?”

Lane looked wildly about him and caught sight of Dawn Drayden. He gave her an unbelieving stare and then fell back. “If you’re going to kill me, why don’t you?”

“Anxious to meet the devil, aren’t you?” chuckled Leroux. “You will, soon enough. Got that syringe ready, Dawn?”

“Coming, Leroux.” She walked swiftly to his side and placed the long instrument in his hands.

 “See this?” asked Loup-garou. “It has a poison in it which will take effect in a half-hour.” He felt of the long, sharp needle. “It’s not likely that it will fail. It never has.” 

Lane looked fixedly at the hideous nickel barrel and the ugly, sharp point. But fear was not in his eyes. He had faced death too many times to be afraid when his fate was so certain. He had no men at his call, he was hopelessly bound, he was completely at the mercy of this fiend.

Leroux again felt of the point. “Just for your interest—everything seems to interest you, Lane—I might add that you’ll—”

 “Spare me the elocution, Leroux or Loup-garou or whatever you call yourself. Get it over with!” 

“I might add,” continued Leroux, unperturbed, “that your body will be decently and publicly buried. You’ll be found murdered on the street in front of Headquarters. They’ll know you’re dead. Three or four days from now, you’re coming back to kill Leonard and Reynolds.

“Know what that means? Ha! It means that the entire force will be panic-stricken. It means that no police will ever cross my path again. They won’t dare! Soon, Detective-Sergeant Lane, I’ll rule this entire city! A reign of terror, understand?”

Lane smiled one-sidedly. “You’re insane, Leroux. You can’t get far. You’ll be in the chair before the year is out.”

 “Never mind!” snapped Loup-garou. “There’s something else I want to add. Have you ever seen a man embalmed? Yes? Well, you know it isn’t a pretty sight. We’ll take out everything that’s in you and fill you up with fluid. You’ll be dead, understand?” 

The detective steeled himself against the shock he knew was about to come. Subconsciously he heard the voice in the other room and the drum. He saw the syringe, glinting murderously, begin its short death path.

The needle sank into Lane’s bared arm. Leroux’s eyes dilated. The plunger was slowly pushed home. Lane felt the bulge of fluid underneath his skin. He tried to jerk away, but it was too late for that. His fate was sealed when the plunger ran its whole course.

 “That’s that!” grunted Loup-garou. “As much as I’d like to watch you die, I can’t. I have business much more important than you. Morton.” 

The green mask turned away. Leroux walked across the room and stepped through the door, holding it open for Dawn Drayden. The girl stepped through without a backward glance. The room was plunged into darkness.

“And now,” rasped Leroux, “we leave you alone in the dark to die!”

Alone in the dark to die! Terry Lane stared ahead of him, waiting, trying to be calm, trying to retain his reason. He thought about the case, thought it would be a closed chapter to him now. Tonight, Cramer would strangle Morton to death at his home. Tomorrow, they would find Lane’s body in front of Headquarters.

 The papers would be wild. He could see the scareheads now. Leonard would—with a shock the detective remembered that Leroux intended to make him murder Leonard. Leonard and Reynolds. 

It was not until then that the full import of the fate which menaced him came home to Lane. That he would die was horrible enough in itself. But worse than that, his corpse would walk in death! His hands, cold and clammy, would strangle the life from his chief and his friend! He would become a horror in the city!

In view of the past evidence, Lane did not once doubt that this was possible. Hadn’t he seen the work of Hamilton and Jackson? Wasn’t the dead Cramer sitting in the next room learning his lesson for the night—his death lesson? How long would it be before he himself would sit in the next room, staring in front of him with unfocused eyes, repeating “I have come to kill you, Leonard!”

Then he became conscious of the silence. Voices no longer came from the other side of the wall. But the silence was not complete. The throb of the drum was still heavy in the blackness.

The silence would mean that Morton was about to die. Morton, to whom he had talked that afternoon. Someway, somehow, he must get free! And then he sickened as he realized that his remaining minutes of life were few. That nickel-plated syringe . . .

The door clicked and swung open stealthily. Lane tried to look in that direction, but could not. Blackness was still about him. Then the icy white beam of a flashlight bit into his eyes, blinding him. Lane moaned. Why were they about to torture him further?

Dawn Drayden’s voice came to him.

“Lie still. You’ll be free in an instant.” Her fingers were working at his bonds.

“What’s the use?” muttered Lane.

“Plenty of use!” whispered the girl. “You’re not dead. There was nothing but water in that syringe. I put it there myself.”

Hope spurted through Lane like fire. He felt his arms come free, felt the ropes fall away from his legs. He sat up, oblivious of the ache in his head.

“You mean it?” Disbelief, wonder, were in his words.

“Of course I mean it!” exclaimed Dawn.

But hope lagged as Lane realized that this must be just another ruse. “Why are you doing this for me?”

Her face came into the light. Her eyes were hard as she gazed at him.

“I have reasons of my own.” Her voice was low and intense as she spoke. “Reasons that have been driving me on from the first. I can’t tell you now—there isn’t time. I’m risking my life now as it is.

“If Leroux ever learns that I have helped you, that I put water in that syringe . . .” the girl shuddered. “But let’s not think of that. I haven’t a gun for you. You’ve got to get out of here yourself.”

“But why are you doing all this for me?” Lane repeated.

“Because I want Dr. Leroux caught!” Dawn hurried out of the room. “I hate him. He’s a fiend, a murderer!”

No gun, a drum beating in the distance, a fiend still in his path—but, for the moment, Terry Lane was free. He didn’t consider the odds. He was in debt to the girl—and he would have to try and repay it by getting out of this place alive. The detective strode forward into—action!

Steps were before him and he ran quickly down. Where the flight turned, he saw a shadow coming. The shadow suddenly dissolved into a spot of light. A flashlight beam struck the detective in the face. Lane launched himself and soared downward, straight at the glow.

He crashed into the man on the stairs. Fists savagely smashed into flesh and bone. The two toppled back and slammed downward, to land in a heap at the bottom.
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He crashed into the man on the stairs. Fists savagely smashed into flesh and bone. The two toppled back and slammed downward, to land in a heap at the bottom.
 

Lane was on top. He sank vicious knuckles into his opponent. The man went limp under him. A second later, Lane held a gun in his hand.

As he plunged down the dim corridor, a phrase ran through the detective’s mind. “I have come to kill you, Morton!” Someway, he must stop that murder!

A door presented itself, and without pausing, Lane kicked it open. The mad, whirling strains of a jazz band hit him full in the face. He stopped and looked ahead to realize that he stood in the wings of a stage.

This, then, had been the source of the drum. That instrument alone had carried through the walls into the death chamber. Lane grinned and felt the world right itself about him. There was nothing ominous about a jazz band. He was in the Club Haitian!

But fate gave him no breathing space. The brief pause netted a fusillade of shots behind him. Bullets tore hungrily at the door panels. Splinters gashed through the air. Lead ricocheted out onto the stage. With no time to spare for a backward glance, Lane dashed into the floodlights and stood in full view of the floor.

The jazz band stopped on a discord. Bullets lashed through the stage props. A trumpet player pitched forward, with a red splotch growing wider on his shirt.

The master of ceremonies rushed toward the detective, an automatic glinting wickedly in his sleek hand. Lane sidestepped swiftly, lunged and sent his left fist to the man’s loose mouth. The body slumped.

Waiters had stopped and lead was now coming from two angles. Lane shot a look to the rear. The stage door was disgorging a blur of flame.

Without stopping, Lane jumped over the footlights and raced in among the panic-stricken guests. Waiters clutched at him, tried to beat him down. Expertly he skirted the tables and made for the main entrance.

A doorman in a welter of gold braid crouched and whipped out a revolver. Lane saw him and skipped to one side. The doorman’s weapon belched smoke. The detective cracked down, shooting from the hip. His automatic snapped back into his palm. The doorman screamed and rolled to the floor, spitting blood.

Glass was shattering about Lane. Bullets were whipping into potted palms. Splinters flew from the woodwork. The detective ran swiftly to the entrance, lanced through the door, raced out into the street.

A cab was cruising past at low speed and Lane leaped for it. “The Morton residence, and step on it!”

The driver gave Lane a wild-eyed stare, and then stepped all the way down on the accelerator. Bullets were biting into the machine from the doorway of the Club Haitian.

The toneless phrase rang incessantly in the detective’s ears as he watched the street lights whip past. “I have come to kill you, Morton!” One scene was before him—the unfocused eyes of the dead Cramer.




  



CHAPTER SIX
 

March of the Ghouls
 


LIGHTS from the Morton residence glowed harshly through the blackness. The only sound in the night came from beneath the hood of the cab. 

Lane paid the driver with a five-dollar bill he found in his coat and then, without waiting for change, cautiously stepped onto the front lawn of the mammoth home.

The shrubbery was a grim assortment of shadows which might hold a clutching death, but the detective pressed grimly forward. Cold stone steps were under his feet and he ascended them two at a time. In spite of himself, he could not evade the hand of fear that clutched at him.

A premonition came over him that he was too late.

No, not too late. A hideous scream blasted the silence of the night!

The front door was open. Lane sprinted into the deserted hallway. Another scream came from the top of the stairs. It was a race against death. Up there, Cramer . . .

The detective thudded up the carpeted flight and whirled to face the room on his left.

He saw the back of a man—the back of a coat from the grave! Cramer was slowly approaching the bed where Morton cowered with terror-stricken eyes.

Lane rushed forward, stepped into the room—to be savagely clutched from behind! He tried to wrench himself free, but the arms held fast. Some invisible person was holding him powerless.

He kicked back. The grasp tightened until Lane felt his ribs cracking under the strain. He struggled and saw things go momentarily black before him. Then he understood that it was useless to try.

Cramer was plodding machinelike toward the bed, hands clutching out before him. Morton’s palms were held out, supplicating, pitiful.

“I have come to kill you, Morton!” rasped Cramer, in a dead voice.


“Don’t!” screamed Morton. “Don’t come near me! You’re dead, man! Get away from me!” 

