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tFrom out of the fog invisible death struck out
  

HE FOG, almost without warning, swirled out of 
he East in the late afternoon.  

Grey at first, then murky green, thick as pea 
oup, it settled on Grain’s Lake. The wind had died; 
he fog, a dank motionless shroud, merged with the 
wilight. When night came, Grain’s Lake and its 
orested shores, which were dotted with occasional 
ummer fishing camps, was nothing but solid, 
oundless blackness. 

At seven o’clock that evening, an hour after the 
og had settled, two small open launches, each 
arrying two men, groped their way through the 
urgid murk. They had come from an island three 
iles out in the open lake and were headed for the 

orth shore, where in the midst of the woods was a 
mall boathouse, and on the knoll behind it, a big, 
uxurious rustic log cabin bungalow, shrouded by 
he trees.
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Throttled down to trolling speed, the two 
launches were making barely three miles an hour. 
They were trying to keep fairly together. Before 
they had been half an hour from the island the men 
had no clear idea of where they were. They were 
steering by small compasses and by intuition. 

Occasionally the men called out to each other, 
each boat trying to locate the other. But the sodden 
pea soup fog blurred, muffled and deadened the 
voices until they were indistinguishable. The low 
put-put of the little motors was inaudible. 

In the bow of one of the boats middle-aged, 
grey-haired Dr. Hollis Hotchkiss sat peering into 
the fog. There was nothing to see; nothing to hear. 
Occasionally he waved his flashlight, but its puny 
beam seemed hardly to penetrate ten feet. 

His nephew, young Irving Hotchkiss, was 
steering in the stern. The blob of him showed only 
as the faintest wraith, eerie as a dissolving ghost 
with the night-darkness and the fog enveloping his 
figure. 

The launch itself was ghostlike. The lake 
surface, even a few feet in any direction, was a 
black abyss of nothingness. The other launch, 
invisible, inaudible, could have been non-existent. 

Dr. Hotchkiss shivered, drawing his coat more 
closely around him. And suddenly he felt as though 
something of evil menace were lurking in the blank 
darkness—something unnameable, reaching 
invisibly out at him. 

At that instant, the man in the stern of the other 
launch, Carlton Van Horn, sat tensely staring into 
the darkness. 

“I can’t see a damn thing,” he said suddenly. 
“They’re ahead of us, to the right, aren’t they, 
Jordan?” 

In front of him he could just see the blob of his 
companion stooping, as though fumbling at his feet 
in the bottom of the launch. But the other man did 
not answer. 

“What’s the matter, Jordan?” Van Horn asked 
sharply. “What are you doing?” 

Jordan Livingston straightened in the bow. He, 
too, spoke sharply. 

“Untying my shoes, if you must know. If 
anything happens, I don’t want shoes on.” 

The nerves of them both were on edge; the fog 
was making them shiver, perhaps with a 
premonition of evil— 

In the bow of the other launch, Dr. Hotchkiss 
was saying: 

“I’m pretty sure they’re behind us, Irving. Shall 
we wait—shut off the motor? I can’t see or hear a 
thing. It—it’s getting on my nerves.” 

And then from out of the fog, silent, invisible 
death struck suddenly! There was nothing to see; 
nothing to hear. But abruptly Dr. Hollis Hotchkiss 
sagged in the bow of the launch. There was just a 
little thud as his body tumbled forward and hit the 
cross seat. 

He was dead with a bullet in his brain! 
 

ELL,” Dr. Feather said, “aren’t you 
going a little too fast. Sergeant Jones? 

This young man had the opportunity of killing his 
uncle, but dear me, you can’t convict a man just 
because he had the opportunity.” 

“Somebody shot the doctor,” the big police 
sergeant said. “It wasn’t a ghost bullet; it was lead. 
It came out of a gun, and the gun was aimed. Damn 
well aimed. The bullet went into his brain.” 

“I didn’t do it,” young Irving Hotchkiss 
protested. He was a slim, dark-haired young man, 
pallid now, perhaps from the shock of his uncle’s 
death, but mainly from terror at the position in 
which he found himself.  

