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An Uncanny Yarn About Devil Worshipers

DEVIL MANOR

A Complete Novelette
By E. B. JORDAN

““Where 1s it?"’ ‘*Difficult,”” he commented, ‘‘but not
““Under the stone.”’ impossible. Can you direct me to this
““Whers s the key?”’ stone?””

““She has it.” ““It has-been recently removed,’’ the
‘‘ Where is sher’’ lawyer told him. ‘‘But I can direct you

“

In the gray house in the vil- to where it used to be, and the new stones
»”»

lage. will mark the place. Come to think of it.
“What must you say to her?” the removal makes it easier. Paving
“““I am a Norseinan.” " stones are not so hard to dislodge as

milestones.””
“ HAT does it mean?'" asked the As he left the lawyer’s office and
lawyer. climbed into his waiting motor, Eric no-

“‘That,”” said Eric. **is just what | was  ficed nearby a black-hooded car whose
going to ask you.”’ lamps shone through the gathering dusk

““You don’t know ?** marveled the law-  like watehful eyes.
yer. The next morning he started out early.
“I do not. Every birthday since my The narrow street from which' the mile-
gixteenth year I've had to repeat the
thing. Tt was a family secret and no-
body would tell me anything about its
meaning.”’

The lawyer looked deeply interested.

““My instructions.’’ he said, ‘‘were to
have an interview with you here in New
York on your thirticth birthday and ac-
quaint you with these facts: a large
property was left in trust for his oldest
grandson by Colonel Thorvald Ericsson,
vour grandfather; you cannot reccive
this property until you have placed in
my hands a certain object.””

““What object?””

“I’'m forbidden to tell you.”

‘‘Where iy it?""

“T don’t kmow. Except that we had
instructions to keep track of an old mile-
stone in the heart of lower New York.
That’s probably the stone meant. It

looks like an impossible task.”’
L



stone had been removed lay between two
rows of giant warehouscs, whose main en-
trances fronted on lrger thoroughfares.
Even :t ten o’clock in the day there was

h and & few 1 to
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street some weeks 8go,’’ continued Erie,
“‘and that the soil beneath the stone is
full of a kind of insect called Ectobia
Gemmuwa, which is of meuumble value

ob-erve Eric as he stopped his car at the
curb, and began to walk stowly up and
down the middle of the street, pnunng
oceasionally to bend down and examine
certain stones.

Overcome with curiosity, the bystand-
ers held a consultation and delegnhd
the to get some
this eccentric behavior.

He approached rather uncertainly, for
Eric was a big, determined-looking indi-
vidual with en air of knowing thoroughly
what he was about.

“‘Mornin’, Boss!”” The watchman’s
tone was genial. ‘‘What’s the trouble?’”

Eric glanced at him in an absent-

minded way.

““There isn’t any trouble—yet,’’ he ob-
served briefly.

The man moved back a step.

“‘Thought maybe yuh'd lost something,””
he ventured.

“Did you?” asked Eric. For the first
time he seemed to perceive the interested
gronp. His brows drew together. Then
he tried to whisper in the watchman’s
ear, which unaccountably receded from
him.

“‘Listen,”’ said Eric, stepping forward.
““I'N] tell you who I am.””

Curiosity overcame caution.
\utchmnn listened.

The

17 whi

d Eric.

a8 you lmow.

"Sure," agreed the oﬁcer.

‘I want to dig up some paving stones
and get a few of these specimens.”

““You’ll have to have a permit.’’

“Haven’t time. Leave for South
America tomorrow. I will replace the
stones exactly as they are.””

“‘Sorry, but I couldn’t allow it."”

Eric’s hand slipped into his pocket.

“‘Perhaps you wouldn’t mind keeping
this for me1’’ he asked, holding up sorne-
thing that was green and that crackled.
The officer looked at it shrewdly.

“I am afraid I'd lose ‘it,”” he de-
murred, ‘‘it’s so small.””

Eric increased its size.

“‘Perhaps you’d better see what’s go-
ing on at the corner,’’ he suggested.
““That dance-hall will bear watching.’’

“‘Thanks; I guess I will do that. Of
course you won’t try to dig them stones
up while my back is turned?’"

“‘Certainly not!”*

8o the officor turned his back and Eric
dug up the stones. They came out eas-
ily and for a while he had no trouble in
removing the soil beneath. But when the
hole was about two feet deep, the earth
became almost unyielding and he realized
that he had now reached the foundation
on which the milestone had rested.

For an hour he worked steadily. Oc-

lly a burst of noisc came from the

Isma

“‘Is that all?” asked the disappointed
‘waf

Eric frowned again. ‘'Did you want
anything more?’’ he asked.

“‘No, sir,”’ replied the watchman
promptly.
Ropuung this conversation to Im in-

the
was accused of concealing facts. During
the ensuing altercation Eric found the
new stones, marked them, and went his
way. This time he failed to notice the
black car fallowing him.

That night when Eric’s cor slid si-
lently into the little street, the only per-
son in sight was the policeman on the
beat. Eric went straight to him.

“‘Officer, I want you to help me out,””
he sai

“Wh&t can I do for you?’’ asked the
officer, returning Eric’s friendly smile.

“I am an entomologist,”” confided
Eric. ‘“You know what that is, of
course?”’

““Sure,”” said the officer, who had a
vague idea that it was some kind of East-
ern religion.

“‘I happened 1o hear last night that
an old milestone was removed from this

corner dance-hall; occasionally the po-

licoman cast a nde glance at what he
firmly believed to be a harmless lunatic:
once & long black motor flashed by the
end of the little street: but there was
nothing to disturb Eric as he worked.

After & while he almost forgot that he
was digging for anything in particular
and was startled when a flat tin box was
brought to light. He put it in his pocket
and methodically refilled the hole and
replaced the paving stones.

Then he took leave of the policeman.

and started home, It was characteristic
of him that he drove no faster on ac-
count of the mysterious box. He could
always wait for what he wanted, though
he seldom considered it necessary.
Examining the box in his own room, he
found that the metal held firm in spite of
the rust of years. He managed to pry
open the 1id and disclosed a flat silver
box, elaborately carved and firmly

‘"l’he key?’’ he wondered.
has it, the girl in the village.”

The gray house in Greenwich Village
looked very dignified and exclusive in the
bright sunshine. Even Erie felt he

“‘Ah, she

should have been introduced to the old
brass knocker before presuming to use it
“Who would you like to see, sirt’’
asked the maid who opened the door.
At a loss for & moment, Eric gazed
thoughtfully at her. Then he took a
chance,

““Your young mistress,”” he told her
easily.

““Come in, sir.””

*“So there is a young mistress,’’ he con-
gratulated himself as he followed the
maid into a shadowy hall, through a cur
tained doorway, and, it seemed, into an-
other century. There in the room was
the spinning wheel, the hautboy, the
spinnet, the round work table, all the tra-
ditional Colonial setting.

Then he heard quick footsteps. A mo-
ment more, and the doorway framed in a
quaintly charming picture the very spirit
of the room. The flowered muslin, the
buckled shoes, the high-coiled hair above
the little pointed face and long-lashed
wondering eyes, were all so redolent of a
vanished past that Eric bent his blond
head in a bow as ceremonious as the
courtesy she awept.

“] am a Norseman,” he announced
briefly, and awaited results.

They were instantaneous. Her face
went white and her hand flew to her
throat and drew out a chain and a little
silver key.

‘“Where is the lock?"’
breathlesaly.

Eriec produced the silver box. She
gave e little ery and held out her hands
for it, but Eric returned the box to his
pocket and calraly took the hands.

“‘First,”’ he said, ‘‘I want e little in-
formation. Who are you, and what is
it all about?”

“‘I am Senta,”’ she informed me. ‘‘But
I only know that I’ve lived in this house
all my life with Mother, and when I was
sixteen I was given this little key and
every year had to repeat this:

““ “Where is the lock?
He has t.

Where is hef

He will come,

What will he say?

“I am o Norseman.” "’

“‘Why, that just fits mine!”’ exclgimed
Eric, and repeated his. ‘‘But go on.”"

““Well, that’s all. I’m twenty-six now
and I thought you would ncver come.
Tell me about yourself.’’

‘When he had told her she took him to
her Mother, whose interest was as breath-
leas as Senta’s when Eric turned the key
in the lock of the silver box.

Then all three stured in amazement.
There was in the box only a little slip of
yellowed paper.

she asked



‘‘Oh, is it all a silly joket?’’ oried
fenta, on the verge of tears.

Eric unfolded the paper and read in a
bold but faded handwriting these words:

““It Ues in the heart of the Manor.
No irreverent eyes may find it. Pray
for met*”

““The Manor?”’ mused Eric. ‘‘That
must be the old Ericsson Manor in Rock
County. But no one has lived there for
twenty-five years; not since my grand-
father died.”

“‘Maybe it's haunted |’ gasped Senta.

““I believe there was a story to that ef-
fect. I remember as a child I once heard
a countryman call it ‘Devil’s Manor.”
Bhall we let the ghost have the treas-
are?”’

“‘No,”” replied Senta. ‘‘Let’s go right
now.””

“‘I should say not,”” declared Eric.
“‘Do you think I am going to let you go
off with me like this when you've only
kmown me an hour?’”

Senta and her invalid mother both
locked at him in innocent wonder.

‘“‘But yoa’re the Norseman,’’ pro-
tested Senta.

“‘That makes no difference. You don't
know anything about me. We won’t go
until you've met some people who can
at least vouch for my respectability. I
bave traveled around so much I haven’t
any very close friends here, but I guess
I can find somebody. It isn’t as if your
mother were well enough to go with us.””

For the next three weeks the rebellious
Benta was forced to receive visits from
various eminenty respectable business
men who hed been friends of Eric’s
father and had kept track of the son’s
adventurous career.

‘“You're so careful about your refer-
ences,”’ complained Senta one day, ‘‘any-
body would think you were applying for
« position.””

‘801 am,” replied Eric, with a gleam
in his cold eyes. ‘‘May I consider my-
self—engaged 1"’

“No,”” said Senta, snippily.
don’t kmow your place.’’

“‘Just for that,”” retorted Eric, ‘‘we
will go to Ericsson Manor this Friday in-
atead of next Monday, as we planned.’”