Cramer did not seem to hear. His steps were relentless, leaden. His sunken eyes bored unseeing before him. His face was puttylike in death. The hands were clenching and unclenching hungrily.

Morton was sobbing, racked with terror. On the floor beside the bed lay an untouched gun. Morton knew that he was about to die.

The detective writhed anew but only succeeded in causing the grip about him to tighten.

 “Cramer!” he shouted. “Cramer!”


But the advancing murderer gave no heed. Only a few feet separated the dead man and his prey.

Morton caught sight of the detective.

“My God, Lane, save me! Save me!” The words ended in a shriek. A hopeless glaze came into the banker’s eyes, sobs choked him.

“I have come to kill you, Morton!” intoned Cramer.

The convulsing hands stabbed forward. Clawlike fingers met about Morton’s throat. The banker was jerked to the floor. Cramer slowly pressed the body down. The dead man’s eyes were glassy, terrifying, without expression.

Seconds lagged by. Then the murderer dropped Morton and stood up, carefully turning toward the door. Morton’s head rolled limply. Congested blood rattled hoarsely in his throat. The banker’s hands closed over folds in the rug. The grayness of engulfing death spread over Morton’s face.

Cramer plodded to the door, approached the top of the steps, and walked slowly down.

Lane kicked viciously, furiously back with his heels at the shins of his captor. He knew that something would happen in a moment.

The arms came away from him suddenly and whipped him around. Lane was sent spinning over against the wall. Flame spat at him from his captor’s gun. A slug whined away from the plaster.

The detective gained his balance and darted to one side. It was evident that he was about to be killed in cold blood. Another bullet smashed beside him. Terry saw the silhouette of Leroux’s henchman and dived at the same instant. The man was bowled to one side.

Lane leaped for the stairs and went down four at a time. Flame and hot metal slashed at him from the landing top.

At the bottom of the staircase, the detective passed Cramer. Drawing his own gun, he stopped and darted in ahead of the walking dead man. Cramer did not pause; he bumped into the detective. Lane stopped the figure and held it as a shield. Quickly he sent a volley of shots into the upper landing.

A bullet grazed Cramer’s shoulder, spinning him about. Lane stepped to one side, expecting the man to fall. But Cramer slowly turned around and once more began his march to the door.

 With a squeal of brakes, a car drew up outside the house. Lane thought for one brief instant that help had arrived from Headquarters. But he was wrong. The sound had not died away before the front of the house came alive with powder flashes. Loup-garou and his men had arrived from the Club Haitian! 

Between two fires, the detective jumped into the living room and turned to send a shot into the ranks of his attackers. The gun clicked empty.

The entrance was crammed with running men. Lane knew he could not remain in the house without a gun, and he made a dash for the back of the residence. There he knew he would find an exit.

A moment later, he found himself out of the house and running through the backyard. Bullets kicked into the turf about him. He vaulted a fence, lit running, and made for the nearest telephone, even though he knew that the house would be deserted before the police could arrive—that is, deserted except for the body of Morton, killed by the dead hands of Cramer.




  



CHAPTER SEVEN
 


Loup-garou

 


IT’S fantastic,” spat Inspector Leonard. “Fantastic, weird and ridiculous! If I didn’t know you better, Lane, I’d say you were lying!” 

Lane gave his chief a bleak glance. “You’d think I was lying if I suddenly walked up and choked you to death?”

“Humph! What are you trying to do, scare me?”

“No,” said Lane. “But you wouldn’t be so doubtful if my dead body walked into your office.”

“Bosh!” snapped Leonard. “How about it, Reynolds?”

Reynolds took his pipe out of his mouth and put his feet down on the floor. Absently he tapped the pipe against the gleaming emerald on his finger.

“All I can say is, I pronounced Cramer dead,” he said slowly. “He looked like he’d stay that way, too. Even had embalming incisions on his chest. Lane’s men got his fingerprints and found them again on Morton’s throat.”

 “Still,” interjected Lane, “Loup-garou made doggone sure that that woman didn’t talk—Janey Lou, I mean. There must have been something funny about that corpse.” 

“You’re wrong,” corrected Reynolds. “When I say a man is dead, he’s dead!”

“Yes,” said Lane, “he’s dead. But how do you account for Cramer’s coming back, then? I even saw a bullet slice into him.”

“Did he fall?” queried the coroner.

“No. He didn’t fall. It turned him around.” Lane wrinkled his face at the recollection. “He turned around and kept right on for the door.”

Reynolds chuckled. “You can’t kill a man twice, can you?”

 “Bah!” exclaimed the inspector. “You’re both full of hop. I won’t believe dead men walk until I see it with my own eyes! This human coyote, or whatever he is, is making monkeys out of you! 

“It’s just the old hocus-pocus. I’ve got records right now which state that over two million dollars have been extorted from prominent men in this city during the last week. Two million! I’ve seen these things happen before and they’re always directly traceable to some presto-change-o crook. If you let this thing keep up, this Dr. Leroux will own the whole darned town!”

“You’re right about that,” agreed Lane. “I’ve traced every possible lead and there’s no answer. The thing’s driving me crazy!” He glanced hopefully at the coroner. “Say, Reynolds, you’ve been to Haiti. Dig up all the dope you can on zombies for me, will you?”

 The jangle of the phone interrupted them. Lane snatched at it as though he was a drowning man and the instrument was the proverbial straw. 

“Hello! You know who? No, I don’t. . . . Oh, yes! I’m sorry, I guess I’m kind of upset. . . . It was enough to upset anybody, at that. Where? Across the street from . . . I get you; at seven-thirty tonight. I’ll be there! You bet I will!”

 Lane carefully placed the receiver on the hook and placidly leaned back in his chair. “Gentlemen,” he breathed, “ Loup-garou is going to be in the bullpen not later than ten tonight!” 

“If he isn’t,” growled Inspector Leonard, “you can turn in that shiny badge! And I mean it!”

“And if he is,” grinned Lane, “I’ll turn it in anyway—for a lieutenancy!”
 


As per Dawn Drayden’s orders, Detective-Sergeant Terry Lane stood across from Gault’s undertaking parlor at seven-thirty sharp. He was alone, in accordance with the girl’s request. 

An arm touched him lightly on the shoulder and he whirled to see Dawn’s beautiful face beside him. She was pale and worry lurked in her blue eyes, but she gave him a reassuring smile.

“This isn’t any trap,” she said. “And with a little luck, we’ll be able to wipe the slate clean.”

“Leroux is coming to Gault’s tonight?” Lane asked.

“Yes. He is coming with a dead man at eight o’clock. We’ll have to be on hand before that time, if we expect to connect.”

Lane patted the gun in his shoulder holster. “All right. The fireworks can’t start too soon to suit me!”

Walking with short, quick steps, and keeping in the shadows, the girl led him around to the side of the undertaking parlor and then stepped back, pointing to a window. “That leads to the embalming room. We’ll wait there.”

The detective reached up and gave the window a tug. It responded, and slid silently open. He boosted himself up and crawled inside. The odor which greeted him was far from pleasant.

He reached down for the girl’s hands and pulled her up and into the room.

“Now,” whispered Lane, “we’ll sit down and wait for our friend.”

“No. There’s a guard in the outer room you’ll have to get out of the way first. And when Leroux enters, we’ll have to hide and wait for him to finish his work. Otherwise, we’ll murder the man he’ll bring with him.”

“What do you mean?” breathed Lane.

Dawn shrugged. “Wait and see. Meantime, you’d better dispose of that guard.”

The detective walked lightly to the door and stopped there with his ear to a crack, listening. Slowly he turned the knob. The shaft of light grew wider. A man sat there with his back to Lane, a shotgun across his knees. The detective recognized one of the waiters of the Club Haitian.


Drawing a bead on the man with his automatic, Lane hissed: “Hands up! Quick!” 

But if he looked for a docile surrender, Lane was mistaken. The guard roared out a violent oath and spun about, bringing up the wicked length of his sawed-off shotgun.

“Look out!” cried Dawn.

Lane was looking out. He made a flying tackle from where he stood. Before the guard’s weapon came up to firing position, the detective struck a paralyzing blow to the man’s face. With another bellow the guard sidestepped, and tried again to bring the shotgun into play.

The detective measured the distance to the guard’s chin. He drew back his fist and sent a terrific blow to the man’s face. With a gasp, the guard folded up like an accordion and lay still.

Dawn stood by with a handful of catgut. Lane made a quick job of tying the ex-waiter securely. He looked about for a place of concealment and hit upon one of the numerous coffins which lined the wall in various postures. He grinned and chose a box which did not have a glass window.

Dawn inspected the guard’s improvised gag and then held open the lid of the coffin. She repressed a shudder as the detective laid his burden in the box.

“Looks natural, doesn’t he?” whispered Lane, adjusting the guard’s head on the white satin pillow.

“We’d better find a place to hide ourselves,” said Dawn. “It’s almost eight.”

“What’s better than a coffin? Lord knows there’s enough of them around!”

He sent a look of compassion toward the girl. “I know it’s gruesome, but that can’t be helped. It’s the last place they’ll look.”

“I hope so,” she breathed. “Let’s use the ones that are standing up. I couldn’t stand the thought of lying in one.”

“All right.” Lane helped her to step into a vertical box. “Don’t worry, I’ll be right beside you.” He closed down the lid, careful to see that it did not lock.

The detective looked about him and then chose a casket which leaned against the wall in the shadows. From this place of vantage, he felt that he could view the operating room without being discovered. He stepped inside and closed the lid upon himself. The padded interior was soft and silken and, all in all, quite comfortable—but Lane shivered at the thought that he ran the chance of being buried in the thing.

Through the glass window he could command the room with his eyes if not his gun.

 The entrance door was opening slowly and, in an instant, there appeared— Loup-garou! Dragging a corpse! 




  



CHAPTER EIGHT
 

The Coffin’s Prisoner
 


GAULT, the undertaker, the maniac’s burly henchman and Dr. Leroux passed through the outer room of the building and approached the embalming chamber. It was not until they stood upon the latter’s threshold that they noticed the absence of the guard. 