“I didn’t do it, I tell you! Why would I kill 
Uncle Hollis? I didn’t see anything—I didn’t hear 
anything. He just suddenly tumbled over dead.” 

It was nearly nine o’clock now. Dr. Feather and 
his daughter, Kit, had been visiting Washington on 
some research work. Sergeant Jones had met them; 
and when this case came up on Grain’s Lake, the 
sergeant had sent for them. 

They were all gathered in the big central living 
room of the Hotchkiss summer bungalow. The fog 
still was as dense as ever outside. The county 
medical examiner had been here and taken the 
body, for autopsy and extraction of the bullet. With 
little Dr. Feather and Kit watching. Sergeant Jones 
and several of his men had ransacked the house, 
groped with flashlights around the fog-swept 
grounds, the boathouse and the two boats. There 
were no firearms to be found in the boats, or on 
shore, or in the house. Not one of the men, 
according to the testimony of them all, had ever 
owned a firearm. 

The rustic living room was dimly lighted by a 
big oil lamp, the glow from which mingled with the 
swaying yellow-red light of an open fire. The 
windows were open; grey tentacles of the fog 
curled in, dissipated like dissolving ghosts by the 
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inner warmth. 
All the members of the Hotchkiss party were 

here, grave and perturbed, shocked by the tragedy. 
And in a corner of the room, silent, watchful, Kit 
stood motionless with roving, alert gaze that missed 
nothing of the scene before her. 

“Well, he had a bullet in his brain,” the sergeant 
doggedly reiterated. “Somebody was close enough 
to take good aim at him and shoot him. Where did 
the bullet come from?” 

Dr. Feather shook his head grimly. “I can’t tell 
you that, Sergeant. Not yet. But it wasn’t suicide—
there were no powder marks. The shot came from a 
distance of five feet or more; but quite evidently 
the body dumped, twisted, as it fell.” 

Dr. Feather turned to young Hotchkiss. “You 
can’t remember which direction your uncle was 
facing when he fell?” 

“No, I can’t,” the young man said. “Everything 
was blurred and ghostlike. I could hardly see him at 
all. And I was only ten feet away.” 

Stewart Morgan, a fifth member of this group of 
vacationing friends, who had not been in either of 
the boats but had remained on shore, crossed the 
room to young Hotchkiss. He was a stocky, 
handsome man of forty-odd, with an impressive air 
that befitted his position as a certified public 
accountant. 

“You’re not going to get arrested, Irving,” he 
said calmly. “Not even accused.” 

“That’s for me to say,” Sergeant Jones retorted. 
“Visibility was ten feet, somebody took good aim, 
nobody was within ten feet except young 
Hotchkiss. Or fifty feet—or maybe hundreds for 
that matter.” 

“We must have been within about seventy-five 
feet,” Jordan Livingston said. He turned to the man 
beside him. “Wouldn’t you say so, Van?” 

Livingston, manager of the Du Lours Powder 
Company, was a big, handsome, florid man of 
fifty-odd. Carlton Van Horn, a fishing tackle 
manufacturer, was somewhat younger—redheaded, 
suntanned. 

“We hadn’t seen or heard a thing for quite a 
while, Dr. Feather,” Van Horn added. “We figured 
the Hotchkiss launch was just a ways ahead of us. 
Then dimly we heard Irving screaming, shouting, 
trying to make us hear him. Then off to one side, 
when we got to within ten or fifteen feet, we could 
see his launch.” 

“I shut off the motor,” Irving Hotchkiss said. 

“And then they caught up to me.” 
 
UIETLY now, Dr. Feather questioned the men. 
The slim, dark-haired little Kit came forward, 

but said nothing, gazing with alert, appraising eyes. 
Under Dr. Feather’s questions, the three men told 
how they had kept the two launches together and 
groped for shore. 

At the house, Stewart Morgan had returned 
from the nearby town to which he had driven for 
supplies. The headlights of his car would only 
penetrate a short distance. He had driven slowly, 
and when he had reached the bungalow he had 
joined the manservant, Jasper Russ. They had been 
worried over the boats caught in the fog. They had 
gone down to the shore, called; and finally they had 
been answered by the men in the boats who 
shouted the news of the tragedy. 