Nor could all Senta's superstitious
warnings change his decision.

A tenderly reminiscent smile was still
on his lips as he climbed the many stairs
to his old-fashioned apartment. The
rooms were dark and still, but as the door
closed behind him, he stopped suddenly,
warned by that queer presentiment of
danger common to men who have lived
and fought all over the world.

Almost before the feeling became a
Md;t_.h whirled and grappled with

w

“You
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the man who sprang at him from the
darkness.

Back and forth they swayed and
strained. Eric’s arms closed like steel
bars around the other’s waist, crushing
the breath from him. His ribs almost
cracking, the man twisted suddenly and
sank his fingers into Eric’s throat. Eric’s
eyes bulged. He relaxed his grip and
tore the clutching fingers from his throat.
The intruder sprang away, his hand
flashed out. Eric felt 2 sharp pain in
his arm and the warm trickle of blood.

He lunged, twisted the knmife away,
and kicked it across the room. His as-
sailant kept an arm’s length awey. They
were using their flsts now, and the un-
known was snarling in a beastlike way.
Bric broke through his guard and again
seized his enemy in that terrible grip.
He pinned the man’s left arm to his side
and forced it down and back.

They writhed and struggled, but
slowly Eric’s great strength forced the
arm back and back until he listened for
the bones to crack. In a final effort, he
moved forward, his foot slipped in a lit-
tle pool of blood on the polished floor.
Before he could recover his balance his
enemy broke from him.

‘There was a dreadful crash and Eric
went down into utter darimess.

WHEN he recovered consciousness
there was not a sound in the room.
He lay still a moment, trying to recall

the late happenings and listening for

some sound to betray an alien presence.
At last he dragged himself to his feet
and stood a moment swaying dizzily.

He felt his way to his desk and lit the
lamp. His head still rang from the blow
that had stunned him, and his arm was
stiff and sore from the knife cut. This
proved to be only slight, however, and
his head was rapidly clearing. He rather
wondered why his assailant had left him
alive, for the man had betrayed a bitter
hatred

It was therefore no surprise to dis-
cover that not a single valuable was miss-
g, though the rooms had evidently been
systematically searched. His desk in
particulsr had been turned inside out
and his papers and letters scattered over
the floor. He went through them me-
thodically, but was puzzled by the dis-
covery that the only letter missing was a
note from Senta, written two days be-
fore and appointing Monday as the day
for the expedition to the Manor.

There was a faint rattling sound near
the window that opened on the fire-es-
cape. The wind was blowing the cur-
tains and some metal object caught in
their folds was dragged to and fro. Eric
disentsngled what proved to be a flat
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medal or charm. He turned it over in
the light, and a Devil’s Head leered at
hisn from the polished copper surface.

His hands clenched spasmodically and
his mind went back to a never-forgotten
incident of his childhood. The mysteri-
ous Ericsson Estate had always fasci-
nated him, the more so that his elders
would never talk about it. The child had
spent long mornings in the road, peering
through the bars of the high iron gate,
half-hoping, half-fearing, that he might
see some ghostly visitant in the deserted
grounds, something to justify that whis-
pered name ‘‘Devil’s Manor.’’

And one morning he had found a little
metal charm like the one he now held.
He had carried it to his father, who
flung it into the fire as if it were a
poisonous thing.

“‘Forget you have ever seen it,"
the only answer to the child's eager
questions. ‘‘And never go near that
place agein.”’

Eric had been sent away to school soon
after this, but the memory had come
back to him many times during his ad-
venturous life.

On Friday he and Senta made an
early start, and by nine o’clock had
reached the entrance to the old Erics-
son Estate, which lay far off the main
roads. The rustcovered iron gates
screeched desolately as Eric forced them
open. What had once been a broad car-
riage-way was now so choked with débris
that the car had to be left just inside
the gates.

They stumbled silently along. Tall,
dark trees interlocked their branches
above the road, increasing its gloom.
They were almost at the house before
they saw it.

A large house was Ericsson Manor,
with a high tower in the middle and &
wing on each side, all of massive stone.
The blinds had long since fallen from
the deep-set windows, which stared like
empty eye-sockets. Here was no warm
and ivy-mellowed old age: instead, the
stone was covered with splotches of
sickly lichen, as if the old house were
slowly dyving of the loathsome diseases
bred of an evil life. Rust and ruin were
everywhere, and the silence of utter deso-
lation.

Senta’s cold little hand trembled in

Eric’s warm clasp.

“‘Let’s go away,” she begged.
“Thm s something evil about this
place.”

““Little coward!”’ teased Eric. ‘‘Come
along.”’

As they made their way forward, long,
drooping branches caught at them like
cold fingers trying to hold them back.
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‘With great difficulty, Eric pushed
open the heavy door in the left wing and
they entered a square hall. The dust
of a quarter-century lay thick every-
where, except where the storms of many
years had beaten in at the ruined win-
dows.

They entered the library just off the
hall and the chill gloom crept to meet
them like a ghostly presence. Their
breathing sounded loud in the absolute
stillness.

Suddenly they heard a sound.. Far
off and faint at first, it swelled into a
solemn chant that seemed to come from
the floor under their feet. Then it died,
and the deathlike silence closed round
them again.

‘It was the wind,’’ said Eric reas-
suringly.

“‘It was not the wind,”” said Senta,
pde with superstitious fear. ‘It was
volcu—mmy voices, all together. Let’s
go away.”

But the adventure-love was roused in
Eric.

“Let’s see if we can get into the
Round Tower from the hall,”” he sug-
gested.

Senta refused to explore.

“‘Then you wait for me here,’’ he pro-
posed. ‘‘There is no other door or exit
from this room, and I'll be right in the
hall.”

‘“Will you promise not to go out of
sight of this door?’’ she asked.

‘‘Need & man promise to guard his
dearest treasure?’’ he asked.

In t.he security of home, Senta would
have resented his prop:
attitude, but now she had no rewrt
ready.

There were many rooms opening off
the hall, and Eric opened door after
door, to find, in varying degrees, the
same ruin and neglect. He did not cross
the thresholds, for he did not want to
lose sight of the room in which he had
left Senta. But clearly nome of these
rooms connected with the Round Tower.

““We'll have to get to the Round
Tower from outside,’”’ he stated, re-en-
tering the library. ‘‘Come—’’ he stop-
ped short.

There was the big chair in which he
had Jeft Senta : there was her little hand-
kerchief, lying beneath an old portrait:
but Senta herself wus not in the room!

Not for an instant had he lost sight
of the only exit to the room. But Senta
had vanished.

And ouce more beneath his feet the
strange chant swelled up and died away.

DEVIL MANOR

CHAPTER TWO

ERIC pulled himself together. There
was no reason for alarm: Senta had
found some secret door; old houses were
full of such things.

He stooped to pick up her handker-
chief and struck his head against the
frame of the portrait. He pulled at it
sharply and it swung outward, revealing
a large dark opening in the wall behind.
He stepped through into a nerrow hall
whose walls were hung with some heavy
sombre material. The floor, too, was
padded and his steps made no sound.

As he walked away from the lighted
entrance he found' himself in total dark-
ness except for the occasional flare of his
pocket flashlight, and as the passage
twisted he had a queer feeling that some-
body or something had just rounded the
turn shead of him. He was almost be-
ginning to think that Senta was playing
a joke on him when the floor sank be-
neath his feet and he was carried down-
ward as if in an elevator.

It stopped with a jerk: a light glared
suddenly in his face, and he saw in front
of him two tall figures covered with
shapeless black robes, their heads and
faces hidden in black head-dresses, half
cowl, half mask. He could see the
gleam of their eyes through tiny slits in
the masks, and grew restive under the
silent serutiny.

‘“What'’s the idea?’’ he inquired im-
patiently. ‘‘What are you, anyway? A
blooming moving-picture outfitt’’

His voice rang through the heavy
silence as incongruously as a laugh in a
tomb. The strange pair made no reply,
but each laid a hand on his arm and
pushed him forward.

Possessed with the feeling that it was
all a silly masquerade, Eric roughly
shook them off. Inmndy a hnrd and

another agonized groan. The bearers
threw him roughly on & bench and Eric
saw that his clothes were scorched and
ragged, his drawn face black with smoke,
and his feet terribly burned. One of
Erie’s captors spoke in a sibilant whis-
per.

“‘Did he give the information? And
did he recant?’’

“‘Of course.”

““How long did he stand it1"’

“Half an hour.”

““What is to be done with him now?"’

““He is to be exhibited to the Wor-
shipers and when they have finished with
him he will be dead. He is almost dead
now.””

Eric’s guard shrugged. ‘‘He has done
the like to others. Now it is his turn.
This one,”” he prodded Eric with the
automatic, ‘‘is to endure it for an hour.””

The others turned and looked at Eric.

““An hour! Will he live that long?”*

‘“He looks strong,’’ replied the other
indifferently. ‘‘Sebastian hates him.”’

““Ohl If Sebastian hates him he will
not have an easy death.””

“‘None of us will if Sebastian finds us
chattering here,’” snarled Eric’s other
guard.

His corapanions glanced uneasily over
their shoulders. Eri¢ hed just resolved
to risk a struggle when a deep gong
sounded over their heads, and at the
signal the six men threw themselves
upon him and almost flung him down
the steps into the room below. The trap
was closed, and with a rattle of chains
the stairway was drawn up like a draw-
bridge till it hung against the ceiling
under the door at least five feet above
Eric’s head.

He looked around him. It was a small
roora, its ceiling, walls and floor of sheet
iron. And the iron was warm. There

‘was nothmg in the room except 2 heavy
the

was
poked into his ribs, while a cloth drawn
closely around his jaws effectually
gagged any vocal protest. Eric had been
in tight places before, and therefore
wasted no time in futile resi

odor, but,
tortured man, Eric had little doubt as
to the fate in store for himself.
He listened to the receding footsteps
in the room above. They died away, but
other came, and he

The prodding revolver intimated that
he was to walk forward, and he walked
forward—through a massive door, down
another long dark passage and into a
small square room. In the middle of
the floor was a trap Jdoor, and through its
open lid there streamed a glare shot with
films of smoke. There was a sound of
footsteps, a deep human groan and two
black led heads rose ly above
the trap, coming gradually into view as
if ascending steps.