 “Ranelli!” bawled Loup-garou. “Ranelli!” He turned the full effect of the green mask on Gault. “Where the devil has that fool gone?” 

“I . . . I’m sure I don’t know,” stammered the greasy undertaker.

“Hum! Must have lost his nerve!” Leroux turned upon his henchman. “Come on. Let’s put this thing on the table and get to work!”

He again snatched at the dead body they bore between them. Roughly, they threw the corpse on the white table of the embalming chamber. Gault lingered, seemingly hopeful.

“Get out!” roared Leroux. “You know better than that!”

The henchman and Gault cowered away and then slunk back into the main room, where the coffins were, to wait. The chamber door slammed behind them.

 From within the coffin, Lane grimly laid out his plan of action. He did not know the identity of the dead man, but he correctly supposed that it was a cog in another murder-extortion scheme. He was half-minded to attack the two waiting men, but stifled the impulse. He would wait until Loup-garou had finished his unknown task. 

With the breaks, Lane thought, he could control the situation with a minimum of rough work. And then it suddenly became apparent that the breaks were not to be with him that night. The bottom of the coffin was sliding gradually out from the wall!

There was no mystery in it. The casket had been tilted back and the added weight had caused it to slide out at the base. Lane braced himself for action. The only course left to him would lie in a sudden attack at that very moment.

He thrust out the lid with a sudden jerk. It was this movement which caused his immediate undoing. With a dull scrape, the box crashed down. Lane was flat on his back, helpless.

The henchman leaped to his feet and ran across the room, gun in hand. As he had seen the fall of the coffin, he lost no time in search.

The detective thrust up the lid and tried to leap out. Death roared at him and a bullet shattered the casket’s glass. Lane rolled out and brought his own gun into play. The burly one jumped aside and fired again.

The detective gained his feet and rushed forward, gun up and ready. A flash of powder sprayed lead across his upper arm.

Gault coolly aimed and shot from across the room. Lane felt the sear of a bullet above his temple. A gush of blood ran down into his eyes, blinding him.

 The door of the embalming chamber crashed open and emitted Loup-garou. The man’s sleeves were rolled up to the elbows, but the mask was still in place. 
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 The door of the embalming chamber crashed open and emitted Loup-garou. The man’s sleeves were rolled up to the elbows, but the mask was still in place. 
 

Lane was beset on three sides and he did the only thing he could do. He backed up quickly and threw himself under the cover of the coffin he had so lately quit. Angrily, without feeling the pain of his wound, he brushed the blood out of his eyes. He saw that there was little hope of his getting out alive and saving Dawn Drayden.

The girl’s coffin opened and she stepped out. A small-caliber automatic glittered in her slim hand. “Drop those guns!” she ordered.

The two she menaced—Gault and Leroux’s lieutenant—turned slowly about, but did not obey.

“Drop those guns!” she snapped again.

Lane gasped and raised his own weapon. Leroux had not been covered. The man was diving toward the girl with incredible speed. Too late Dawn whirled on her assailant.

Gault saw Lane’s gun come up over the coffin rim. He sent a bullet toward Lane’s hand. The detective’s gun shot away from him.


Loup-garou hit Dawn’s weapon aside. He followed up with a savage open-handed slap to the girl’s face. She reeled back and slumped to the floor, fainting. 

 Three men now turned their attention to Lane. Weaponless, the detective jumped to his feet, ready for the shock of bullets. Gault was upon him with a clubbed gun. Lane struck and then snapped another blow to the undertaker’s face. Before Gault had moved a foot, Leroux was upon Lane like a blood-mad panther. The maniac’s fist crashed against Lane’s jaw, leaving a jagged gash. The burly one circled the detective and came up from behind. 

Wildly, one fist maimed, blood streaming from his head, Lane flailed about him. He tried to place his back to the wall and failed. Instead, he rammed into a convulsing brace of arms which grabbed him about the chest. Leroux rushed in. Lane caught the man on the shins with a kick. Gault was up again.

 Lane saw a clubbed gun crash down toward his forehead. Light exploded within his brain. He slumped dizzily, utterly limp. Loup-garou kicked his body for good measure. 

“Throw him into one of those coffins!” ordered Leroux. “We’ll dispose of him quick enough.”
 


Cold air brought Lane back to consciousness. Cold air, and the jolting he was receiving inside the coffin. In spite of the padded sides of the box, each time it jarred, Lane was nauseated with pain. 

The blood had clotted on the side of his head, but his hand was bleeding freely. He could feel dampness seeping down his sleeve and staining his suit. For the briefest space of time he wondered where he was—and then he knew.

The detective was in the back of a hearse! And the machine was traveling over a very rough side road, on its way to the cemetery. His fate was plain.

Admittedly Terry Lane was afraid—but then, it is said that only brave men can know fear. He clearly understood his position, but, characteristically, he set his brain to work to devise a method of escape from a seemingly hopeless position. The thought of being buried alive was not a pleasant one.

Evidently, Gault’s obvious miserliness had prevailed, for they had placed him in the coffin which had the broken glass. That accounted for the cool stream of air which came into the tight confines. Cautiously, Lane lifted his head and looked, upside down, toward the driver’s seat.

By the light on the machine’s dash he could see the silhouettes of two men. They were talking, but Lane was far too busy to pay them any attention.


By dint of much straining, the detective managed to work his arm up and thrust his hand through the broken pane in the lid. Then, reassured for the moment, he reached down and fumbled for the latch. He placed his entire shoulder through the opening and reached further. 

He realized, at last, that his plan was doomed to failure. He could not lift the lid without releasing the catch, and he could not reach the lock. Subsiding, he drew his arm back into a more comfortable position and swore softly.

The black hopelessness of his plight engulfed him. There was nothing he could do to release himself and he was being driven at a high speed over a rough road to an open grave. Death by suffocation was imminent.

He could hear the conversation of the men in front and he listened absently.

“Where did you put the girl?” asked the driver.

The other answered after a moment’s silence. “In back of the elevator. She’ll be safe there until I can blast her down.”

“No use blasting her,” was the growled reply.

“Maybe you’re right. I haven’t decided.”

 “Too bad,” said the driver, “that you couldn’t use the dick.” 

“I’ve got more important things to do. He didn’t know anything, anyway.”

“Sure was a persistent fool. He damned near nailed me.”

There came a few minutes of silence while the car negotiated a particularly bad piece of road. Then the driver spoke again. “You collected a hundred thousand today, didn’t you?”

“What business is that of yours?”

“Plenty. I want my cut!”

A low chuckle greeted this. Its tone was blood-freezing. “How would you like to die?”

The driver cried out sharply: “Take that thing away! I was just kiddin’, Chief. Honest I was!”

 “The only reason I keep you around is because you’re too dumb to have nerves. That’s all. Any time you cease to be useful, you die. Keep on being useful!” 

“Yes, Chief, I understand!”

A brittle silence ensued, punctuated only by the jar of the rocketing machine.

Experimentally, Lane reached out and touched the side of the hearse. His groping fingers encountered the metal rail along the side and he gripped it, supposing for a long moment that he could bodily drag himself out of his coffin. But the thought was doomed almost as soon as it was born. The aperture was entirely too small.

While he still gripped the rail, the car lurched and the casket shifted. Lane grunted and pulled again. Once more the box lifted and scraped against the floor.

The plan was only half thought out, but the detective persisted in his efforts. Slowly but certainly, the coffin was sliding down toward the back of the hearse. For some unknown reason, his captors had not strapped the thing in place.

The shock of bumps was repeated over and over, and Lane valiantly worked each lurch to his own advantage. The terribleness of his fate was quite enough to double his already ample strength. He did not notice when his head wound once more started to bleed.

The hearse shot up the approach of a bridge, careening under the impetus of the bump at the start. Lane’s coffin struck the doors at the back. The machine swooped down the incline and once more hit the rough road at a faster pace.

Something gave way at the bottom of the casket. It tipped crazily and then teetered on the edge. Lane braced himself and drew in his arm, ready for the shock.

Empty air snatched at the box. The edge hit the dirt with a scraping crunch. Lane was dazed by the impact but he was exultant in his freedom. He lay at the side of the road, still confined by the casket, but free! Far ahead, the lights of the departing hearse turned a curve and disappeared from view.

Unable immediately to free himself, Lane took the next best course. He thrust his arm out and began to hitch his narrow prison off the road. He knew that he would soon be missed and he did not intend to be picked up if he could help it. The life of Dawn Drayden depended solely upon him.

Even with that bare clue “in back of the elevator” to work upon, Lane knew that he would exert every faculty to effect the girl’s deliverance. He didn’t think of it as a heroic gesture on his part. To him, the rescue was a necessity far more important than his own well-being.

Up on its side, flat on its face, over on top, slam back to the bottom, rolled the casket, and within the next minute, Lane was securely hidden in tall grass and shrubs. They would naturally look for the box in the road. Lane prayed for any kind of break. . . .

A cheerful whistle was approaching from the direction of the town and the detective recognized the trilling and syncopation of “Oh, Dem Golden Slippers!” Only a black man’s lips could so control a whistle.

Hope flamed in Lane’s bruised chest. He raised his head out of the aperture until he could view the road.

 He saw a black man swinging along in the circle of a lantern’s yellow light. Certainly this fellow could have no connection with Loup-garou, and Lane emitted a low call. 

“Who dat?” immediately followed the cessation of the tune. “Who dat?”

“Detective-Sergeant Lane!” called the imprisoned man. “Come down here and let me out.”

“Sho’,” agreed the amiable man, and suiting action to his word, he held up the lantern until it showed through the tall grass.

It was not until then that Lane realized what a horrifying spectacle he must be. Blood was running down the side of his head, his outstretched hand was crimson, and above and beyond that, his reddened face was jutting out of the hole in a coffin lid!

A terrified scream ripped through the night. The lantern shattered itself on the highway and plunged the scene into darkness. The pound of departing feet was unbelievably swift.

 “Wait!” shouted Lane. “I’m no ha’nt.” 

But the man was too far away to be convinced. He had decided to live to tell the story to goggle-eyed grandchildren.