“You were in the house all the time Mr. Morgan 
was away?” Dr. Feather asked the servant. 

Russ, a small, middle-aged fellow, looked 
startled. “Why, yes—yes, sir, of course I was.” 

“There’s a canoe down there on the shore,” Dr. 
Feather murmured. “I saw it a while ago.” 

“You mean maybe somebody went nut in a 
canoe—crept up on the launch and shot him?” 
Sergeant Jones demanded. “But how could he find 
the launch in the fog?” 

Dr. Feather shrugged, and stared absent-
mindedly at Russ for a few seconds. 

“There’s a wireless sending set upstairs, isn’t 
there?” he said musingly. He didn’t seem to expect 
an answer, but looked as if he were mentally 
checking off all the possible combinations of facts 
available. 

“It belonged to Dr. Hotchkiss,” Jordan 
Livingston explained. 

He and Carlton Van Horn were sitting together. 
The big florid Livingston was erect, expansive, 
with the aspect of a business executive, accustomed 
to command. But both were obviously nervous. 
Tenseness was apparent in everyone in the room, as 
though the grim mystery had alarmed, terrified 
them all. 

Sergeant Jones drew Dr. Feather aside. “That 
wireless upstairs,” he whispered. “You mean you 
think maybe some device was set up in the 
Hotchkiss launch an’ fired by remote control?” 

Dr. Feather smiled. “I don’t mean anything yet, 
Sergeant. I was just thinking.” 

Abruptly he turned to Morgan and drew him out 
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into the hall. 
“I was wondering, Mr. Morgan,” he said, 

“you—an accountant—are you acquainted with the 
business affairs of these other gentlemen?”  

“I audit their books,” Morgan said. 
Under Dr. Feather’s questions he readily 

explained. And Dr. Hollis Hotchkiss, he related, 
had been a research physicist, owner of the 
Hotchkiss Laboratories in Washington. It was a 
private concern. 

“I’ve heard of it,” Dr. Feather said. “Dear me, 
yes. They do research for the United States War 
Department, don’t they?” 

“Quite a lot,” Morgan agreed. 
 

IT had followed her father and Morgan to the 
hall. She shot Dr. Feather a sharp glance, but 

said nothing. 
“And you’ve been auditing the Hotchkiss 

Laboratory books?” Dr. Feather went on. 
“Yes. I’m doing it now.” 
“I was wondering—if something perhaps was 

wrong with his books.” 
Morgan hesitated. “Well, not that I’ve 

discovered so far. You mean—” 
“I’m just groping,” Dr. Feather said. “Jordan 

Livingston is general manager of the Du Lours 
Powder Company. You audit their books also, you 
say?” 

Morgan nodded, wonderingly. “I certainly have 
never found anything wrong with the books of—” 

“About that wireless set upstairs,” Dr. Feather 
said. “You left Russ, the servant here—” 

Morgan looked startled and then answered. “I 
don’t imagine that Russ knows how to use that set,” 
he said dryly. 

Dr. Feather nodded, and they walked back to the 
living room. On the way in, Kit murmured to her 
father: 

“The War Department work that the Hotchkiss 
Laboratories has been doing—don’t you think we 
ought to investigate it, Father?” 

“Yes, I do, child. I’m very interested in that—
there’s something, perhaps—well, there’s a 
chance—But first I want to find out a few more 
things. You telephone them, Kit.” 

The girl nodded and unobtrusively darted away. 
Jordan Livingston and Carlton Van Horn stared, 

blankly at Dr. Feather as he returned. 
“Any clues yet?” Livingston said. 
Dr. Feather shook his head. “Not many— Come 

on, Sergeant, I’d like to take a closer look at the 
boats.” 

Fog hung like a shroud over the big rustic 
bungalow, its grounds, its dock and the sullen lake, 
a shroud that was holding hidden the secret of this 
weird murder. Carefully, patiently, Dr. Feather 
examined with his flashlight the launch that had 
held the murdered man and his young nephew. Had 
the nephew shot his uncle, and tossed the weapon 
overboard? It was possible—certainly should be 
investigated. 