‘Two more followed, and they finally
stepped into the room carrying between
them a limp figure from whose lips burst

heard a clicking in one corner of the
ceiling; he saw a tiny opening, and
through it an eye stared at him; the
aperture clicked shut; there was a con-
fused murmur. Then these footsteps
receded, too.

If they had not locked the trap door
there was just one chance for escape
He measured with his eyes the distance
between himself and the drawn-up stair-
case; fortunately he was a trained
athlete and the room was long enough to
allow a running jump. Already the air
was stifling, and smoke was beginning to
curl from under his ghoes. (The tor~



tured man’s shoes had been burned
away, he remembered.) ‘I'he wall was
scorching hot when Eric backed against
it.

““Now for the Douglas Fairbunks
staff,”” he remarked with a grim smile.

The next moment he was hanging by
his hands from the stairway. He crawl-
«ed over it, and crouching under the trap-
door, thrust his powerful shoulders sud-
denly against it. The abruptness of the
movement saved him. The trap door
flew open, sending the guard, who had
been sitting on it, sprawling to the floor.
It did not take Eric long to secure the
automatie, with the barrel of which he
quite coolly knocked the men insensible.
He then stripped off the robe and hood,
and put them on himself, bound and
gagged the senseless man and rolled him
under the bench. He closed the trap-
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Thc man with the wh:p looked down
that

ut Ins feet. It lifted a ghastly drawn
face and Eric saw that it was the tor-

tured man.
“‘Mercy—Sebastian—"’ gasped the
seized the half-dead creat

vietim.
by the throat, dragging him to his knees.

“‘It is hard to believe,’” he said mock-
ingly, ‘“‘that a few deys ago this whim-
pering broken thing in my hand was
Schuyler Van Tassell!””

Eric suppressed a gasp. A week ago
at his club he had seen Schuyler Van
Tassell, looking bored and dissipated as
ususl, bat as usual coventional and
sleek,

“‘Before you die,’’ Sebastian weat on,
“‘you shall renew your vows of allegiance
to our great Master, Ruler of the Dark

door, and ic in hand,

opened the heavy outside door. In-
stantly a wave of sound rushed to his
ears and he realized that with the door
closed the little room had been sound-

roof.

Somewhere ahead of him there was a
pandemonium of yelling voices, frenzied
lgughter, and gusts of wild music. He
felt his way along until he stepped
through a half-screencd Jdoorway on to o
high alcove like a stage box, and looked
down on un immense hall, lit by low-
hung lights & pallid green and sickly
blue.

The vast place at first suggested a
church with the dim lights flickering on
long stained-glass windows; niches where
candles burned before slnulowv images;
& huge orgun, und the silent black-robed
throng clustered around u- high altar at
the far end of the hall.

Yet there wus a discordunt uote somie-
where—a sensc of the abnormal. The
lights Hured higher and the lurking evil
was revealed. The images in the shriney
were crouching, goat-horned creatures
with leering faces; the stained-glass win-
dows depicted sceues und figures of in-
credible depravity and horror. And
there was & low mouning in the center of
the black-robed group.

A tall figure rose suddenly above it
and stood beside the altur.

“Buck to your places!” commanded
this one. ‘‘Let the renegade recant be-
fore he dies.”

‘There was u rebellious murmur from
the crowd as it pressed closer around
its victim. The man beside the altar
broke into furious cursing. He snatched
up a thick whip and unmercifully lashed
the heads und shoulders just beneath
him. With screams of pain, they
scattered, sinking to their knees in a
semi-circle half a yard from the altar.

isible Empire, Prince of Fiends, Our
Sovereign Lord, Satan. Repeat the
reed.”’

Cﬂ;uging and moaning, the thing that
had been Schuyler Van Tassell began:

“1 BELIEVE—IN OUR LORD
—TBE DEVIL—RULER—OF—
EARTH-AND HEL L—
WHOSE—""

The blasphemous words died in his
throat.

*“Ob, God!"" he sobbed. His head fell
back and Sebastian dropped a dead body
across the dark altar.

The kneeling people swayed in sudden
relief from tension.

““The fate of all renegades,”” said
Sebastian, who made uan obeisance be-
fore the altar and stood looking upward
into the shadows.

Following his guze, Iric's heart al-
most stood still. For be found himself
looking into an enmormous dark face.
Such diabolic malice glared from the
glittering eyes und wide sardonic smile
that it hardly needed the little pointed
horns to proclaim it an effigy of the
Devil himself. This same face in minia-
ture Eric had seen on the copper coins.
He noted the shadowy sweep of vast
wings, the hovering trend of the gigantic
figure looming menacingly above its
worshipers.

Sebastian stooped over the altar and
seven jets of green flame sprang up
around it. Iligher and higher they
leaped, licking out toward the still
figure lying there. A heavy smell of
incense rose on the air. Swaying back
and forth, Sebastian began to intone.
His voice olng—aonged throngh some kind
of long ritual, evid 1-k , for
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The words were gabbled so quickly
that Eric could not distinguish their
meaning. But the monotonous deep
voice, the regular chorus of responses,
began to have a strangely ing effect
on his excited wind. He felt himself
swaying slowly, as the worshipers were
swaying.

The intoning died away and from
somewhere there camne a distant chant-
ing. Little colored lights flashed out
from the walls, the ceiling, the :lur,

kling and Kling ai
the mind with their restless brilliance.
The rich deep chant swelled higher as
the singers approached, and the big
organ added its rolling harmony to the
voices.

A lurid glare flared suddenly behind
the Devil statue, outlining the monstrous
form with hideous distinctness. From
somewhere back of it two lines of
scarlet-robed figures marched into the
hall. Their faces were hidden in searlet
cowls und each one carried a tall candle
which cast a deep red light.

The lines moved slowly around the
altar, turning and twisting, winding and
interwinding. The little colored lights
were twinkling: the red lights and red
robes were twining and turning: the
organ and voices were rising und falling:
the knceling throng were bending and
swaying, in the warm, heavy, incense-
laden air.

Eric wus bending and swaying, too,
struggling feebly against the lethargic
spell.

Like the crack of a gun, the quick beat
of & drum crashed through the music.
The lights went out: the music stopped.
There wus not & sound in the hot, per-
fumed blackness.

Then, like the tick, tick, tick of an
eight-day clock the drumbeats came. In
Eric's brain the short, dull thuds tapped
raw nerves. He held his ears: the sound
beat through. He tried to count:

“One-two-th two-th

two-three.””

What came next he did not know. He
could not think. It was not a drum. It
was a bell—a thousand bells—all the
dismal bells of all the world. Wild
alarm-bells, dreary prison bells, sinister
temple gongs, fumeral death-bells—
clanging aund tolling till the vast hall
teverberated with discordant sound.

Silence again, an almost unbearable
hush. For the first time in his life,
Eric felt a wave of fear sweep over him,
emanating from the kneeling people.
What did they fear? A wan light began
to glimmer down there, flickering over

he paused at certain intervals for re-
sponses from the worshipers.

the back heads and gl eyes.
Eric glanced sharply up and the wave
of fear swept over him again. The



colossal Devil figure was strangely
Juminous.

Down in the blackness the chant rose
softly. The words wero of an eppalling
and deliberate blasphemy, but the
rhythmic cadence was sweet in the hot
perfumed darkness—and surely the
huge Inminous figure was moving?

Yes, it swayed, and the head was bend-
ing down, He was looking at his Wor-
shipers. Now the glittering eyes looked
into Eric’s and Eric sank to his knees.
The eyes moved past him but still he
knelt there, his brain on fire. The wild
dark strein in the Ericston blood was
uppermost in him at last.

The air was vibrant with malignant,
unseen presences; there was a semse of
hurrying, & rustling and murmuting as
if a crowd were pressing across some bar-

rier. He knew at once when the barrier
went down. Mad laughing thinga fled
past him in the blackness: soft cold fin-
gers brushed his cheek.
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only the necessary challenge to an ad-
venturous spirit. Right and wrong were
arbitrary terms, the stumbling block of
weaklings, who dared not pass the
bounds of normal human

information that was sold to them in &
roundabout way? Yet you aslk me what
of itI"”

“‘Steiner and Howard were small

Lilte an insidious poison the imperious
dream thrilled through him; he saw him-
pelf wielding strange powers over the
forces of evil, mastering the ancient se-
cret lore that had lain aidden through
countless centuries. Only & few had
braved its perils, but of those few it had
made gods—his hand clenched abruptly
and closed on something soft in his
pocket,

Mechanically he lifted it to his face,
peering at it in the dim light. Instantly
he was aware of the fresh, clean frag-
rance of lavender. It was Senta’s hand-
kerchief. Senta/ Like a bracing wind
the thought of her swept the unwhole-
some mists from his half-hypnotized
mind. Froth the time of their flrst meat-
ing she had never been absent from his

never until the devil-music

He felt a spiri llution as the
evil-charged atmosphere surged about
him. Swarms of dark clouds swirled
around the lununmu Devil figure, whirl-

shape

had cast its spell upon him.
Almost sick with spiritual revulsion,
he lmed ugumt the wall, the little

ing away into
that gathered solidity 8s they rushed
down to the black human mass that
opened to receive them.

The hush was shattered by un outburst
of howls, screeches, and crazy laughter.
The red lights glimmered on & yelling,
leaping crowd of men and women. Led
by the organ, they broke into frenzied
song, and began a violent dance, which
yet had some semblance of order, as each
one in turn genuflected before the Devil

figure.

They had torn off their hoods now, and
the tossing, upturned faces were a dread-
ful sight, every countenance marked with
vicious degeneracy or habitual deprav-
ity. The dabcc grew faster and mote
furious. Here and there wild figures
Hung themselves out of it to kmeel before
the shrined goat-gods and shout vile
prayers.

OQuly Sebastian stood aloof, hu back

d face

pressed against his cheek.
‘Where was she! In what corner of this
abode of devils was she hidden, fright-
ened, perhaps tortured?

He groaned in impotent fury and
stified a wild impulse to leap down upon
Sebastian and foree him to give her back.
But if they killed him there would be no
help for her.