The purr of a motor was growing steadily louder. Headlights gleamed on the dusty foliage. Lane breathlessly waited, feeling sure that the hearse had returned for him. His heart hammered so loudly that he was certain it could be heard from the road.

The machine came closer, traveling at a snail’s pace as though the occupants were looking for something. The detective held his breath, feeling his blood turn to ice in his veins. The car was abreast of him now. A second became a nightmare eternity, and then the sound of the motor began to recede in the direction of town.

Lane reached feverishly for the latch. Certainly there must be some way out of this prison. But once more his efforts met with complete failure.

Footfalls were again nearing and Lane lay very still, debating the wisdom of crying out. The crunch-crunch of heavy leather shoes on gravel came closer. Lane mustered all his nerve.
 


Hey! You on the road!” 

The footsteps stopped. “Who’s that?”

“Detective-Sergeant Lane! I’m down here in the grass. Don’t be scared!”

A long pause greeted this statement. Then the footsteps began again and the stranger came over the highway.

“My God!” he gasped.

“Don’t stand there like a nut! Get me out of here!”

Terror was visibly gripping the man, for he stood with a flashlight on the coffin for the better part of a minute. Then he evidently bolstered up his nerve and stepped closer.

“Loosen the lock on this thing!” pleaded Lane. “If I don’t get out of here, I’ll have a reason for the box!”

White-faced, the stranger did his bidding and lifted up the heavy lid. Cold air flooded over the detective’s body as he sat up. “Wow! I thought I never was going to get out.”

“How—” began his rescuer.

“Never mind how! If you come around to Headquarters next week, I’ll give you half my paycheck. Right now, I’m in a hurry!” Lane strode quickly away into the brush.

“Thanks,” he called over his shoulder.

But the stranger stood stunned beside the casket, as though still afraid to believe his eyes. He shivered when he remembered the stories he had read in the papers—stories about dead men who came back to life, and murdered. . . .

Rough fields gouged at Lane’s light shoes. High fences ripped at his clothes; thorns tore at his already bleeding hands. But he paid little attention to his own well-being. He didn’t notice that his head throbbed agonizingly, that the punctured palm of his hand left a red trail behind him.

His mind was set on one idea. He must get to Dawn Drayden before Leroux returned. “In back of the elevator,” he muttered to himself.




  



CHAPTER NINE
 

Facing Eternity
 


DESPITE the gaping drugstore clerk and the three customers who stood about in shocked attitudes, Lane dashed to the back of the store where an array of telephone booths stood ready for prospective callers. 

“Police Headquarters!” he snapped into the mouthpiece. Leonard’s acid voice answered him presently.

“Listen, Chief, I’ve got a hot lead!” Lane barked.

“Hot lead!” spat Leonard. “I thought you were going to bring in Leroux!”

“Give me time! I want you to cover Gault’s parlor. Cover the place with about ten men. Get me? Arrest everybody that even looks at it!”

Leonard was faintly sarcastic. “Sure, and what are you going to do? Pick daisies?”

“Say, I came so close to pushing those things up that I’m still shivering! I’m going to cable Haiti, for one thing. And I’m going to get a list of every person in town connected with Haiti. If you want me in the next hour, call the coroner’s apartment. He promised to get some dope on Haiti for me.”

“He called up a few minutes ago,” informed Leonard. “Wanted to know where you were. He wanted to talk to you.”

“Okay!” finished Lane. “I’ll be seeing you before midnight!” He slammed down the receiver and walked out into the store, suddenly conscious of his terrifying appearance.

The druggist shrank back of the counter and stared at the detective with unbelieving eyes. Lane flashed his badge. “Fix me up, will you?”

Upon the presentation of authority, the druggist quickly led the detective into the back of the store. “Looks as if you’d had a tough night, Lieutenant.”

“Not ‘Lieutenant.’ That is, not yet,” said Terry with a forced grin. He glanced at himself in the mirror over the washbasin. “No wonder that man ran away!”

“What man?”

“Why,” began Lane, “the one who wouldn’t open up . . .” He broke off, realizing that what he might say was liable to brand him as an idiot. Escapes from coffins were not everyday occurrences in the lives of druggists.

Then the clue to Dawn’s whereabouts flashed through his mind, and his lips grew tight. “Snap it up, will you?” he asked.

With iodine still burning in the wounds and with his right arm in a white sling, Lane again surveyed himself in the glass. The head bandage made up for his lack of a hat and the shoulder bindings made a large bulge underneath his coat. Then he noticed the scratch he had received when Leroux had struck his face.

It was a minute thing, and had long ago stopped bleeding. Nevertheless, Lane gasped as he touched it. He leaned closer to the glass and stared. A low whistle escaped him.

“Boy!” he muttered. “Am I dumb!” And then to the druggist: “Thanks. I’ll remember this and if you ever—”

“Quite all right,” the man assured him, holding open the door. “I’d get to a doctor before long, if I were you. All I did was stop the blood.”

“All you did was plenty!” said Lane. “See that scratch?” He pointed to his cheek. “Well, if it hadn’t been for your forgetting to tie it up, I’d be in a devil of a fix!” And he left the druggist gaping with surprise.

Lane flashed his badge to the cabdriver at the curb.

“Van Menton Apartments!” he said as he climbed in. “And let her rip!”

The street lights dissolved into a chain of brilliance; red lights were grandly disregarded; and for the matter of a mile, the cab caromed through the heavily trafficked avenues.

Once Lane tapped the driver on the shoulder and ordered him to stop beside the next policeman they sighted, and when the driver obeyed, Terry Lane thrust his raven black head out of the cab window.

 “Let’s have the rod, Barry,” he said to the officer on traffic duty. 

“Huh? Oh, hello there, Sergeant,” Barry saluted. “You look like you’d been having an argument with a train. The rod? I can’t do that; I might need it.”

“Yeah?” Lane grunted. “Well, I need it worse than you do. Hand it over.”

And when Officer Barry reluctantly obeyed, the cab leaped forward, once more headed for the Van Menton Apartments.

Within five minutes, they were before the lavish entrance. Lane paid the wide-eyed driver and sped into the building.

The girl at the switchboard was waved aside and Lane sprinted for the automatic elevator. He pressed a button and shot up nine flights to the apartment of Dr. Charles Reynolds.

The coroner’s apartment covered the entire floor.

Reynolds himself greeted Lane. “Hello, Terry,” he said. “I’ve been digging up that information for you. Tried to reach you at Headquarters, but you weren’t there.”

“I’ve been busy,” Lane grinned. “Listen, Doc, I want you to compose a cable for me and then get hold of all the connecting links this town has with Haiti.”

Reynolds nodded. He led Lane into the library and waved him to a chair.

A decanter sat on the mahogany desk and the coroner poured out two drinks, shoving the stiffest toward the detective. “You look like you need it,” he said.

“I do,” said Lane as he took his drink. “Nice place you’ve got here.”

“Yes, I like it,” Reynolds smiled. “Fortunately, I have a private income or I couldn’t keep it going.” He suddenly grew serious. “Anybody tagging you?”

 “I don’t know, Doc,” said Lane. “This Loup-garou has a habit of turning up every place.” 

“I wouldn’t want him wished on me,” Reynolds frowned. “By the way, I have been reading up on the subject as you asked me to do. There really are such things in Haiti as zombies—living dead men. At least, they claim to have seen them there. The authors of the books I’ve read, I mean. How about having another drink?”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Lane surveyed the volume-crammed walls of the room. “Speaking of books, you’ve certainly got enough of them. Any of them deal with Haiti?”

“Of course—several,” said Reynolds, presenting the brimming glass. “That’s where I dug up the information for you. Have a look yourself, if you want to.”

“First, I wish you’d compose me a cable in French to that pharmacy.” Lane twitched his right arm, suddenly remembering that it was in a sling.

He reached into his pocket with his left hand and brought forth a slip of paper.

“I jotted the address down on this.”

He handed the slip of paper to Reynolds. The coroner glanced at it.

“Just ask for a complete description of Dr. Leroux, will you?” continued Lane. “If you will, we ought to have an answer in the morning. And there’s something else. Compile a list of all the people you know in this town who’ve been connected with Haiti.”

“Certainly,” Reynolds nodded. “Glad to help you with this. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll go into my study and fix up both jobs for you. It’s my office, and I have all the cable blanks there. Browse through the books, if you’d like.”

He walked to the doorway and then turned around. His scarf pin caught the light and hurled it back and the emerald ring glowed softly. Unconsciously, he adjusted the scarf pin.

“You’ll probably find something rather interesting up there on the third shelf,” he said over his shoulder.

 Lane watched him disappear and then got to his feet and walked over to the shelf. He stood there for a moment, sipping his drink and eyeing the titles. Setting the glass down, he reached up and extracted three volumes. The first was called Voodooism. The second was merely entitled Haiti. The third was The Code Penal of the Republic of Haiti.


Quite naturally, since he was an investigator of crime, Detective-Sergeant Lane opened the third one first. He seated himself on the arm of a chair and, shifting his sling until his arm was more comfortable, idly flipped over the pages.

Through force of habit, he sat with his face toward the door. Article 249 leered blackly at him from the printed page.

“Article 249,” read Lane to himself. “Also shall be qualified as attempted murder—”

The creak of a door interrupted him. He glanced up and stiffened. A gasp of horror escaped him. He jumped to his feet, his eyes dilating wildly. Coming toward him in that slow, lifeless shuffle was a blank-eyed corpse!




  



CHAPTER TEN
 

Deliverance of the Dead
 


SO silent had been the passage of the walking dead man that Lane had not seen it until it was halfway across the room. A crawling sensation went up and down Lane’s spine and for an instant he was held immovable by the terrible sight. 

The creature’s hands were reaching out and convulsing. The face was completely without expression. The shuffling steps scuffed ominously on the rug. A sinister hush was in the room and with it came the odor of moist earth. The hands opened and shut, talons ready to encircle the detective’s throat.

Lane stepped cautiously to one side, his jaw set against the panic which threatened to engulf him. He knew now the horror which had been Morton’s—and Gordon’s—and Burnham’s. And as he moved, so moved his attacker. The detective backed away, keeping his eyes on the lifeless face. In an instant . . .

