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Here’s a ‘‘Creepy’’ Tale That

Ends In a Shuddering,
Breath-taking Way

The Return of
Paul Slavsky

By Capt. George Warburton Lewis
Author of *“Trailing the Jungle Man,” “Wine of the Wilderness,” Etc.

ROM Petrograd came Paul Slav-
sky, with what his Nihilist asso-
ciates might have styled a clean
record and no bungfed jobs, but

what Larrv Brandon clossified as a
«riminal record de lure.

It was natural that such a record
should bring about Slavsky’s early ac-

unintance with Inspector Brandon, of

the Central Office and it followed, as
day follows dawn, that the Terrorist
;should become the object of the shrewd-
est surveillance the Chief Inspector
could desi

Whether Paul Slavsky actually dis-
covered, or merely that he
was being shadowed, matters little. A
notation on an old blotter shows that
he boldly attex;:lpted to pave the way for
future criminal enterprizes by calling
at the Central Office in the role of a ger-
seécuted citizen, who had journeyed here
from his native land to escape the hell
which he declared the Russian Secret
Police had made his life. .
_ It took three months of intensive
investigation to convince Bran-
don that Slavzsky was all ' the Secret
Police had painted him and more, and
that the Terrorist had not emigrated to
America with even the remotest inten-

tion of reforming. It tnok the detective
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three months more to zatisfy himself
beyond all doubt that Slavsky had,
marvelously enough, established an ac-
tive branch of his old order und was
undoubtedly o%reading the doctrine of
Gorgias and Fichte under the very
noses of the Central Office experts. How-
ever, the evidence necessary to a con-
viction was lacking, s0 nothing could
be done.

A little later the men of the same
nationality as the Nihilist, whom Bran-
don had used to advantage on the
case, began, one by one, to drop quietly
out of existence. This was not only
mysterious—it was uncanny. Finally
the decomposed bodies of some of these

tives were found and unmistak-

lv identified.

In each instance the head had been
completely severed from the trunk.

Recollecting that the Terrorist order,
to which Pm%l Slavaky had belonged,
had signalized its outrages by decapitat-
ing its victims. Brandon was enabled
to initiate definite plans which, in due
course, culminated in his running his
man to earth.

But Paul Slavsky never beheld the
fatal Chair nor served time. He chose
the other route. He had elected to live
in rebellion against man’s orderly in-
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ftituuens. and in thi- <ame unreasomng
revolt he resolved ti ute. Like wost of
bir ilk. the Terroriet in physicai combar
Wwa- & hard man, and he really ioughy a
great fight, but he foupls it with a
muster craftanan in the conquering of
such a: be, and inevitavly he lost, with
many of Larry Brandon’s bullci in his
grea: body and only life enough left
10 him 1o greei—und almoat ai once 10
take fi;.a] leave of—Lis favorite si:ter,
Olgn, wuo had arrived in Europe. &
little late ar it transpired. to join
vrother ju his sinister calling.

Olgu Slavsky, years younger than ber
Jumented brother. was a+ pretty a little
specimen _of dark-eved femininitv as
cver enchanted fastidiows nasculine
eve. Yet eo is the tigress beautiful.
Still. that i: not quite the idea I wish
to convey. 1f you can think of a woman
in repore Leing as beav.uiul as a tigress
and, in #inoldering_ hate and loxthing
as repuisive, as hideous ar a preving
vampire, then you will E!\ nearer ey
meaning. Olga like her brother. was a
sluunch exponcut of the Terrorist doe-
trine.

What Brandon expected soon came
to pase. The strange girl. whom men
called beautifu) ana women envied, was
promptly ciect~d to hier brother’s place
1 what was known in the underworld of
unlawful secret orders as the “League.”
In this war she immediately crossed
swords witl: the man who had ended
the career of her brother Paul, and ere
long she became aware, throuygh mem-
bers of the Leacue detailed as spies, that
still another noted eriminologist, Joe
; .fm\-es, wa: unpleasantly hoi on her
rail.

But Olga was undaunted. For daring
ana ingenuity. sne by far eclipsed her
cunning and resourceful brother, who
had blazed the path of her iconoclastic
pilgrimage. _

Since little could thus far be proved
apainat Olpa. Seagraves believed thar it
migiit Lt better to declare a sor: of
armistice and. if poasible, gradually win
her over to the side of law and order.
To thix end. he openly called and laid
his jdear before her. She frankly flouted
hiz implied interest in her well-being.
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but -howed u spirit of compromise by
ofiering the crime specialist a cigarette.