He became conscious that the uproar
had died down and a single voice was
epeaking. It came from a man who stood
at the foot of the altar, facing Sebastian
in an attitnde of deflance.

“‘T tell you the hour has struck,’’ this
one declared solemnly. ‘‘What better
time to settle it than this-—when our In-
fernal Master has turned his face to us
—when our dark brothers from the spir-
it-world have crossed the gulf and min-
#led with us? Not one of our band is
missing tonight, including that’’ (he
glanced at the body sprawled across the

to the secthing mob, his
raised toward his Master. Below his
gleaming blond hair hin face showed,
hideously disfigured by deep scars, but
its cold passivity had no trace of the
hell-fire inflaming the mad dancers, Bric
felt a strange sense of kinship with the
still figure. This man’s devil-worship,
he divined, was a sin of the intellect, &
highway to occult powers, To this subtle
temptation Eric's reckless ambition re.

altar) the traitor is among
us. Find him, you whose power is only
second to the Arch-Fiond himesif!”
Bebastian answered in. the mocking
voice which seemed habitual with him:
““How do you know there is a traltor,
Julive? And what if there is?"’
‘““What it there is?*’ exclaimed the
other.. ‘‘You ¢an ask that? Have you
forgotten that durmg the last two
months il hay been lev-

sponded eagerly.

The Sardonic Devil-face seemed to
soften, to invite, to promisé strange reve-
lations and secret knowledge. Its lurk-
ing evil no longer repolled, but presented

jed upon various ones of our ‘respect-
able’ memberst Have you forgotten
that Steiner and Howard went to the
electric chair only because the police had
secret information of their hiding-place,

loss,’” jan, A growl of
Pprotest went up from the hall.

‘“They rebelled aguinst you,”’ said
Julius, ‘*but you subdued thut, and they
were the only ones who could bring us
girls for the sacrifice.’”

“Yes, yes,”’ cried several voices ““We
have had uo sacrifice for months. Where
are the victims, Sebastian’’

Ignoring the clamor, Sebastian kept
his gaze fixed on Julius, who stepped
back a little us if he found the steady
stare alarming.

“*Schuyler Van Tassell knew of these
betrayals—I1 think that frightened him
into ‘reforming’,’’ went on Julius, **And
he and I munaged to get so close on the
trail that we saw the traitor.”

Sebastian bent forward.

““I knew Van Tassell had been close to
him. But you stw him, too?’’

Julius moved back another step.

““We trailed him together,”” he said,
somewhat uneasily. ‘‘It was just a
glimpse—a big, fair, handsome man. I
would recoguizo him if I could see him in
a good light.””

Bebastian laughed.

““ And you think I will break that most
essential rule that no member shall un-
cover his face in a pood light except ta
me? You think I will declare a man &
traitor on your unsupported word 1"’

His head thrust forward like & snake
about to strike as he continued silkily :

“'You, who say you have seen the tral-
tor and let him escape—you, who have
acknowledged yourself the intimate of
the renegade Van Tasscll—you, who wish
to violate our protective secrecy—where
were you when we were betrayed?”’

Julius recoiled before the venomous
question.

““I'm no traitor!”’ he protested in ter-
ror. “‘I can prove it—with witnesses—
give me time—ns God Is my witness—""

Bebastian laughed triumphantly.

“‘He calls on God!"* he jeered. ‘‘He,
an acolyte of our Lotd Satan! Another
renegade!”’

““No, no—"" stumniered the terrified
man, ‘“it was just a habit of speech—"’

““Habits ¢an be broken,’” replied Se-
bastian, with a meaning glance at the
dead man.

Julius fell on his knees.

“T swear 1 am no renegade!”’ he
screamed. ‘‘I believe—'’ he began to
stumble through the infamous creed.

“Bilencel’’ commanded Sebastian,

Turning scornfully away from the
cowed man, he almost hurled his words
at the muttering crowd:



tAngd silence, t0o, you scum of Ge-
benna! Must you learn again that I am
your master, High-Priest of our snpreme
Lord, who has withdrawn in anger at
your profane murmurs?’’ (Indeed there
was only & vague, monstrous shadow in
the blackmess where the Devil figure had
glimmered.)

Sebastian’s voice rose higher and
higher; his manner grew more and more
frensied:

“‘Though I know that every ane of you,
human or spectres from beyond the
grave, is stained with every ghastly vice
and crime, you cannot frighten me! I
alone dare show my face to all!”

He caught up a torch and threw its
light upon his wild, scarred face.

“‘Look at me!” His eyes blazed with
fanatic excitement; his form scemed to
vibrate to some strange gust of passion.
“‘In me,’” his voice dropped to a low and
solemn tone, ‘‘ there lives the rei
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And stepping to one side of the altar he
Jjerked aside a curtain.

A clear light shone down upon & nar-
row doorway, and in the focus of the
light stood Senta.

She was dressed in & straight white
robe and her long dark hair hung over
her shoulders on each side of her little
white face. Her hands were clasped
rigidly on her breast, but her dark
eyes were wide with horror as she tried
to see what lay before her in the half-lit
room. Eric, his hands clenched on the
baleony rail, knew by the shrinking of
her little figure, the dilating of her lus-
trous eyes, the exact moment when she
saw the mass of frightful faces staring
at her.

They gazed in silence 8 moment, then
broke into a chorus of snarls, shouts and
laughter, instantly stilled by the voice of
Julius:

« 1

soul of that dread Master-Fiend, Gilles
de Retz, the great medieval founder of
our faith!"

A long sigh swept over the spell-bound
listeners. They sank slowly to their
kmees. Sebustian leaued forward. His
eyes glittered insatnely in the red light,
he spoke almost in a whisper.

“I have plunged into the blackest gulf
of Hell and sat among the souls forever
damned.”

The kneeling people fell on their faces
before him. The sight seemed to infuri-
ate him.

“‘Yes, lick the dust,”’ he shrieked, ‘‘ for

the Law, Seb
must be willing!’’

““And do you presume to teach me the

Law?’’ Sebastian asked with a scornfal
smile. He turned to Senta and said
jelly:
““You, who are to be honored in the
gervice of our Master; it is the Law that
innocent blood must be sacrificed from
time to time, that the strength of our
dark powers may be renewed. But it is
also the Law that no victim shall be
forced to the altar either by threats of
torture or of shame. Answer truly by
the God you worship ; have you been per-
sonally th

! She

I hold your worthless lives in my hand!
I can send your souls hurtling across the
gulf to join the demons waiting for you
there!’”” He spoke with such absolute
conviction that Eric felt e chill. A low
moan went up from the prostrate people.

Sebastian seemed to go quite mad.

“I will, I willl’’ he screamed, *‘I will
blot you from the earth; Now!’’

He threw out his hand toward the al-
tar, groping furiously for something.
Suddenly a tall, masked woman stepped
from behind the Devil-statue and laid &
hand on Sebastian’s arm. He whirled
with upraised whip; but, at sight of her,
the whip fell to the floor. The madness
died out of his eyes and his face was il-
lumined by a smile of exquisite tender-
ness. He lifted her hand to his lips with
a reverent love that seemed to lift him to
a purer plane.

They stood 2 moment, looking into
each other’s eyes. Then he put her
gently to one side and faced the thrang
with ell his former coldness end mock-

ery.

“‘‘As for the traitor, I kave him and
will produce him in my own good time.
But you ssked for a victim. Behold!”

d or ill-treated?’’
Senta’s voice trembled a little, but her
manner showed that-she was fully mis-
tress of herself.
““I have not been ill-treated or threat-
ened,”’ she answered clearly. “I offer
myself as a willing sacrifice.”

CHAPTER THREE

EN Eric lert her alone in the li-
brary, Senta sat very still, glanc-
ing nervously around. Startled by 2
slight sound, she was amazed to see &
portrait swing out from the wall. A tall
figure stood in the shadowy opening, its
blond head half-turned away.
Thinking that Eric had discovered the
door to the Round Tower,.she obeyéd the
beckoning finger and stepped into the
passage. Her hand was seized in a
strong grasp and she was hurried along
80 quickly that she could not be sure that
her breathless questions were heard.
Her guide swerved shruptly around a
corner and led her down a number of
steps. Indignant at Eric’s ignoring her
questions, Senta balked on the last step,
but the man simply picked her up and
carried her into a room near by.

dropped her unceremoniously upon a
chair, said briefly :

‘‘Keep her here, dearest, till I come
back,”” aud was gone.

Senta jumped up angrily and saw a
tall woman coming to her from the back
of the lamp-lit room. The woman’s
every movement was of exquisite grace,
but her face was so ugly as to be almost
grotesque. There was something about
the odd, clever countenance that stirred
Senta’s memory.

“‘Ohl”” she exclaimed, before the
woman could speak. ‘‘You are—you are
Judith Dangerfield, the great violinist
who disappeared three years ago!’’

The woman turned white.

““How do you know? I—I have never
seen you,’’ she stammered in a voice that
had the low sweet resonance of & 'cello.

“I went to your last concert,” ex-
plained Senta, ‘‘and I’ve kept your pic-
tare pinned to my wall. Where have you
been all this time1"”

Judith Dangerfield raised her head
proudly.

““I have been here,”” she replied, ‘‘ with
my husband.”” Evidently shaken by the
un recognition, she seemed to
feel the need of justifving herself. ‘I
had to disappear from the world because
my husband is Sebastian, the High
Priest of the Devil Worshippers.”"

““What in the world are they$'’ Senta
asked wonderingly.

“‘A very secret and powerful associa-
tion composed of the most vicious intelli-
gences of every class,”” Judith said
briefly. ‘‘My husband is its head, as
were his father and grandfather before
him.”

“‘But surely you don’t belong to it?’’
Senta asked incredulously.

“‘Yes!” said Judith.

Then, as she saw the shocked surprise
in Senta’s face:

““Ob, I don't believe in it!"’ she ex-
claimed, scornfully. ‘‘I don’t believe in
anything—except our love. But what-
ever my husband does, good or bad, I do
likewise. Then if there should happen
to be another life or eternal punishment,
we will face it together.”’ Her voice vi-
brated with feeling and she threw out her
arms with a passionate gesture. ‘‘If I
were good, it would separate us—and
how could I be happy in Heaven unless
he were with me there?’’