The detective placed the desk between himself and the dead man, only to see that the approaching figure was carefully rounding the edge. A racking shudder shook Lane’s frame. He remembered the shot which had failed to knock down Cramer. He saw again the contorted features of former victims.

Sudden resolve caused him to stand his ground. He would stake everything on one slim chance. There was everything to lose should he fail. Grimly, he forced himself to wait for the dead man’s approach.

The thing was shuffling faster now, seeming to sense the end. The hands stabbed out for Lane’s throat.

Like a boxer, Lane ducked, weaved aside. His left fist tightened. He carefully measured the distance to the dead man’s jaw and swung with all his might.

The long blow arced straight to the dead face. It crashed into the clammy flesh. The man swayed a little, but did not move away. The hands shifted and came on.

Lane snatched at the wrists, pushed them away. Up came his knee. The vicious jab caught the dead man in the groin. Still the thing was on its feet. Its strength was horrible.

A sob caught in Lane’s throat as he realized the hopelessness of the situation. It was no use to shoot. There was not even time to strike back. With the deadly purpose of an automaton his attacker was forcing him back against the mahogany desk, bending him with the weight and strength of a thing not to be denied. Lane struggled, striving desperately to get free of the thing’s horrible clutch. The cold, clammy hands caught at his throat. He felt them squeezing tighter. His breathing became more difficult.

Then suddenly, through a hazy blackness, half-unconscious, he felt those talonlike fingers release their grip as the power of animation seemed suddenly to leave the living dead man. The wilting figure dropped to the floor with a thud, to remain there still and motionless.

“My God, what is that?” cried Dr. Reynolds from the doorway. He came swiftly across the room. “Why—it’s a dead man!”

 “Yes,” breathed Lane, leaning weakly against the desk. “A dead man! One of your dead men, Dr. Reynolds!” 

The coroner’s expression was shocked. “What—”

 “You’re under arrest, Loup-garou! Under arrest for attempted murder, murder, accessory of the fact—” 

Reynolds stood up indignantly. “You’re mad, Lane!”

“Mad, am I?” rasped Lane. He made no move to cover the doctor. He smiled thinly. “I’ve got the goods! I’ve had it ever since I glanced into a drugstore mirror. I wanted you to come out in the open and you did. It’s the chair, Reynolds.”

The doctor’s eyes gleamed fiercely. His hand blurred at his side and came up smoking, spitting flame.

But Lane was not in its range. He had moved sideways. A round, burning hole appeared in the end of the sling. Dr. Reynolds collapsed, rolled over, tried to bring up his gun. The hole in Lane’s sling grew larger. The doctor’s gun leaped out of his hand.

“Now,” muttered Lane, “that’ll hold you! Where’s Dawn Drayden?”

“You’ll never find her!” spat Reynolds from his pain-distorted mouth.

Lane shrugged and approached the coroner.

“Don’t move. I’ve got you covered.” He hitched the sling and then patted out the fire which his powder flame had started.

“Any time I need a cradle for one of my wings—” He grinned suddenly and set to work, securely tying the doctor in an overstuffed chair. He exhausted the room’s supply of curtains before he was finished.

The detective walked quickly from the apartment and approached the elevator. He stepped inside, leaving the door open, and gave the walls a brief scrutiny. A small panel of oak was at one side as though for ornament and Lane pressed it. The back of the car slid softly open and exposed a door.

Lane entered the room beyond, holding the sling away from him and covering any possible source of danger with his hidden gun. But he need not have troubled himself for the room was empty save for—the bound and gagged figure of Dawn Drayden!

Lane gave her a reassuring smile and then began to work at the knots which held her gag in place. The girl’s eyes were suddenly peaceful.

“I knew you’d come,” she breathed. “I didn’t even lose hope when Leroux came for a dead man.”

The detective released the ropes about the back of the chair and then helped her to her feet. She stood shakily rubbing her chafed wrists. Then, with a small cry she threw herself into his arms.

After a moment, Lane spoke. “There’s still work to be done,” he said. Gently he put her from him. “Where’s the doctor’s laboratory?”

“In there, I suppose,” said the girl, pointing to another door. “I saw a white table when he opened that door.”

Lane stepped into the second room, stayed there for a moment and then came back with a wicked-looking syringe.

“Come with me, Dawn,” he requested. “I’ve got Reynolds strapped to a chair out here.”

Together they went into the library. The coroner still writhed, glared about him. But Reynolds glared no longer when he caught sight of the nickel-plated syringe.

“You wouldn’t!” he cried in a broken voice. “You can’t! You’re an officer of the law!”

“That’s got nothing to do with it!” grated Lane. He was rolling up the coroner’s sleeve. “I’m going to pay out a little justice. If you go to trial, it will be your word against mine. You, the coroner! Maybe they wouldn’t believe me, Reynolds, if I tried to tell them what a fiend you really are. You might escape the chair, but you’ll never get away from this!”

He stabbed the flesh with the needle, his thumb on the plunger.

“Stop!” screamed Reynolds. “What do you want me to do?”

“Talk!” said Dawn Drayden.

“And talk fast!” snapped Lane. He turned to the girl. “What do you want to know?”

“I want him to tell you,” said Dawn. “That’s what I’ve wanted from the first.” She glared at Reynolds.

 “I hate him! Perhaps you will understand when I tell you that five years ago this man, this monster in human form, was in Haiti. He was plotting then—planning to use zombies, living dead men, to do his rotten work for him.” 

“Where do you come in?” asked Lane.

“I was in Haiti with my brother. Jim was weak, easily led. Dr. Leroux, as he called himself then, became friendly with my brother. Then, later, Jim apparently died of fever, just as the secretaries of these rich men have died. It was not until later that I realized that Dr. Leroux had killed my brother.”

“Good lord!” exclaimed Lane. “And made him into a zombie?”

“No,” Dawn shook her head. “He tried—but then he had not learned enough about it. His efforts were not successful.” Her eyes filled. “Perhaps I should be glad that Jim was one of the victims of Dr. Leroux who has not walked again.”

 “But there are others,” said Lane quickly. “Perhaps we may still be able to help them, if we learn how this Loup-garou has placed them in their half-dead state.” 

“He can help them!” exclaimed Dawn. “That’s why I gradually worked my way into his confidence. It wasn’t easy for me to do. Hating him, loathing him, yet I hoped to be able to help the others by pretending to be his aide—to be able eventually to turn him over to the police.”

“I see,” Lane nodded.

“You see, I have pretended that I knew nothing of the real cause of my brother’s death.” Dawn shuddered as she glared at the man in the chair. “But always, he was watching me. That first time you saw me, said you were going to take me to Headquarters, I ducked behind a cab standing at the curb. I didn’t dare go with you then, for he had seen me.”

 “I wondered what the deuce had happened to you.” 

“Oh, make him talk!” Dawn’s voice rose in sudden hysteria as she glared at Reynolds. “Or else make him one of them, make him suffer as he has made these men who have been the walking dead!”

“Talk!” Lane’s thumb pressed on the needle sticking into Reynolds’ arm.

“All right! All right!” moaned Reynolds. “You’ll find the formula in the upper drawer of that desk. The chemicals are in my laboratory! I swear they are. With those, the men can be brought back to normal health. Any doctor can do it!”

“Look and see,” ordered Lane and the girl quickly slid open the drawer.

“It’s here and I think he’s right,” said Dawn.

“Now then,” said Lane in a voice which held a note of doom, “I want the full particulars. Quick!”

“I learned it in Haiti. There is a certain drug which creates a state of suspended animation for a few hours,” gasped Reynolds. “Remember, as coroner, I was the one who examined those men and pronounced them dead—even those who supposedly died of the fever. I knew they weren’t dead because I had given them the drug each time.”

“But they were buried,” protested Lane.

“No, they weren’t.” Reynolds glanced at the point of the syringe still sticking in his wrist. “Only their empty coffins. Gault, the undertaker, was working with me. He arranged that. He was the man at the car with me when you hit me and thought you had knocked me out. But you didn’t hit as hard as you thought. I got away.”

“Never mind that part of it now,” said the detective impatiently. “What made those men into zombies?”

“A second drug which affected their brains—left the men in a semi-hypnotic state. They have no will of their own, but will carry out any given order.”

“Where did you get these drugs?” asked Lane.

 “There was a 
papaloi,  a voodoo priest, who owns a drugstore in Port-au-Prince. I stayed with him and he liked me. He swore me to secrecy and taught me how to mix and use those drugs. That’s why I was so anxious to get that pharmacist’s bill. 

“I had my men knock Dr. Kaler out after I thought I saw you give him the bill that I had dropped when I examined Gordon. I was looking for it when I came back for my gloves.”

“And you left those notes written in green ink for me, of course.” Lane moved away from the coroner as Reynolds sat stiffly in the chair.

“Yes. Kaler had a photostatic copy of the bill,” said Reynolds, “but that was no good to me—I had to get the original before you wired Port-au-Prince and got my description.”

“Just what I thought,” said Lane. “That’s why I came here and asked you to get that description of Dr. Leroux for me. I thought you would come out into the open then—and you did, by sending one of your living dead men to kill me.”

Dawn looked at the detective and then shuddered as she gazed at the still figure on the floor.

“How about this man?” asked Lane. “What stopped him when he tried to kill me?”

“I hurried, failed to give him enough of the drug,” answered Reynolds. “He isn’t dead—just in a state of suspended animation. There is an antidote that will bring him fully back to normal life.”

The phone rang and Lane answered it. It was Chief Leonard calling.

 “You say you’ve got Gault and three others?” said the detective over the wire. “Now, come up to Reynolds’ apartment and get Loup-garou. Yes, Loup-garou. Better bring some men with you. 

“Who, the coroner?” Lane smiled grimly at the bound figure in the chair. “Yes, Reynolds is here.”

Lane put down the phone. He picked up one of the books from the table and swiftly turned the pages. Then half aloud, he read:
 

Article 249. Also shall be qualified as attempted murder the employment which may be made against any person of substances which, without causing actual death, produce a lethargic coma more or less prolonged. If, after the administration of such substances, the person has been buried, the act will be considered murder no matter what result follows.