31 such a mood Olgu became a docile
and purring uiger kitten. only one never
quite forzot her claws. She was highly
superatitions, Seagraves discovered; but
then her whole character was so anoma-
lous and #0 replete with unexpeciedly
outcropping traits and wildly illngicul
beliefs that it was almost to be expected
the would believe in ghosts. .

She clung tenaciously to the belief.
80 Brandon told Seagraves. that svmne
day Paul would return and end the life
of the man who—the Terrorist had told
his sister shortly before his deatb—had
done him to death,

“Do you #till believe, Olga, that Paul
is going to come back one day and carry
Brandon away with him into the Un-
known?” asked Seagraves.

Olgn’s dark evis grew suddenly
darker as she slowiy removed a cigit-
rette from between her too red lips.

“Not only is he coming,” she an-
swered, “but he is coming soon. Only
night before last I talk with him. I teil
him hurry. You see hf_:i' t cannot
rest until his murder i ,\ Y verv
bad ish '—avenge'.”

‘You're a very foogiesh woman, Olga.”
admonished Seagraves. “If you refuse
to listen 10 my warning you’re going to
find vourself in lots of trouble. 1 want
You to understand that.”

' Then the drowsing tigress put out her
clawz, -

“You threaten me!” she fairly hissed.
torsing away her cigarette and riring.
T am a free woman. You are, after cll,
like my own le. You would make
slaves of all who cannot buy their free-
dom of—of thought and action.”

She glanoed about queeriy before she
concluded:

‘Don’t interest yourself too far. You
may be great. but remember—I am no
longer to be deepised. You have waited
too Jong. Should T choose, for example,
I could have shot you where vou sit.”

Joe Sengraves leaped out of his chair,
an dutomatic in his experienced hand
anegdi xlneuacmg the my:terious woman

eteadily.
But already the allegorical vampire,
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which the detective had seen reflected
in Olga's piercing eyes and heard in her

studied but crisp and stinging words,

had spreed its skinny wings and flown.
Olga was laughing 1n such sincers, or
-feigned, mockery at bis alarm that

the dignified detective momentarily felt
abashed.

He put his weapon away, neverthe-
less, oﬁy after a searching glance about
the very ordinary little room in which
the extraordinary woman had received
him. He recalled that the last victim
of Olga’s brother, mutilated, headless
and repellant, had been found in this
same neighborhood; if not in this same
house.

“Pl lease forgive me,” the
strange girl was pleading. “You see, I
forgot that vou are not like—!like Bran-
don. For him there is no forgiveness.
He must perish. But vge—;xou and I—
why must we be enemies

“There’s but one reazon. Olga,” re-
plied Seagraves seriously, “and is
a atrong one. It is simply the nature of
our respective callin%’

“Then I can only be sorrv,” she said
in a low voice. “Still, my principles
are more—what word?—more
than yout:r friendship.”

d e woman paused, Seagraves
could bave taken an oath that he canght
the sound of whispering voices through
a dour standing slightly ajar not three
paces from his elbow. Of a sudden, he
st.egped. forward and flung the door
wide with a resounding bang.

A ‘g;nlled room, quite empty,
was ¢t rewarded his examination.
He turned and found Olga smiling

“Did you surprise them?”’ she in-
quired sweetly.
‘“Surprise whom?”’ demanded the de-
ective

The rats,” zhe said ingenuously,
still smiling.

“I've seen but one rat here,” mur-
mured ves in an im nal tone;
“I see it now. It has wings that fold
up like an umbrella. It is called a
vampire.”

Olga smiled on placidly, even after
Joe Seagraves had closed the door on
her and wae gone.

THE RETURN OF PAUL SLAVSKY

IN THE language

iracy, blackmail and extortion
were at last brought home to her; and
it chanced that the same eminent crime

rt wao had hurried the career of
her brother to an inglorious finish waa
likewise destined to be the instrument
of fate in the undoing of Olga.

In time the pursuit narrowed down
to the end of a most imperfect day for
b?g:t quaﬁry :lmd hgnteu. Then all
night, as Brandon and Seagraves gndu-
ally drew their web closer and ever
clozer about the elusive Terrorist, she
tricked them at every angle and turn
with the cunning of a fox, and it was
not until three sleepless days and nights
that the two renowned sleuths effected
her capture mwore than fve hundred
miles t from the field of her long-
continued operations.

She'll be as slippery as an eel,” Bran-
don warned ves. when they were
ready to start back with their prisoner.
“I'll never consent to any Pullman for
ker, even though we ignore the law and
handcuff her to the seat. One of us is
going to have to keep his eyes on her
constantly.”

“Only one of .us could sleep at a time,
anvhow,” said ves; ‘“‘and surel
we can stand it one more night, don't
you think? Suppoze we both sit it out
with her.”