Senta looked at her sorrowfully, but
said nothing. With a quick shrug
Judith changed the subject.

“‘What are you doing here?’’ she de-
manded. ‘‘Since you didn’t come for
the sacrifice?’’

“‘Oh—"’ Senta came back to herself
with a start. ‘“Why—where is Erict
‘Why did he leave me here?””
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“Erict Did Eric Ericsson bring you
eref’’

“Yes. Do you know him? Oh!’
Senta remembered suddenly. ‘‘He called
you ‘dearest’!””

“‘Nonsense, child!”’ said Judith impa-
tiently. ‘‘That was Sebastian who
brought you to this room. Yes, I know
he looked like Eric, but you didn’t see
tis face, did you? Well, then! Is Eric
yeur lover?”’

“I—I think so,’”’ Sents stammered,
blushing. Then, as Judith smiled rather
contemptuously, she added firmly: ‘“Yes,
he is. And I love him, too.”

Judith looked at her in a troubled way.
“I'm very sorry,”’ she said.

““Why?’’ asked Senta. ‘‘Is he in any
danger? Oh, what is it all about1’”

Before Judith could answer a firm,
quick footstep sounded outside and Se-
bastian entered. In height and coloring
and general bearing he was surprisingly
like Eric. But the likeness ended at his
face, which was twisted and seamed with
a number of deep scars.

“‘I have him!”’ he told Judith exult-
antly, adding, as she make a quick silenc-
ing gesture: ‘‘Oh, the gir] has to know
about it.””

He turned to Senta and said coolly :

““You are to be a sacrifice to the Devil,
bat first you must go before the Worship-
ers and say you are willing.”’

Realizing from Judith’s expression,
that this was no idle threat, Senta tried
to meet it bravely.

“*You can kill me,’’ she said in a shaky
little voice, ‘‘but you can’t make me say
I’m willing.””

Sebastian smiled dangerously.
think not?’’ he asked.

Judith laid her hand on his arm.

“Must you take this child?”’ she
pleaded. *‘She is so innocent and
young.”

“‘She will be the more acceptable,’” he
answered. He caught her hand and drew
her to him. ‘‘Juditk! Do you, too, tarn
against me?’’ His voice rose excitedly.
‘“You know how we have worked to get
the hidden treasure—you know the peo-
ple clamor for a victim—yet when I
have treasure and victim in my grasp
you turn agsinst me!”’ His manner
grew wilder and wilder; his face was
deeply flushed ; the veins stood out on his
forehead. “‘You, my wife, my only
friend, you desert me!’’

“‘No, no!”’ Judith clung to his arm.
“I will not oppose you. Only take her
away quickly!”’ She threw herself into
a chair and buried her face in her hands.

bastian’s 1 died
down. He took Senta’s hand and led
her from the room. She followed quietly

“You
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and they went down the passage and into
the small stone room.

“Do you wish to see your loveri’’
asked Sebastian.

The frightened girl nodded. Sebas-
tian moved 2 small stone in the floor
and pulled Senta down beside hitn. Liook-
ing down into the room beneath, she saw
Eric, grim and pale, standing just below.
He glanced up, but Sebastian pulled her
away before she could speak and pushed
the stone into plece.

‘‘What was he doing there, and why
was there smoke in the room and under
his feet1”’ she asked.

Sebastian smiled cruelly.

““There was smoke,’’ he said, speaking
slowly to insure her comprehension, *‘be-
cause the iron walls and floor of that
room are hot and will go on getting
hotter until they are red-hot. And Eric
is imprisoned there and shall stay there
until he burns to desth unless—'’ He
paused to watch her as she leaned against

the wall,
““Unless?’” she faltered, sick with hor-

ror.

“‘Unless you are willing to become a
sacrifice,”” he replied.

““What have we ever done to you that
you should be a0 cruel!””

“I hate him!” cried Sebastian, his
face convulsed with rage. ‘‘All our
lives he has had what should be mine!
And Il etrike at him through you!
Quick! Decide! Will you let your lover
die by slow torture, or will you give
yourself to a quick, easy death to save
him1”

Senta sank down to her knees. Until
the coming of Eric her life had been a
quiet and pleasant dream. His love had

her to realities and awakened
her womanhood, which now attained its
full growth in these moments of agony.
All the. unselfish devotion of her warm
young heart and all the ideals and tradi-
tions of her race and training nerved
her to meet this supreme demand. She
roee to her feet and faced her tormenter.

“I will do it,”” she said. ‘‘But you
must let him go free—before I die you
must let me gee that he is free and un-
harmed.”

He promised solemnly and led her
back to Judith, who received them with
a hopetul look which vanished when her
husband said:

‘‘She has consented. her for
the sacrifice and bring her to the door.””
He. went out.

*‘Child, child, why did you consent!”’
cried Judith despairingly.

Senta told her and Judith wrung her
hands in impotent anguish.

“‘If T had only known you were com-
ing 1 might have saved you,”” she

moaned. ‘‘But he only told me about

Eric and we didn’t expect him until

Tuesday, when the Devil Worshipers

would have been gone, scattered among

their homes. Well, we must get ready.

:flul'm find any way to save yom, I
41007

She loosened Senta’s hair and helped
her put on a white robe.

“I have dressed meny girls for the
sacrifice,”’ said Judith somberly, ‘‘but
you are the first one I have wished to
save. Yes,”” she answered Senta’s hor-
rified glance, ‘‘all of them were tainted
with this Devil Worship and I was glad
they died before they could sink any
deeper in the mire. Besides, you have
recalled my old life to me—I would kill
my husband and myself if I were only
sure we would die together. But some-
thing might go wrong—one of us might
live, without the other—’

Senta forgot her own tragedy in her
pity for the unhappy woman.

“‘Can’t you change him1’’ ghe asked.

‘“He promised to disband them and
take me away as soon as he got the treas-
ure,”’ replied Judith. ‘‘But what peace
can we have! What good will the dis-
banding do. They will find us again.
They are all moral lepers who spread
evil wherever they go. Hundreds of
people are being dragged down into this
all the time.”” She laughed harshly.
*“Oh, if there were really a God, he would
reach down and destroy this dreadful
house and everybody in it!’”

““Will they—kill me—very soon?”’ fal-
tered Senta, as Judith completed her

task,

“‘Not till tonight,”” Judith answered
hurriedly. ‘‘You are only going to be
shown to them now. Come along.”

““Where are wet’’ asked Senta as they
went along the passage.

“In the Round Tower,” replied Ju-
dith. ‘‘My room is directly underneath
the Tower room called the Heart of the
Manor where old Colonel Torvald Erics-
son used to have his study. The Tower
'has no windows at all.”’

Talking along as if to divert Senta’s
mind, Judith took her through a narrow
hall and stopped before a closed door.
Senta could hear a confused murmur of
voices on the other side of the door, but
could not distinguish any words.

“‘Listen,”” Judith seized her arm. “‘I¢
it is possible to save you without endan-
gering my husband, I will save you. But
you must follow my directions. When
you see those horrible creatures, don’t
show any surprise or terror. All the vie-
tims are safe until the sacrifice, because
they are supposed to be under the pro-
tection of Satan. And they are usually
stupefied with drugs and half-hypnotized



80 that they look the part. The victim
really has a kind of power over them
wluch we may be able to use in your fa-
VOr.

'l‘hnmgh the wall came the sound of
chanting.

“‘How besutiful I’ cried Senta, as the
rhythmic music swung nearer to them.

“Hush! Don’t listen to it!”’ cried
Judith in a vehement whisper. ‘‘It is
the Devil’s own music—it will sap your
will power. I know, for I wrote it!
Yes,” she replied to Senta’s questioning
eyes, “‘and I believed in the Devil while
1 was writing it, while he helped me
write it1”” She shuddered and glanced
back over her shoulder with a curious
look of dread.

Alternstely attracted and repelled by
her strange companion, Senta said no
more but managed to keep her thoughts
away from the haunting music. It
stopped at last and there was e long
sgilence; then a burst of noise prolonged
into an uproar, terminating finally in
what sounded like an argument between
two people. Senta saw a worried look
on Judith’s face.

“T don’t understand this,”” muttered
Judith. “‘I must go to Sebastian. Stay
here.””

She ran swiftly down the passage and
disappeared. Senta tremblingly listened
to Sebastian’s fury, unintelligible to her.
Bhe heard him approach the door where
she stood and tried to suppress her ter-
ror when he suddenly threw aside the
curtain and opened the door. Dazed by
the horror of the dreadful creatures leap-
ing and yelling beneath her, it was only
by thinking of Eric’s danger that she
gathered courage to offer herself as a
sacrifice.

CHAPTER FOUR

‘HERE followed an outburst of ex-
ultant yells. Eric gazed at the shak-
ing little figure and doubted his senses.
Surely she could not have been per-
verted to Devil Worship! Why, then,
was she willing? But, dismissing this
question 8s temporarily unimportant, he
swung himself over the balcony rail, his
Pplan of rescue already clear in his mind.
The black pillars supporting the bal-
cony were fortunately in the shadow, so
that his dark figure was practically in-
visible as he slid down to the floor. Ming-
ling with the seething mob, whose atten-
tion was concentrated upon Senta, it was
an easy matter to reach the altar, leap
across it and throw his arms around the
tall masked woman. Holding her power-
lesas with one arm, he pressed his auto-
matic against her head, just as Sebastian
sprang st bim with a furious snarl
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Eric jumped backward, into the
shadows, dragging the woman with him.

‘“Keep off!”’ he hissed, ‘“‘or I'll kill
her!”

Sebastian stopped short. For a mo-
ment they glared at each other, while
the yelling crowd surged toward its pros-
pective victim, utterly unheeding the
silent drama in the shadow of the Devil
Statue.

Eric spoke in a sharp whisper.

“I’Il kill her,”” he repeated, ‘‘if you
attack me or make a single move to be-
tray me to those devils. But let me get
my'girl away and you can have yours.”

““You!” exclaimed Sebastian, speak-
ing softly even in his amazement.

The woman was struggling to raise her
face which Eric pressed tightly sgainst
his shoulder.

““You're hurting her!’’ protested Se-
bastian in an agonized whisper.

The sight of Senta’s terror had made
Eric quite merciless.