 “There are zombies 
 in Haiti,” said Dawn. “I’ve seen them working in the fields at night.” 

“Lord,” breathed Lane, “I’d certainly hate to be a detective there.” He glanced down at the ring on Reynolds’ hand. “You got that ring in Haiti?”

“Yes.” The coroner looked at the emerald.

 “Well, you certainly slipped up in wearing it. It left a print on my jaw. See?” Lane tapped his cheek with his left hand. “That’s a print of the green serpent. You left your seal on me, Loup-garou.” 

The coroner gasped and stared at the ring. “Then, that’s how you knew. Why didn’t you arrest me sooner?”

“I thought I might have to kill you, and I wanted the information about the living dead men first.”

He lifted his head as he heard the wail of a siren in the street. “That’s Chief Leonard and his men. My job is over. No, not quite.

“Where are the dead men?” Lane moved closer to Reynolds, the syringe in his hand.

“In the back of my laboratory. I have them chained there. For God’s sake, man, be careful of that syringe.” Reynolds’ eyes were on the metal barrel.

“Oh, that?” Lane smiled. “It’s filled with water. I took the tip from Dawn, here. She did the same for me—that’s why I’m not one of your walking dead men now.”

Leonard, Dr. Kaler, with his head bandaged, and a number of uniformed men burst out of the elevator and charged into the library.

 “Where’s Loup-garou?” demanded the chief. “And what’s Reynolds doing tied up like that?” 

 “There’s Loup-garou,” Lane indicated Reynolds. “The elusive Dr. Leroux.” 

“What?” gasped Leonard. “Why, that’s impossible!”

“He’s admitted everything,” said Lane quickly.

“It required a man with medical knowledge,” stated Dr. Kaler, who did not seem as startled as was the chief.

“Right, Doctor!” Lane approached Kaler. “There’s a list of drugs here on this paper. You’ll find those living dead men all chained in Reynolds’ laboratory in back of the elevator. I left the door open.

“You can mix up the works and shoot those living dead men in there with the dope. They’ll come back to life in a hurry.”

“Interesting,” Dr. Kaler smiled. “I always did want to know that formula. All right, Lane—I’ll get to work at once.”

“Yes, sir.” Detective-Sergeant Terry Lane smiled at Dawn, “I’d sure hate to be a detective in Haiti.”

“They are nicer here,” said Dawn softly.
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Story Preview
 


NOW that you’ve just ventured through one of the captivating tales in the Stories from the Golden Age collection by L. Ron Hubbard, turn the page and enjoy a preview of The Carnival of Death. Join Bob Clark, an undercover US Treasury agent who, in the course of an investigation at a carnival, stumbles upon a series of headless corpses and now must solve the murders. But a local drug ring and four escaped headhunters have other plans. 




  



The Carnival of Death
 


RISING to a crescendo of stark horror, a scream of death hacked through the gaiety of the night. It came from the sideshows, from directly beneath the lurid banner which depicted ferocious African headhunters at their feasting. In spite of the babble of the pleasure-seeking carnival crowd, the sound lingered eerily for an instant. 

 Gaming wheels stopped their monotonous whirring. Faces in the crowd grew blank and then frightened. The hardened barkers whirled in their stands and stared. The gay Ferris wheel stopped, its motor coughing and spitting in idleness. Grifter and rube alike—they all seemed to know that death stalked upon the midway. 

Seven stands away from the lurid banner, Bob Clark, carnival detective, paused for a second, held by the seeping terror of the shriek. Into his steel-colored eyes came a look of certainty. Then, before the crowd had recovered from that first shock, Bob Clark began to run.

He rounded the corner of a tent and sprang up to a raised platform. The entrance gaped blackly before him. In the sudden hush he heard the sound of running feet and realized they came from within the tent. Whipping a flashlight from his pocket, he darted in.

The damp mustiness of the tent dropped upon him like a cloud. He lunged into benches, tripped over ropes, sending the icy beam of his light to the uncurtained stage before him.

He skirted the edge of a pit, stumbled up a flight of steps, and stopped as suddenly as though he had come against a stone wall. His eyes dilated, and he felt a shudder course its cold way up his tingling spine.

Ringed by a pool of blood which seemed black in the white light lay a ghastly corpse. The hands were clutched in front of the torso; the legs were drawn up, twisted by unbearable agony. In spite of the years at his trade, Bob Clark shuddered again, for the body was without a head!

The flashlight whipped down into the pit to display its emptiness. Not long before, at the midshow of the evening, four African headhunters had been manacled there, savage creatures on display to all who had the necessary dime.

They had been ugly brutes, teeth filed to points, brown skins glistening under the glare of spots, faces inscrutable, eyes filled with evil. They had been brought straight from Africa for Shreve’s Mammoth Carnival.

But now the irons gaped emptily, and the implication was plain. Entirely too plain. It was evident that the headhunters had escaped, and in escaping had murdered their barker, taking his head as grim payment for their captivity.

Clark jumped down into the canvas-rimmed hole. Bending quickly, he snatched up a steel wristlet and examined it, expecting to see the metal filed. He gave a low mutter of surprise when he found it was not. The wristlet was intact and had been opened with a key.

Back on the raised platform, Clark stepped gingerly to the side of the headless corpse. He took a still-warm hand in his own and without effort parted the fingers and removed several strands of whitish hair they had clutched. He held these in the beam of his light, examining them. He frowned and thrust them into an old envelope.

 People were coming through the entrance of the tent, cautiously and without a great deal of noise. Outside the carnival had begun its song again. Bob Clark looked at the entering barkers and property men and selected two, knowing that as carnival detective he had that right. 

“Stay here with this, will you?” said Clark.

 The first of the two selected was a flashily dressed ballyhoo man from an adjoining stand. 

“Who?” he blurted tremulously. “You don’t mean me. That guy’s dead!”

“Sure he’s dead,” rasped Clark. “You’ll stay.”

The man started to protest and then saw the grim set of the carnival detective’s jaw. With a glazed stare, the barker sat down on a folding seat. The property man designated stood with feet wide apart, disbelief in his eyes.

“But, good God, Clark,” stammered the property man. “Those cannibals are loose! What if they come back?”

“They won’t,” said Clark with a grimace. “They’re miles away from here by now.”

“I wish I believed that,” croaked the barker.

“So do I,” snapped Clark, as he started toward the back of the tent.

To Bob Clark this murder assumed greater proportions than a crime committed by four escaping headhunters. It was only a link in the chain he had tried so hard to break.

He had been with Shreve’s Mammoth Carnival for three months, and during that time two distinct attempts had been made upon his own life. He had been at a loss to explain these because to his knowledge only one man with the show knew his true identity.

That man was beyond suspicion—he was Shreve, owner of the show. And Henry Shreve had been the one who had first informed the United States Government of the curse which rode with the outfit—the curse of dope.

That tip tallied with their own records, and the Treasury Department had not been slow in placing an operative on the case. That man was Robert W. Clark, of the Narcotics Squad, who, to date, did not have a single failure to his discredit.

Bob Clark knew that he walked on the brink of death, but he only shifted his light to his left hand and lifted the tent flap with his right. A blur of stakes and ropes was silhouetted against the murky sky as he looked up. He could see the fairgrounds’ grandstand against the glowing clouds which hung over the large Middle Western town.

 Then without warning a blackjack smashed down. It caught the detective a glancing blow on the side of the head and sent him reeling to one side, knocked the flashlight from his grasp. Dazedly, Clark flung out a hand, his clawing fingers clutched a sleeve. He pulled the arm savagely toward him, throwing his unseen assailant off balance. 

In an instant the detective’s head was clear. He raised the flashlight in his left hand, brought it down viciously, and heard his foe grunt with pain as the lamp thudded against his shoulder.

They closed in. Tent ropes tripped him, death-seeking hands tore at him, the night spun crazily about him, but Bob Clark held on tenaciously. Blows pounded in his face, a writhing demon grunted animal-like in his grasp. A blackjack smashed again and again into his body.

Clark fought silently, his breath coming in great soundless gasps.

The detective’s assailant wrenched his arm free, a fist smacked against Clark’s chin. He felt himself hurtled backward with terrific speed. A rope was between his legs; he stumbled over it, crashed to the ground.

Before he could rise, his foe was on top of him, pounding him with crazed strength. Into Clark’s mind darted a vision of headhunters, sharp knives and ripped bodies.

Doubling his knees, Clark managed to jam his feet against the other’s chest. He thrust his legs out savagely, summoning every ounce of his strength. With a howl, his attacker catapulted back, hit the ground, rolled over and darted away.
 

 To find out more about The Carnival of Death and how you can obtain your copy, go to www.goldenagestories.com
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Glossary

 

 STORIES FROM THE GOLDEN AGE
reflect the words and expressions used in the 1930s and 1940s, adding unique flavor and authenticity to the tales. While a character’s speech may often reflect regional origins, it also can convey attitudes common in the day. So that readers can better grasp such cultural and historical terms, uncommon words or expressions of the era, the following glossary has been provided.

 


ballyhoo man: a person who gives an attention-getting demonstration or talk to arouse interest and attract patrons to an entertainment event. 
 


barker: someone who stands in front of a show at a carnival and gives a loud colorful sales talk to potential customers. 
 


bead on, drawing a: taking careful aim at. This term alludes to the bead, a small metal knob on a firearm used as a front sight. 
 


blackjack: a short, leather-covered club, consisting of a heavy head on a flexible handle, used as a weapon. 
 


bluecoats: policemen. 
 


bullpen: a holding cell where prisoners are confined together temporarily; in the 1800s, jails and holding cells were nicknamed bullpens, in respect of many police officers’ bullish features—strength and short temper. 
 


clubbed gun: a rifle, shotgun, etc., held by the barrel so as to use the stock as a club. 
 


deuce, what the: what the devil; expressing surprise. 
 


dick: a detective. 
 


dint of, by: by means of. 
 


flatfoot: a police officer; cop. 
 