They at length did decide to “sit it
out” with their prisoner, and with that
understanding they took her aboard the
train.

At the moment of entering the train,
a telegram was handed to Brandon, and
as soon as the three were comfortably
seated in their section the read
it with lips compressed and eyes oddly
squinted. Then he handed the message
to Seagraves, who read:

¢‘Police record Olga Slavaky arrived.
Wanted in three countries for complicity
in murder aine counts. Escaped Russias
Seeret Police three times. At present
fugitive from justice. Keop close wateh
oa her. Renfrow, Chiet Inspector.’®
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remmedthehlognmto

Dol s g ATy

tor had e:ﬁemly considered a necessary
precaution.

The afternoon waned. Early even-
ing found the train th eu of
an hour behind time. If thw kept up
they would not arrive beforo two 1n the
morning.

Olgn sat besides Seagraves facing
Brandon.

“I would give much for a eigarette,”
she annouunced out of a long
ten o'clock, addreszsing herself to Sea-
graves.

‘“This isn’t a smoker,” observed the
crime specialist, glnncmg around, ‘“but
there are only two other pamengers in
the car. it.”

He offered her his box, and she took
one and lighted it. Filling her lungs
with the comforting smoke, dn exhaled

it in a great cloud and, after a medita-
tive , murmured:
poor Paul.”

“At last I am to see

She looked Seagraves steadily in the
eve and added in a queer tone that she
felt her brother was very near tomﬁt.

It was a mixed train,

coaches ap a.redtohavemndnhebet-

terofthosee ths,cieddu
ves not

the lmeves. {outed

other

ﬁnan thongh th
might been anugly asleep in th:g-

respective be y bad spparentl
elected to a:‘ho"ht the ahort mn, w{

dently preferring
and ngatl: 30 or 2 ° Fcltick ﬁ

“Do see thie man sitting all d
in tholm . seat with th: ono
over ace, to keep t f
his eyes?” Olgaa mmmant lvign finall

broke i the .
clack g; u'pg: monotonoul elackcty

“Yeu—-whnt tbout hun?‘l

“\'othing, only he—he looks

as though she femmed Prabimmied roies
ou e fe

r‘:g now, might overhr:lr (;:at-nap—

“Ol o ridiculed the detective,
pg:n yourself, gt

aving thua counseled the prisoner,

ence at-
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Seagnva was thoughtfal for a lon
then he lookeﬁ over at t?elr

ression on rot.t.

hee md qui ’?:ul prowy

ve another cigarette, Olga.

Bnm 'em upl”

AT MIDNIGHT the conductor
_paseed through the car.

“o’llmaket.hoatyalmlobofon
two o'clock,” he said in answer to a
sleepy-voiced interrogation from Bran-
don, who seemed to have banished sleep
and was blinking about the car.

“What—we all alone?” he asked Sea-
graves. Then he canght sight of the
two lonoly rngen at tho [far end of

nrod, iy his lel:ti o
m ‘answerin own

Heo was turmn‘ his ?ny from
the man with the hnndkerchtef onr
his face 'hl:il: somethin e
noted, drew oves
to the deepor'l hunchezum ’
movement caused ves to follow
Brandon’s scrutiny. He marked the
fact that the han rchxef had fallen
from their fellow: }nnenger’s face, and
—was it because of Olga’s suggestion, or
was it merely a silly midnight fancy
he sssuredly seemed to trace a eertnn
vague resemblance between the solitary
cloepor and tho notorious Paul Slavsky,

lon

'ﬁundnbmght with it a queer,

distinct, sense of unplessant-
voice of

brukin inu wholly disagree-
able train of pt.g:ught, was highly re-
assurin

h“ th‘ [ “I
thoughtlmogng:gdthntlc%mh "
8 er ona,“oagnnuoo
Bnndon%o!cdmem d said, “Keep
the lady company for a few minutes.
I'm g into the smoker.” '
mght Joe,” drawled Brmdo
opemnghudighﬂyndden J
eseeming to be perfectly wiilgegnke L
Seagraves disappeared into the smok-
room, returning some ten or fifteen
utes later. To his surprise he noted
that Brandon, ynot caring to
hkoschnneeono out of
the ed her
luttotlu!ettandlndonee more
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fallen asleep. Olga herself appeared o
trifie more cheerful. She even smiled,
though somewhat wearily, as Seagraves
rerumed his scat Leside her.

“I told you it would be Paul,” the
woman whispered to Seagraves, as
though determined to share no part of
her secret with the despised Brandon.
“See,” she inristed, growing almom jubi-
lant, “it s my brother Paul—come
to me at last!” .