“I'l do worse than hurt her,”” he
threatened, ‘* if you don’t help me get
Senta away. Tell them the vietim must
be P for the ifice—but be
very careful what you say,”” he warned,
“‘and don’t get too near Senta, either.’’

Sebastian turned abruptly and his im-
perious voice lled the jon of

Before Sebastian had time to say:
“Hands up!’’ Eric dived and, ‘‘tack-
ling”’ in football style, he knocked Se-
bastian’s feet from under him. The gun
exploded harmlessly in the air and Se-
bastian went down. His head crashed
against the stone floor and he lay motion-
Jess.

‘With an anguished moan Judith threw
herself down by her husband, but Eric
pushed her gently aside, lifted the mn-
conseious man and laid him on a bench.

“‘He is only stunned. It isn't seri-
ous,”” he told her, adding mentally:
“‘More’s the pity!”’

Judith lifted tragic eyes to Eric’s fm
“If he dies,”’ she said, ‘‘you will have
killed your eo\uin."

““My cousin!’’ exclaimed Eric. He
leaned over and studied the quiet face.

“‘Sebastian  Ericsson,”” he said
thoughtfully. ‘I heard he was dead
years ago. But even without the scars
I wouldn’t have known him. We were
never together at all, except for a week
he spent with vs just after his father
died. We were only boys at the time,
but we hated each other even then.””

“‘And his hate has grown with the
years,”” said Judith somberly.

““While I had almost forgotten him,””

the frenzied creatures.

““You have seen the victim,’’ he told
them, ‘‘now she must be taken away to
be prepared. Go back to your places,
znd pray our Master to accept the sacri-

ice.””

The Worshipers swarmed back to their
places and knelt, with their heads bowed
almost to the floor.

Still holding the woman, Eric attained
the doorway and pusfed Senta through
it. She went quietly, but Sebastian
caught at the woman in Eric’s arm.

“‘Give Judith to me!’’ he demanded in
& fierce undertone,

‘““We haven’t escaped yet,’’ Eric
whispered. He lifted her across the
threshold and slammed the narrow door
in Sebastian’s furious face.

But the door had no lock and Sebas-
tian tore it open and pursued them down
the passage. Eric knew that even if
Sebastian had 2 gun he dare not shoot
for fear of wounding Judith. He
therefore held her fast in one arm. Push-
ing Senta before him he took the first
turning that offered and found himself
again at the door of the stone room above
the torture-cell. A glance showed him
that the guerd still lay under the bench.

Eric released Judith and turned to bar
the door. But Sebastian bad already
stepped inside and slammed the door.
Eric found himself looking into the
muzle of a pistol.

Erie.

“My father tried to befriend him,
meant to adopt him, in fact. But he
was such a treacherous, sneering, malig-
nant brute that I think we were all glad
when he disappeared. He acted as if
we had done him a mortal injury.’’

““You had!”’ cried Judith with flash-
ing eyes. ‘‘Your father had stolen the
inheritance. Why should Torvald Erie-
sson leave his fortune in trust for Sigis-
mund’s son, Sigismund, who denounced
his father and would have nothing what-
ever to do with him? Whereas Eldred
was high among the Devil Worshipers,
and was his father’s faithful helper and
companion till Jeath.”’

‘‘And from what I've heard of Uncle
Eldred,’’ Eric commented grimly, ‘‘ Tor-
vald Ericsson’s death was probably
hastened by his faithful companion.
There was no love lost between them.””

“‘Eldred was a good son to him,’’ she
maintained, ‘‘and yet his son was dis-
inherited.”” She laid her hand tenderly
on Sebastian’s head.

““Well, my dear girl, there’s no good
arguing about it now,’’ remarked Eric
smiling. ‘‘ Anyway, Lord knows I’ve not
2 cent in the world that T didn’t earn
myself!””

‘““But you will havel” she ecried,
quickly. ‘‘You are thirty!”’

‘“‘O—hol” said Eric, ‘‘So that’s the
explanation of all this mixap. Our
friend here learned something one of



those times I caught him listening at
keyholes, while he lived with us.’’

“It was his right to know!” she
flashed.

“‘He thought anything he chose to do
was his right,”’ Eric replied. ‘‘He
didn’t know the meaning of loyalty—’’
he stopped, as a startling thought oc-
curred to him.

“By Heaven!’’ he cried, ‘I wouldn’t
be & bit surprised if he’s the traitor
those Devil Worshipers are trying to dis-
cover. It would be just like him.””

Judith’s ghastly face showed that his
guess had hit the mark.

“‘Hush!”’ she gasped. ‘‘They would
tear him to pieces if they knew! Julius
suspects already, but is afraid to say
anything withont more proof. I begged
Sebastian not to do it, but he wanted
to get more money so we two could go
away. You won'’t betray himt'’

““Not unless I find it necessary for our
own protection,”” he answered coolly.

The soft thud of a gently-closed door
broke through their preoccupation. Eric
whirled around, his oyes seeking the
guard under the beneh. The guard was
gone. Eric flung open the door and heard
someone running swiftly down the

passage.

“But he must have heard every-
thing,”’ cried Judith when he told her.
“‘He has gone to tell them. Only Sebas-
tian can control them, and he is uncon-
scious—Oh what can we do!"”

She wrung her hands. Then she.

looked intently at Eric.

“‘You are very much alike,”’ she said,
balf under her breath. ‘‘I believe we
can do it. We will have to risk it. Pick
up Sebastiun and come with me."’

Realizing that for the moment their
interests were one, Eric obeyed. Judith
led them to her own room, and while
Erie placed Sebastian on a couch Judith
went into an inner room from which she
brought a small square box.

‘“This is a make-up box,”” she said,
opening it, and taking out 8 number of
little jars and brushes. ‘‘We use it in
certain ceremonies. Sit down!”

Eric sat down in the cheir she indi-
cated. It was placed close beside Sebas-
tian’s couch, and at last he began to
guess at her purpose.

“You think I can pass for him?’’ he
asked doubtingly.

““Yes!”” declared Judith. ‘‘You have
the same build and coloring and your
voices are alike. Now, be still while I
paint the scars on your face.”’

Swiftly, but with infinite care, her
long clever fingers worked on Eric’s face.
With brush and grease paint and flesh-
oolored court plaster, she reproduced
Sébastian’s dreadful scars, line for line,
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gash for gash, twist for twist. And as
she worked she instructed Eric in the
ritual for dismissing the Devil-Worship-
ers to the long sleep that always inter-
vened between the orgy and the sacrifice.
The ritual was short and Eric mastered
it just as she corapleted her task.

She led him up to a long mirror and
his doubts of her plan left him as he
gazed at his reflection. He would have
sworn that it was his cousin who faced
him in the mirror.

Judith detached from Sebutlan'a

malevolence into one death-dealing pur-
Ppose.

‘With a swift leap, he cleared the now
blazing altar fires and was standing up-
right on the altar before the frenzied
horde knew he was near. There was gn
instant, deathlike silence. Those nearest
the altar fell back.

Above the leaping flames, Eric gazed
down into the sea of vicious faces, and
watched their flushed hatred fade into
cringing fear. For the first time he con-
mdered the faces individually, and with

hand a strange ring of some flesh.

metal, wide and thick like an old‘hah-
ioned wedding ring, with no stone or
setting.

She slipped it on Eric’s right hand
where it seemed to become invisible, so
closely did it resemble the human skin.

“If you cannot manage them, pass
your hand through the altar fires and
seize their leader,”” she told him. ‘“‘But
mind you must touch the devil-fire first.”’

Concluding that she, too, was tainted
with all these evil terrors, he promised
lightly.

Then she handed him
heavy whip.

*‘Be violent,”” she warned, ‘‘Rage and
storm and carry things with a high hand.
That is how he keeps his hold on them.
When you have dismissed them, come
back here and we can plan to get out.”’

““What about Senta,’’ asked Eric.

““We will hide in a place I know,’”
answered Judith. Putting her arm
around Senta, she looked straight into
Eric’s distrustful eyes. ‘'‘If anything
should happen to you, I will get her out
of this place at any cost,”’ she promised
earnestly. ‘“They shall not have her.
Indeed, you can trust her to me.’”

“I believe I can,”’ said Eric, clasp-
ing her hand.

Senta clutched his arm.

_*“If you're going into danger—I want
to go, too. Oh, take me with you!’’ she
implored as he caught her into his arms.

He kissed her once and put her down.

““That’s impossible, sweetheart,”’ he
answered. ‘It would only increase the
danger.”’

Sebastian’s

Making sure that his pistol was ready
to hand, he closed the door behind him
and went down the passage as Judith
had directed.

The vast hall was in an uproar. The
mob surged this way and that, some call-
ing. for one course of action, some for
snother, but all joined in execrating
Sebastian. The very chaos was in his
favor, Eric realized, as he stood uuno-
ticed in the shadow of the Devil Statue.
It behooved him to act quickly, before
Julius or another could assume the lead-
ership and weld all that disorganized

a cry as he recog-
nized in & creature with streaming hair
and swollen features, a pretty débutante
with whomn he had danced a few nights
ago. Several of the men he. knew, too.
Clubmen and men about town, like
Schuyler Van Tassell, whose mutilated
body now lay at his feet. The very
common-placeness of their outward life
'made him realize how appallingly far the
dreadful stream of pollution hed run.

‘While they were still under the spell
of his sudden appearance, he began the
ritual of dismissal that Judith had
taught him.

For a moment he was not interrupted.
Then, with a yell in which hatred and
fear and rage were equally blended,
Julius sprang out from the crowd and
stood in front of the altar.

‘‘The flames of Hell cannot shield
you!” he shrieked. ‘‘Death to the
traitor—slow death!”

“‘Death!”’ howled the Devil-worship-
ers, surging forward. Eric laughed.

““Death!"” bhe cried, in Sebastian’s
mocking tone. ‘‘Is that your worst?
Then see what Satan’s High Priest can
infliet!””

Still closely imitating Sebastian’s
rather grandiloquent gestures, he swept
his hand through the flames, seized

.Julius by the throat and jerked him up

to the altar.