G-men: government men; agents of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. 
 


gourde: a paper money and monetary unit of Haiti. 
 


grifter: crooked game operator; a person who operates a sideshow at a circus, fair, etc., especially a gambling attraction. 
 


ha’nt: a ghost. 
 


hop: drugs, especially opium. 
 


midway: an avenue or area at a carnival where the concessions for exhibitions of curiosities, games of chance, scenes from foreign life, merry-go-rounds, and other rides and amusements are located. 
 


newshawk: a newspaper reporter, especially one who is energetic and aggressive. 
 


papaloi: (Haitian dialect) voodoo priest. 
 


property men: propmen; members of the crew in charge of stage properties. 
 


proverbial straw: pertaining to the proverb (short popular saying): “A drowning man snatches at straws,” meaning a desperate person will try anything to save himself, no matter how unlikely. 
 


rod: another name for a handgun. 
 


rube: one of the local townspeople who make up a sideshow audience or become customers. 
 


scareheads: headlines in exceptionally large type. 
 


Scheherazade: the female narrator of The Arabian Nights, who during one thousand and one adventurous nights saved her life by entertaining her husband, the king, with stories. 
 


spot: 1. to place or position on a particular place. 2. single out; pick out; identify. 
 


swallowtails: the back part of a man’s fitted coat that descends in a pair of tapering skirts. 
 


wee sma’s: wee small hours; the early hours of the morning, especially those just after midnight. 
 


zombie: a reanimated human body devoid of consciousness; in voodoo, it is a dead person who has been revived by a voodoo priest, and remains under the control of the priest, since they have no will of their own. 
 




  



 L. Ron Hubbard in the 
 Golden Age of 
 Pulp Fiction 
 




  




In writing an adventure story 
 a writer has to know that he is adventuring 
 for a lot of people who cannot. 
 The writer has to take them here and there 
 about the globe and show them 
 excitement and love and realism. 
 As long as that writer is living the part of an 
 adventurer when he is hammering 
 the keys, he is succeeding with his story. 
 

 Adventuring is a state of mind. 
 If you adventure through life, you have a 
 good chance to be a success on paper. 
 

 Adventure doesn’t mean globe-trotting, 
 exactly, and it doesn’t mean great deeds. 
 Adventuring is like art. 
 You have to live it to make it real. 
 

— L. Ron Hubbard
 




  



 L. Ron Hubbard 
 and American 
 Pulp Fiction 
 


BORN March 13, 1911, L. Ron Hubbard lived a life at least as expansive as the stories with which he enthralled a hundred million readers through a fifty-year career. 

Originally hailing from Tilden, Nebraska, he spent his formative years in a classically rugged Montana, replete with the cowpunchers, lawmen and desperadoes who would later people his Wild West adventures. And lest anyone imagine those adventures were drawn from vicarious experience, he was not only breaking broncs at a tender age, he was also among the few whites ever admitted into Blackfoot society as a bona fide blood brother. While if only to round out an otherwise rough and tumble youth, his mother was that rarity of her time—a thoroughly educated woman—who introduced her son to the classics of Occidental literature even before his seventh birthday.

But as any dedicated L. Ron Hubbard reader will attest, his world extended far beyond Montana. In point of fact, and as the son of a United States naval officer, by the age of eighteen he had traveled over a quarter of a million miles. Included therein were three Pacific crossings to a then still mysterious Asia, where he ran with the likes of Her British Majesty’s agent-in-place for North China, and the last in the line of Royal Magicians from the court of Kublai Khan. For the record, L. Ron Hubbard was also among the first Westerners to gain admittance to forbidden Tibetan monasteries below Manchuria, and his photographs of China’s Great Wall long graced American geography texts.

 Upon his return to the United States and a hasty completion of his interrupted high school education, the young Ron Hubbard entered George Washington University. There, as fans of his aerial adventures may have heard, he earned his wings as a pioneering barnstormer at the dawn of American aviation. He also earned a place in free-flight record books for the longest sustained flight above Chicago. Moreover, as a roving reporter for Sportsman Pilot (featuring his first professionally penned articles), he further helped inspire a generation of pilots who would take America to world airpower. 
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L. Ron Hubbard, left, at Congressional Airport, Washington, DC, 1931, with members of George Washington University flying club.
 

Immediately beyond his sophomore year, Ron embarked on the first of his famed ethnological expeditions, initially to then untrammeled Caribbean shores (descriptions of which would later fill a whole series of West Indies mystery-thrillers). That the Puerto Rican interior would also figure into the future of Ron Hubbard stories was likewise no accident. For in addition to cultural studies of the island, a 1932–33 LRH expedition is rightly remembered as conducting the first complete mineralogical survey of a Puerto Rico under United States jurisdiction.

There was many another adventure along this vein: As a lifetime member of the famed Explorers Club, L. Ron Hubbard charted North Pacific waters with the first shipboard radio direction finder, and so pioneered a long-range navigation system universally employed until the late twentieth century. While not to put too fine an edge on it, he also held a rare Master Mariner’s license to pilot any vessel, of any tonnage in any ocean.
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Capt. L. Ron Hubbard in Ketchikan, Alaska, 1940, on his Alaskan Radio Experimental Expedition, the first of three voyages conducted under the Explorers Club Flag.
 

Yet lest we stray too far afield, there is an LRH note at this juncture in his saga, and it reads in part:


“I started out writing for the pulps, writing the best I knew, writing for every mag on the stands, slanting as well as I could.”


To which one might add: His earliest submissions date from the summer of 1934, and included tales drawn from true-to-life Asian adventures, with characters roughly modeled on British/American intelligence operatives he had known in Shanghai. His early Westerns were similarly peppered with details drawn from personal experience. Although therein lay a first hard lesson from the often cruel world of the pulps. His first Westerns were soundly rejected as lacking the authenticity of a Max Brand yarn (a particularly frustrating comment given L. Ron Hubbard’s Westerns came straight from his Montana homeland, while Max Brand was a mediocre New York poet named Frederick Schiller Faust, who turned out implausible six-shooter tales from the terrace of an Italian villa).

Nevertheless, and needless to say, L. Ron Hubbard persevered and soon earned a reputation as among the most publishable names in pulp fiction, with a ninety percent placement rate of first-draft manuscripts. He was also among the most prolific, averaging between seventy and a hundred thousand words a month. Hence the rumors that L. Ron Hubbard had redesigned a typewriter for faster keyboard action and pounded out manuscripts on a continuous roll of butcher paper to save the precious seconds it took to insert a single sheet of paper into manual typewriters of the day.
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L. Ron Hubbard, circa 1930, at the outset of a literary career that would finally span half a century.
 

That all L. Ron Hubbard stories did not run beneath said byline is yet another aspect of pulp fiction lore. That is, as publishers periodically rejected manuscripts from top-drawer authors if only to avoid paying top dollar, L. Ron Hubbard and company just as frequently replied with submissions under various pseudonyms. In Ron’s case, the list included: Rene Lafayette, Captain Charles Gordon, Lt. Scott Morgan and the notorious Kurt von Rachen—supposedly on the lam for a murder rap, while hammering out two-fisted prose in Argentina. The point: While L. Ron Hubbard as Ken Martin spun stories of Southeast Asian intrigue, LRH as Barry Randolph authored tales of romance on the Western range—which, stretching between a dozen genres is how he came to stand among the two hundred elite authors providing close to a million tales through the glory days of American Pulp Fiction.
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A Man of Many Names

Between 1934 and 1950, L. Ron Hubbard authored more than fifteen million words of fiction in more than two hundred classic publications.

 To supply his fans and editors with stories across an array of genres and pulp titles, he adopted fifteen pseudonyms in addition to his already renowned L. Ron Hubbard byline. 

 ______ 
 

Winchester Remington Colt

Lt. Jonathan Daly

Capt. Charles Gordon

Capt. L. Ron Hubbard

Bernard Hubbel

Michael Keith

Rene Lafayette

Legionnaire 148

Legionnaire 14830

Ken Martin

Scott Morgan

Lt. Scott Morgan

Kurt von Rachen

Barry Randolph

Capt. Humbert Reynolds
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In evidence of exactly that, by 1936 L. Ron Hubbard was literally leading pulp fiction’s elite as president of New York’s American Fiction Guild. Members included a veritable pulp hall of fame: Lester “Doc Savage” Dent, Walter “The Shadow” Gibson, and the legendary Dashiell Hammett—to cite but a few.

 Also in evidence of just where L. Ron Hubbard stood within his first two years on the American pulp circuit: By the spring of 1937, he was ensconced in Hollywood, adopting a Caribbean thriller for Columbia Pictures, remembered today as The Secret of Treasure Island. Comprising fifteen thirty-minute episodes, the L. Ron Hubbard screenplay led to the most profitable matinée serial in Hollywood history. In accord with Hollywood culture, he was thereafter continually called upon to rewrite/doctor scripts—most famously for long-time friend and fellow adventurer Clark Gable. 
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The 1937 Secret of Treasure Island a fifteen-episode serial adapted for the screen by L. Ron Hubbard from his novel, Murder at Pirate Castle. 
 

 In the interim—and herein lies another distinctive chapter of the L. Ron Hubbard story—he continually worked to open Pulp Kingdom gates to up-and-coming authors. Or, for that matter, anyone who wished to write. It was a fairly unconventional stance, as markets were already thin and competition razor sharp. But the fact remains, it was an L. Ron Hubbard hallmark that he vehemently lobbied on behalf of young authors—regularly supplying instructional articles to trade journals, guest-lecturing to short story classes at George Washington University and Harvard, and even founding his own creative writing competition. It was established in 1940, dubbed the Golden Pen, and guaranteed winners both New York representation and publication in Argosy.