“For God’s sake, Olga,” cried Ses-
graves disgustedly, “stop that foolish-

It gete on my nerves.”
Stillness then for several minutes.

Of a sudden Seagraves felt cold. He
turned up his coat collar and, somehow
rather depressed, sat looking acrosr at
the muflled figure of Brandon who, also
evidently having felt the night chill,
had wound aosnot muffler- about his
"neck and pulled his ample Steson low
over his face. ves reflected that
this would be a fitting caze with which
to crown a long lin of his old friend’s
successes. Tomor.ow he would congrat-
ulate him. '

A long wild shriek from the loco-
motive startled Seagraves like an unex-
pected blow,

“Hal!” he said, “T must be devlloping
nerves after all thete years. Anyhow,
we're getting in.” .

Then he raised his eves and saw that
who, he had

man imagined, re-
sempled Paul Slaviky, had di .
So the only other rer who

had occupied a seat near him. It struck
Eves as singular.

. Another long wail from the locomo-
tive blent dissonantly with the dreary
clackety-clack, clackely-clask of the car-
wheels, and at the same instant the ves-
tibule door was smashed open. Through
1t came stumbling. covered with blood
clothing torn o tatters, the idenh.ui
man who had resembled Paul Slaveky.

His hands were securely cuffed, and
he was being partly shoved and rartlv
aragged forward d%ng the aisle for all
the world as {hough he were & wax
dummy. His captor was no other than
the traveler whom_ tbe detective had
teen sitting near the dead Terrorist’
double. '

“Fie fought like a tiger, Mr. Ses-

THE RETURN OF PAUL SLAVSKY

grave:, but I finally got him. He's one
of Olga’s gecond brozher of
herz, in fact. He heard that she wa:
hard and just landed fron.
Europe to help her escape.”

_Joe eat like one stunefied.
Jim McLean, of the Central Office,
g ruste, had coptured &t o
ing rustie, captured a av-
vy '.uh"&wh:'? Le 1

’s all right,” McLean was ain-
ing. “You see, Renfrow got :',itgd of

this fellow’s game, got hold of a picture

of bhim and eent me out to ride back
with you and Brandon and the lady. ]
fcll asleep in earnest, while pretending
to be, and waked up just as my man,
was shpping out of the car. I gota
look at his face then and, recognizing
Lim, made the first move in a scrap
that lasted through :ix coachies and cleur
up to the coaltender.”
1 “Why w&tgl:; man slipping out?”
eman \] exeGiy.

“Ah! that’s it ‘Is' xlx:euzd youy from
the car and rusjected something wrong.
Brandon seemed to be asleep and the
woman was lmghim;. That was enough.
1 collared my man.’

Joe Sea%n"ea reached over and gen-
iy shook Brandon, who, still sleering
like a rock, had slumped low Gown in

the angle fonned by the seat and the
window,

“Come out of it!” the detective
!m.rled at his ecompanion, “we’re getiing
in »

But Brandon slept on. Scagraves
waited a moment, then shook him
again, almost violently, L

““Come on, Larry!’ he said, himself
rising.

But Brandon did not stir, and Ses-

ver darted n questioning glance at
lga. etill handcuffed fast to the seat.
To hie amazement and alarm the wo-
man war smiling. triumphantly, terri-
vly. 'A vaguc surnaise, which hod come
inlo Seagrave's head hours before, wus
now confirmed. _

There wa: ne doubting that leering
and awful smile. She had Litten tne
blood from her carmine lips. Olga
Slavzky heéd gone stark mad!

In all the vears that followed, Joe
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Seagraves was never able to free his
memory from the haunting horror of
the thing he beheld when, don not
reacting o violent shakes, he grew sus-

icious and lifted his unresponsive

riend’s big hat off his head—or rather
otef;;;z vacant-eyed and staring dummy
h

PAUL SLAVSKY had not refurned as

Olga had predicted he would, but
s esome reminder of his own
hideous handiwork was nevertheless
present.

When the first shock of horror had .

passed, and ves and McLean
again focused their incredulous eyes on
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Olga Slavsky, they knew that the
woman, though handcuffed, had her-
self partici in this last act of ter-
rorism in rica. It was incredible,
but there, before the detectives’ eyes,
were the facts themselves.

The blood from her bitten lips streak-
ing her Patrician chin, Olgu sat com-
m folding and unfolding her

intily-patterned hands:, quite as a
vampire folds and unfolds i llent
wings; ef' as might a child, with
the i handcutfs which sup-

y had held her a prizoner, and—

fore the amazed eyes of her beholders

—alipping the locked manacles on and
off over Aer tiny, flexible hands!