The agonized screech that burst from
Julius, surprised Eric as much as it ter-
rorized the Devil-Worshipers,. He had
merely been playing for time—bluffing,
in fact—and he knew his grasp had not
been sufficiently hard to cause such pain.
For the man had fallen on his face,
twisting and clutching his throat, but
after that first cry, making mo sound
except a strangled whimper.

Forgetting his role, Eric set Julius on
his feet, but almost dropped him at sight
of his face. For he was smiling—a
dreadful vacant smile. His hands fell
away from his throat and he began to
play idly with Eric’s flowing sleeve, the
whimpering merged into a hoarse tune-
less humming.

The horrid abruptness with which the
passionate, purposeful man had changed



into this driveling creature almost de-
stroyed Eric’s self-control.

As for the Devil-Worshipers, they
flung themselves face downward, shriek-
ing:

“‘The Judgment! We have seen it be-
fore! Have mercy, Scbastisn! Have
mercy, oh most dreadful Lord Satan!””

But Julius went on smiling and hun-
ming and watching the leaping flames.

Eric managed to pull himself together,
again began the ritual of dismissal, and
this time pursued it to its close.

But ay he paused on the last words &
sudden cry went up from the kneeling
people. He turned. At the foot of the
altar stood Sebastian. The Devil-Wor-
shippers stared dazedly from the Sebas-
tian on the altar to the Sebastien below

“‘There is the traitor!”” cried Eric.
But they only stared stupidly:

“Drag down that imposter,’’ Sebas-
tian commanded furiously.

It is & well-kmown fact that conflict of
authority incites rebellion. The Wor-
shipers, at first almost ready to believe
that Sebastian’s dreadful powers had en-
abled him to materialize another body,
took courage at this sign of discord.

In vain Sebastian raved and stormed
and quoted the devil ceremony to prove
hig identity ; in vain Eric threatened and
lashed at them with the whip and re-
peated the words Judith had taught him.

They erowded around the two sinister
figures. Eric was standing beside Se-
bastian now, ready to bluff it out as long
88 possible, .

“Don’t you see?’’ shrieked the de-
butante suddenly. *‘One is really Sebas-
tian—the other is the traitor!’’

“But I tell you Sebastian is the
traitor!”’ growled Carlos, the guard.

‘“He can’t be,”’ ghe pointed out.
“Don’t you ber that—Juli "
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bastian, his face as bare of scars as Eric’s
own.

For a time pandemonium raged.

“Death! Death!” shrieked the mob.

“No!”” cried a few cautious ones.
““The treasure first—make them find the
treasurel”’

Sebastian laughed. “‘If I had known
where to find the treasure I would long
ago have sent you to destruction!’’ he
snarled into the faces of his captors.

So great was their fear of him still that
for a moment they shrank back. And in
that instant’s pause a strain of wild
music came faintly from somewhere
within the Manor. Nearer and nearer it
came, strangely disturbing in its fitful
rhythm, and the fury of the devil-wor-
shipers died as if under a spell. The
strains broke into a walling climax and
a long sigh went up as Senta stood
within the doorway. Her face was rigid
and ghastly white, and her voice was
strangely discordant as she chanted:

‘‘@ive me the condemned, oh ye Peo-
ple of the Pit. The dreadful power that
fills my soul will deal with them through
me.”

Again there was a violent controversy.
““It is ill-fortane to refuse the Vietim!’’
clamored the debutante. ‘‘She can make
them reveal the treasure, and besides, no
one can escape from the Manor. The
doors are guarded!”’

This mingling of superstition and com-
mon sense, combined with the spell of the
music, which still sounded hauntingly
from the shadows, had its effect on the
throng, who fell back as Eric and Sebas-
tian walked slowly to where Senta stood.
As they passed the debutante she leaned
forward and hissed malignantly:
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strange voom. Lrie tarmed suddenly to
Sebastian.

‘“We must plan somc way of escape,”
he said.

““Oh, of courso we are euemies,”” he
went on, ‘‘and if we once get out of here
I’ll see that you get what’s coming to
you, but just now we must work to-

gether.”
Sebastian nodded. ‘*Yes,” he andmit-
ted reluctantly. ‘‘You must help me get

Judith out of this.””

“‘How1"’ asked Eric crisply. Then as
Sebastian looked blank, *‘Surely you
know some way out?’’ he cried.

Sebastian’s fuce was ghastly. ‘‘They
lmow all the secret exits,’’ he stam.
mered. *‘I had to tell them in case of a
raid, which would have ruined me. I did
keep one to myself but Van Tassell stum-
bled on it by accident and told the oth-
ers.”” His face was suddenly convulsed.
“‘Blast him1”’ he shrieked, clutching the
air—I'N—""

Judith’s tender touch calmed him in-

stantly.
“Talk of something else for a little
while,”” Judith entreated in a low tone.
““When he is calmer he will think of
something.””

Eric hesitated. But, realizing that
Senta’s chance of escape was largely de-
pendent on the other two, he complied.

““What is this room?’’ he asked.

““The Round Tower,’’ Judith replied
absently, her anxious eyes on her hus-
band’s brooding face. **The room known
as the Heart of the Manor.”

Eric and Senta exchanged glances. Se-
bastian looked up.

‘“The Heart of the Manor,”” he re-
peaud ‘““old Tomld ate his heart ont

““Whichever you are, Sebasti r
see you tortured yet—you and that ugly
I ndnh for whom you refused my love!”’

she shuddered and turned away her head
—“‘said he had seen the traitor and
would know his face?’’

“‘But both these men have Sebastian’s
face!”

“‘Paint!”’ cried the debutante, who no
doubt was well informed on such mat-
ters. ‘“Wash their faces!””

““That ends it for me!"* thought Eric
as he and Sebastian were dragged strug-
gling to one of the bowls of warm in-
cense. ‘‘But why should Sebastian
;‘riorr’):? It will put things right for

m.

He was scrubbed with vicious energy
and there was a cry of triumph as court-
Pplaster and paint melted and the scars
vanished from his face.

But to his amezement the cry was
echoed by the group around Sebastian.
It fell apart and in the midst stood Se-

made no reply and the mob
was silent as the two followed Senta out
of the hall. Through winding passages
they went without a word; and up and
up a stairway enclosed by stone walls. A
faint streak of light gleamed at the top;
it widened suddenly, and Judith, violin
in hand, stood in a lighted room. As
they stepped in and the door closed noise-
lessly behind them they caught a glimpse
of a peering malicious face, as one of
the Devil-Worshipers mounted guard at
the top of the stairs.

The room was round, and furnished
with a couch and a chair. It was
brightly lighted, but the air was heavy
and stale; apparently there were no win-
dows and the mouth of the wide tile-
rimmed fireplace was covered with sheet-
iron, Judith and Sebastian were en-
gaged in a low impassioned conversation
while Eric and Senta stared around the

in this the cantil

““And you and Unele Dldred w-ud
that ion?”’ Eric asked icil

“Yes!” cried Sebastian. "Oh, it
doesn’t matter, dearest! I’'m through!
‘We're all as good as dead—We paid him
out for his ‘reform’ and for favoring
your father—but we couldn’t get him to
tell about the treasure—but you know!”
He roused himself suddenly and faced
Eric. ‘‘Where is the treasuref’’

‘“The treasure be damned!’ ecried
Eric, almost beside himself with anxiety
for Senta. ‘‘We'’ve got to find a way
out!”’

““There is no way out—but one! And
when we take that way, all in this ac-
cursed house will go with us! I know
that way—we planned it years ago. Ju-
dith, my wife, we’ll go that way to-
gether.””

Judith stood beside his chair and
pressed his head against her shoulder.

“‘I've been trying to think of some way
out for you two,’’ she told Erie. ‘“‘But




I'm afraid—take off that ring!’’ she ex-
claimed suddenly as her glance fell on
Eric’s hand.

He looked down at the thick lead band.
“Why1”

““It is poisoned. Heat releases the
spring and when the poison is pressed
into the throat it causes instant insan-
ity.”

Eric hastily drew off the ring, with a
shuddering memory of Julius, and thrust
it into his pocket.

““If you would only give up the treas-
ure,”” urged Judith. ‘‘That would hold
them off until we could think up some-
thing.”’

Eric fairly gritted his testh. “‘I tell
you I don’t know where the treasure isl’’
he almost shouted. ‘I don't even kmow
what it is. Doesn’t he kmow?’’

‘‘Not where it is,”’ replied Judith
“‘He found out through a spy in your
lawyer’s office, you were to inherit when
you were thirty and found the note in
your room, but that’s all we know. Oh[’’
she cried piteously. ‘I wanted him to
give it up and go away. None of those
creatures would have known him without
the scars—but he wanted the treasure for
me, only for me.”” She pressed Sebas-
tian’s head closer against her shoulder.
He seemed sunk in apathy and noticed
nothing that was said. ‘‘He is always
like this after those violent fits,”’ said Ju-
dith, “‘and they are more and more fre-
quent. He would be quite insane before
long. I am glad we are going to die to-
gether while he still knows me.”’ Her
low, beautiful voice went on talking as
if she were glad to unburden her mind.
““In each generation there is always one
Ericsson tainted with insanity—a very
madness of wickedness, dating back to
that wild sea-captain of the Chinese trad-
ing ship who learned devil-worship from
his Eurasian wife.”’

The tragic monotone of her voice
wrapped Senta in a kind of dream, but
Eric was reloading his automatic.

‘“There’s bound to be some way out,’’
he began, when Senta clutched his arm.

There was the sound of many feet out-
side, the door swung open and a throng
of devil-worshipers surged into the room,
‘With a cry, the debutante pointed out
Sebastian, who had thrown himself de.
fensively in front of Judith.

‘‘That’s Sebastian !’ shrieked the girl,
““Take him first]”” The madness had
vanished from Sebastian’s face and his
blue eyes shone with a fighting-joy that
found a swift response in Eric. For the
second time he felt his lmu\np to Sebas-
tian; the clan-call was strong in both of
them as they stood shoulder to
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‘The next moment something black and
clinging descended over Eric’s head. He
fought furiously, but many hands forced
him down, binding his arms to his sides.
From the confused sounds of trampling,
thudding blows, groans, and the snarling
1augh Eric had heard before, he knew Se-
bastian was giving his enemies a lively
time, and he writhed in fury at his im-
Ppotence to help.