 But it was John W. Campbell Jr.’s Astounding Science Fiction that finally proved the most memorable LRH vehicle. While every fan of L. Ron Hubbard’s galactic epics undoubtedly knows the story, it nonetheless bears repeating: By late 1938, the pulp publishing magnate of Street & Smith was determined to revamp Astounding Science Fiction for broader readership. In particular, senior editorial director F. Orlin Tremaine called for stories with a stronger human element. When acting editor John W. Campbell balked, preferring his spaceship-driven tales, Tremaine enlisted Hubbard. Hubbard, in turn, replied with the genre’s first truly character-driven works, wherein heroes are pitted not against bug-eyed monsters but the mystery and majesty of deep space itself—and thus was launched the Golden Age of Science Fiction. 

 The names alone are enough to quicken the pulse of any science fiction aficionado, including LRH friend and protégé, Robert Heinlein, Isaac Asimov, A. E. van Vogt and Ray Bradbury. Moreover, when coupled with LRH stories of fantasy, we further come to what’s rightly been described as the foundation of every modern tale of horror: L. Ron Hubbard’s immortal Fear. It was rightly proclaimed by Stephen King as one of the very few works to genuinely warrant that overworked term “classic”—as in: “This is a classic tale of creeping, surreal menace and horror. . . . This is one of the really, really good ones.”
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L. Ron Hubbard, 1948, among fellow science fiction luminaries at the World Science Fiction Convention in Toronto.

 

 To accommodate the greater body of L. Ron Hubbard fantasies, Street & Smith inaugurated Unknown—a classic pulp if there ever was one, and wherein readers were soon thrilling to the likes of Typewriter in the Sky and Slaves of Sleep of which Frederik Pohl would declare: “There are bits and pieces from Ron’s work that became part of the language in ways that very few other writers managed.”


And, indeed, at J. W. Campbell Jr.’s insistence, Ron was regularly drawing on themes from the Arabian Nights and so introducing readers to a world of genies, jinn, Aladdin and Sinbad—all of which, of course, continue to float through cultural mythology to this day.

 At least as influential in terms of post-apocalypse stories was L. Ron Hubbard’s 1940 Final Blackout. Generally acclaimed as the finest anti-war novel of the decade and among the ten best works of the genre ever authored—here, too, was a tale that would live on in ways few other writers imagined. Hence, the later Robert Heinlein verdict: “Final Blackout is as perfect a piece of science fiction as has ever been written.”


Like many another who both lived and wrote American pulp adventure, the war proved a tragic end to Ron’s sojourn in the pulps. He served with distinction in four theaters and was highly decorated for commanding corvettes in the North Pacific. He was also grievously wounded in combat, lost many a close friend and colleague and thus resolved to say farewell to pulp fiction and devote himself to what it had supported these many years—namely, his serious research.
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Portland, Oregon, 1943; L. Ron Hubbard, captain of the US Navy subchaser PC 815.
 

But in no way was the LRH literary saga at an end, for as he wrote some thirty years later, in 1980:


“Recently there came a period when I had little to do. This was novel in a life so crammed with busy years, and I decided to amuse myself by writing a novel that was pure science fiction.”


 That work was Battlefield Earth: A Saga of the Year 3000. It was an immediate New York Times bestseller and, in fact, the first international science fiction blockbuster in decades. It was not, however, L. Ron Hubbard’s magnum opus, as that distinction is generally reserved for his next and final work: The 1.2 million word Mission Earth.


 How he managed those 1.2 million words in just over twelve months is yet another piece of the L. Ron Hubbard legend. But the fact remains, he did indeed author a ten-volume dekalogy that lives in publishing history for the fact that each and every volume of the series was also a New York Times bestseller. 

Moreover, as subsequent generations discovered L. Ron Hubbard through republished works and novelizations of his screenplays, the mere fact of his name on a cover signaled an international bestseller. . . . Until, to date, sales of his works exceed hundreds of millions, and he otherwise remains among the most enduring and widely read authors in literary history. Although as a final word on the tales of L. Ron Hubbard, perhaps it’s enough to simply reiterate what editors told readers in the glory days of American Pulp Fiction:


He writes the way he does, brothers, because he’s been there, seen it and done it!





  



 The Stories from the 
 Golden Age 
 

Your ticket to adventure starts here with the Stories from the Golden Age collection by master storyteller L. Ron Hubbard. These gripping tales are set in a kaleidoscope of exotic locales and brim with fascinating characters, including some of the most vile villains, dangerous dames and brazen heroes you’ll ever get to meet.
 

The entire collection of over one hundred and fifty stories is being released in a series of eighty books and audiobooks. For an up-to-date listing of available titles, go to www.goldenagestories.com.
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AIR ADVENTURE

Arctic Wings

The Battling Pilot

Boomerang Bomber

The Crate Killer

The Dive Bomber

Forbidden Gold

Hurtling Wings

The Lieutenant Takes the Sky

Man-Killers of the Air

On Blazing Wings

Red Death Over China

Sabotage in the Sky

Sky Birds Dare!

The Sky-Crasher

Trouble on His Wings

Wings Over Ethiopia
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FAR-FLUNG ADVENTURE

The Adventure of “X”

All Frontiers Are Jealous

The Barbarians

The Black Sultan

Black Towers to Danger

The Bold Dare All

Buckley Plays a Hunch

The Cossack

Destiny’s Drum

Escape for Three

Fifty-Fifty O’Brien

The Headhunters

Hell’s Legionnaire

He Walked to War

Hostage to Death

Hurricane

The Iron Duke

Machine Gun 21,000

Medals for Mahoney

Price of a Hat

Red Sand

The Sky Devil

The Small Boss of Nunaloha

The Squad That Never Came Back

Starch and Stripes

Tomb of the Ten Thousand Dead

Trick Soldier

While Bugles Blow!

Yukon Madness
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SEA ADVENTURE

Cargo of Coffins

The Drowned City

False Cargo

Grounded

Loot of the Shanung

Mister Tidwell, Gunner

The Phantom Patrol

Sea Fangs

Submarine

Twenty Fathoms Down

Under the Black Ensign
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TALES FROM THE ORIENT

 The Devil—With Wings 

The Falcon Killer

Five Mex for a Million

Golden Hell

The Green God

Hurricane’s Roar

Inky Odds

Orders Is Orders

Pearl Pirate

The Red Dragon

Spy Killer

Tah

The Trail of the Red Diamonds

Wind-Gone-Mad

Yellow Loot
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MYSTERY

The Blow Torch Murder

Brass Keys to Murder

Calling Squad Cars!

The Carnival of Death

The Chee-Chalker

Dead Men Kill

The Death Flyer

Flame City

The Grease Spot

Killer Ape

Killer’s Law

The Mad Dog Murder

Mouthpiece

Murder Afloat

The Slickers

They Killed Him Dead
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FANTASY

Borrowed Glory

The Crossroads

Danger in the Dark

The Devil’s Rescue

He Didn’t Like Cats

If I Were You

The Last Drop

The Room

The Tramp
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SCIENCE FICTION

The Automagic Horse

Battle of Wizards

Battling Bolto

The Beast

Beyond All Weapons

A Can of Vacuum

The Conroy Diary

The Dangerous Dimension

Final Enemy

The Great Secret

Greed

The Invaders

A Matter of Matter

The Obsolete Weapon

One Was Stubborn

The Planet Makers

The Professor Was a Thief

The Slaver

Space Can

Strain

Tough Old Man

240,000 Miles Straight Up

When Shadows Fall
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WESTERN

The Baron of Coyote River

Blood on His Spurs

Boss of the Lazy B

Branded Outlaw

Cattle King for a Day

Come and Get It

Death Waits at Sundown

Devil’s Manhunt

The Ghost Town Gun-Ghost

Gun Boss of Tumbleweed

Gunman!

Gunman’s Tally

The Gunner from Gehenna

Hoss Tamer

Johnny, the Town Tamer

King of the Gunmen

The Magic Quirt

Man for Breakfast

The No-Gun Gunhawk

The No-Gun Man

The Ranch That No One Would Buy

Reign of the Gila Monster

Ride ’Em, Cowboy

Ruin at Rio Piedras

Shadows from Boot Hill

Silent Pards

Six-Gun Caballero

Stacked Bullets

Stranger in Town

Tinhorn’s Daughter

The Toughest Ranger

Under the Diehard Brand

Vengeance Is Mine!

When Gilhooly Was in Flower




  




Your Next Ticket to Adventure

 


Uncover the Culprit Behind a Trail of Headless Corpses!
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Working deep undercover to break up a purported drug ring operating at Shreve’s Mammoth Carnival, US narcotics agent Bob Clark discovers first one and then another headless body. 
 

Others believe the gruesome murders are solved after four tribal headhunters working for the show suddenly disappear, but Clark suspects someone else is the real killer. When he finds himself seized by the very same headhunters, Clark sincerely hopes his hunch is right, since the point of a very sharp knife is aimed at his neck!
 


Get


The Carnival of Death

 PAPERBACK OR AUDIOBOOK: $9.95 EACH


 Free Shipping & Handling for Book Club Members 

 CALL
TOLL-FREE: 1-877-8GALAXY (1-877-842-5299) 

OR GO ONLINE TO
www.goldenagestories.com

 

Galaxy Press, 7051 Hollywood Blvd., Suite 200, Hollywood, CA 90028
 




  



JOIN THE PULP REVIVAL
 

America in the 1930s and 40s
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Pulp fiction was in its heyday and 30 million readers were regularly riveted by the larger than life tales of master storyteller L. Ron Hubbard. For this was pulp fiction’s golden age, when the writing was raw and every page packed a walloping punch.
 

That magic can now be yours. An evocative world of nefarious villains, exotic intrigues, courageous heroes and heroines—a world that today’s cinema has barely tapped for tales of adventure and swashbucklers.
 

Enroll today in the Stories from the Golden Age Club and begin receiving your monthly feature edition selected from more than 150 stories in the collection.
 

You may choose to enjoy them as either a paperback or audiobook for the special membership price of $9.95 each month along with FREE shipping and handling.
 

CALL
TOLL-FREE: 1-877-8GALAXY (1-877-842-5299)

OR GO ONLINE TO 
www.goldenagestories.com

AND BECOME PART OF THE PULP REVIVAL!
 

Prices are set in US dollars only. For non-US residents, please call 1-323-466-7815 for pricing information. Free shipping available for US residents only.
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