A door slammed; the noises receded,
and Eric fell his bonds give way. But
when he sprang up like a steel spring re-
leased, he found only Senta and an
empty room. He threw himself against
the door, but he could not wrench it
open. Then, more calmly, he turned to
Senta.

““They dragged him away and Judith
followed,”” Senta told him, shuddering.
“‘They eaid they would come back for us
later.”

““They’ll try to get the secret from him
first,”’ said Eric, ‘‘in which case they’ll
finish all of us at once. But they prob-
ably expect him to play some trick, and
they’re afraid to tackle us together.”’

“‘If we’re going to die,”” said Sents,
quietly, ‘‘let’s not think of those dread-
ful creatures any more. Eric, he called
this room the ‘Heart of the Manor.’ Let’s
try to find the treasure.’”

“How{"

Senta thought a moment, her gaze
traveling slowly around. Suddealy her
glance focused. She ran across the room
and knelt before the tiled fireplace.

“‘Look !’ she cried.

Eric bent down and saw with amaze-
ment that on every tile was carved a
Biblical quotation. The letters were
chipped and broken as if they had been
wantonly defaced.

“Problbly put there by Torvald Erics
80m in one of his remorseful fits,’’ mused
Ene "uld detaced by Eldred or Sebas-

Sonu was earnestly deciphering the
texts.

¢ ‘It lies in the heart of the Manor.
No irreverent eyes may find it,"*’ she
quoted softly.

Eric knelt beside her.

“You think this is the hiding place?’’
he asked with quickened interest.

Too absorbed to reply, Senta lingered
over a small corner tile 8o near the floor
that it had escaped the defacing hand.

“ ‘Seek and ye shall find,’ ** with diff-
culty Senta made out the tiny dirt-en-
erusted letters. ‘‘ ‘knock and it shall be
opened unto you.’ ’’

Tense with excitement she knocked
three times on the little tile. But noth-

strangely alike, facing their common en-
emy.

She gave a ery of dissp-
pomunent, but Erie, struck with a eud-
den idea, took out his knife and caretully

soraped away the dirt wedged around the
eges. As the last fragment fell, the little
tile slid out like a drawer and in the hole
behind it was a long slender green box.
‘When Senta brushed it clean of dust
Eric saw that the box was made of pure
Jjade, inlaid with rich red stones.

‘‘Pigeon-blood rubies!”’ exclaimed
Erie, whose adventures had given him
a knowledge of jewels.

A breath of strange perfume was
wafted to them as Senta Jifted the lid. A
nartow bundle of yellowed satin, a slen-
Jder red-tipped rod, a roll of paper cover-
ed with writing—it looked somewhat dis-
appointing. They caught up the time-
stained paper whose faded writing was
like that in the silver box. It seemed to
be a kind of diary, though there were no
dates, except the first twenty-five years
back.

““Eldred is killing me,"’ it began.
““He began two weeks ago, when ke
learned that I was struggling to free
my soul of the monstrous bonds that
drag it down—I will serve no more,
that I am resolved—but I do not
hope for salvation—Salvation! Even
the word is strange to me. This ac-
cursed house is Lke & plague-spot;
ot breeds death and ruin. As long as
ons stone stands upon another my
soul must drag its awful weight of
crime and misery. Eldred is giving
me slow poison and he thinks I do
not know. He is stupid; Scbastian
1is cleverer, though he is a boy—a vi-
cious boy—how different from the
sweet-faced little Eric. OR, 8ig-
‘mund, my splendid son! If I could
see you only once again! If your
mother had lived I could have
fought the curse—but I was lonely
and Eldred’s gypsy mother was a
devil, too. But Eric must not suffer.
He must not marry wrongly. I have
arranged it all for Eric. Sentaisa
mere baby mow, but her gramd-
mother was Sigmund’s mother’s
dearest friend. It is good blood,
clean and honoradle. They will think
Sigmund’s mother left them the
gray house, they are poor and ro-
‘mantic and so will accept the queer
conditions. The search will bind the
two young things together. They
will Uift the Curse.

Is therc a Curse? Somehow, in
the long hours I have spent here
where Eldred has smprisoned me,
I’ve come to know that the curse was
not hereditory madness, but the
‘madness that comes of violence and
lack of self-control. Eldred wanis
the treasure. He knows I hove hid-
den st, but he does not know that



while he thought he had me cwpui
up here I've made all a:
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to hur a far- oﬁ clang as if sorme great

with my lawyers and have hidden
the silver boz under the guide-stone!
He wants the wand—but he shall
never have it. Yet I dare not de-
stroy it. I am afraid of it—I touch
it and the old mad lust for power
surges up in me. Eric! Eric! De-
stroy the wand before it wrecks your
ifel

It destroyed mine, and my fath-
er’s, and his father the sea-captain,
who had it of that beautiful accursed
woman who has been the bane of our
House. I have seen her in the devil-
dances—she comes back to gloat
over the evil she began—just one
wicked half-breed  witch-woman
from an island of the sea. From her
the stream of pollution has spread
and spread. My repentance is too
late, but Eldred shall not have the
wand.”

Eric stopped reading, reached for the
narrow crystal rod, and examined it curi-
ously. It was triangular and through its
center ran 8 line of red, ending in an
enormous ruby in its tip. As it grew
warm in his hand Eric felt a tingle and
glow like a contact with electricity. The
transparent glass turned & smoky gray
throngh which the red line pulsated like
a fire. The whole rod wes turning red
and the smoky gray had spread into the
room. Eric felt an upleap of the wild
arrogance that had swept over him
in the great hall. His brain was fired
with vast shadowy visions of evil
powers; out of the gray mists that
seemed to swirl about him, he saw a face

emerge.

Beautiful, alluring, challenging. it
bent over him and he noted without dis-
taste the sinister slant of the lustrsus
eyes, the yellowish tinge of the round
face, the cruel curves of the full red
mouth. Suddenly the smiling face dark-
ened into a furious scowl: at the same in-
stant Eric felt a cool touch on his burn-
ing hand.

“‘Ericl” cried the voice he loved best.
“Eric! Destroy the wand!”

In the ensuing minute it seemed to
Eric that opposing forces were tearing
him to pieces. With a mighty effort, he
dashed the wand to the floor and ground
it to fragments under his heel ; he seemed

door ; the gray mists swirled
away, and he folmd himself kneeling be-
fore Senta, his hot face buried in her
little cool hands.
“‘Did you see—it1?’’ he gasped.
“‘There was nothing,’”’ she told him

gently, ‘‘but your face—oh Eric! The
leok in your eyes!’’
““It will never come again,”” he

promised earnestly. Then, to shake off
the spell (for the heady perfume still
floated up from the shattered rod), he
caught up the bundle of soft satin. It
unrolled with a jerk and there fell from
it & great rope of many-colored jewels;
almost six feet long, it stretched its
shining length along the floor. The satin
wrapping settled into a soft heap from
which a dazzling flame flashed eut. Eric
hastily shook the yellowed folds and
caught up the glittering thing that fell
from them. It was a narrow hoop of
gold set with a diamond of such marvel-
ous lustre that a shimmering rose-fire
seemed to flame and glow within it.

“The Ericsson Rose Diamond!’
gasped Eric. “‘My great-grandmother’s
engagement ring.”’ He unrolled a slip
of paper twisted through the ring and
read: ‘‘ ‘Show this to my lawyer.’ It is
worth a fortune itself,’”’ commented
Eric, “and so is t.lnt rope of jewels. No
wonder Sebastian—

Senta clutched his arm.

‘“Eric, how did your grandfather slip
out of here to see his lawyer1”’

Eric dived for the manuscript and
rapidly turned the pages.

““Perhaps he mentions the secret
way,”’ he explained. ‘‘Yes—listen! ‘I
escape at will from the Round Tower
room, but I always go back—I want to
die, yet dare not kill myself. The secret
way is found by pressing the tiles third
from the top and second from the bottom
on the side where this is kidden. Pray
for mel” »

Eric dropped the manuscript and
pressed the tiles described. Slowly and
gratingly, the entire chimney-piece
swung out from the wall. Stuffing the
jewels into his ecapacious pocket, he

caught Senta’s hand and hurried her
into the dark opening. Down a long
flight of steps they went, and through &
seemingly endless tunnel, then up more
steps until Eric’s tall head struck
sgainst some kind of roof. His groping
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bands felt the outlines of a door, then
a big iron key, which was very difficult
to turn.

He succeeded at last and by an effort
that taxed even his great strength, he
forced open the door. A gust of sharp
fresh air rushed in and a faint light
filtering through bushes and vines. He
tore these obstacles aside and crawled
with Senta out of a door in the hillside
and into the road that ran past Ericsson
Manor.

So utterly had they lost all sense of
time that it was hardly a surprise to find
that the day was over. The autum twi-
light was closing in; a chill breeze blew,
and in the darkening sky a crescent
moon was shining. The two who had
just escaped from the inferno of that
dreadful house, stood band in hand,
silently breathing in the almost holy
serenity and peace of the scene.

Suddenly the air was shattered by an
appalling detonation. The old Manor
Héuse far down the lane of trees rocked
and swayed, then tumbled in on itself
and crashed to the earth; the air was
filled with smoke, hurtling stones and
flying masonry and uprooted trees.

Eric and Senta were thrown to the
ground, but Eric managed to drag Senta
back through the hillside door and in
the shelter of the tunnel they crouched
until the storm of missiles was past.

When they ventured outside at last
the place where Ericsson Manor had
stood so long was only a deep pit in the
midst of a bare plain piled with jagged
stones.

“‘Sebastian set off his mine,’’ said
Erie.

“Poor Judith,”” whispered Senta,
tears running down her face. ‘‘But they
went together as they wanted to ge—
and that’s all that matters,””

Eric caught her closer to him.

““To be together—that’s all that mat-
ters,”” he repeated. He slipped some-
thing on her finger and Senta saw the
glow of the Rose Diamond.

A little later Eric found his car, which
ke had parked in the road outside the
big gate. It was battered and bent, but
he managed to make it go, and in the
starlit dusk they drove away.

Devil Manor was gone, with all its
evil horde, and perhaps old Thorvald’s
soul found rest at last.

THE END