Inch by inch. Dr. Feather went over the boat’s 
interior. Had some device been here, fired by 
remote control? If so, no evidence of it was to be 
found now. 

But in the other boat, in the bow, Dr. Feather 
suddenly came upon something. He picked it up, 
examined it closely, pondering, frowning. It was a 
queer, cupped-shaped bit of glass, like a lens, or a 
section of prism. And it was faintly tinted in the 
fashion of a color-filter. 

Sergeant Jones gazed at it. “What the devil is it? 
You think it’s got something to do with this thing?” 

From out of the fog, like a materializing ghost. 
Kit appeared on the scene. 

“I got them. Father,” she said. “The Hotchkiss 
Laboratories and the War Department both have—” 

She checked herself, staring with surprise at the 
little cupped-shaped glass in her father’s hand. 

“I found it here in the bow,” he said. He turned 
suddenly grim and tense. “Come on. Sergeant, 
we’ll go back to the house. I’ve got some ideas on 
this now.” 

But when he reached the firelit living room of 
the bungalow, all the tense grimness seemed to 
have left Dr. Feather. The men stared blankly at 
him, expectant, but he only said calmly: 

“I think I’ve finished for tonight, gentlemen. 
You all stay here. I’ll be back by nine A.M. and 
we’ll look into this thing further. I’m ready, 
Sergeant. Shall we go?” 

Affably he shook hands with each of the men. 
Leaving them staring after him, studying his fussy, 
professor-like manner, he bustled from the room 
with Sergeant Jones and Kit after him. 

But out in the fog, Dr. Feather again was grim 
and intent. “We’ve got to hurry, Sergeant. You 
drive, Kit. I don’t like driving in this accursed fog.” 

They started up the road through the woods. 
“Now listen,” Dr. Feather was saying, “this is 

what we have to do—” 

 K
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T midnight that night the fog still hung solid 
over Grain’s Lake and its forested shores. Out 

in the lake, invisible in the darkness and fog, a 
small open launch lay motionless. Dr. Feather 
crouched in its bow; Kit was in its stern, by the 
engine and the steering wheel. Midway between 
them Police Sergeant Jones sat on a cushioned 
wooden seat. 

The launch was only a few hundred feet from 
the indented, winding shore of the lake and not far 
below the Hotchkiss bungalow. But no one could 
have known it was there. From a town across the 
lake they had telephoned to Washington again. A 
small but elaborate piece of apparatus had at last 
arrived for Dr. Feather. 

The apparatus was erected now in the bow of 
the launch—a high-powered battery, with 
transformer, vacuum tubes and a small, hooded 
fluoroscope mirror with an intricate range-finding 
mechanism. 

The launch, even to the close viewpoint of Kit 
in the stern, showed only as a ghostly, wraithlike 
outline, with the fog swirling around it. 

Dr. Feather’s crouching form, swathed in a rain-
cape against the sodden dampness of the fog, was 
barely visible. 

For nearly an hour now, the launch had been 
lying here, silent and motionless. There was only 
the faint hum of the current in Dr. Feather’s 
apparatus and a faint glow on his fluoroscope 
mirror. 

“You s’pose we missed him?” Jones murmured 
at last. “Maybe we were too late.” 

“Eh? No, I don’t think so, Sergeant. He’d have 
to wait till the others were all asleep.” 

It seemed interminable waiting—as though, 
poised here in the foggy, soundless blackness, they 
were disconnected from the world, floating in air, 
suspended in an abyss. The low current of Dr. 
Feather’s apparatus hummed continuously. The 
hooded fluoroscope grid had a faint luminous glow. 
But the opalescent light and shade were formless, 
meaningless, devoid of image. 

Another hour. Continuously, patiently, Dr. 
Feather swept the fluoroscope finder back and forth 
in a slow quadrant, roving it over a two-mile area 
of the fog-blanketed lake and forested shoreline. 

“Nothing yet?” Jones murmured. 
“Not yet.” Then suddenly little Dr. Feather drew 

in a sharp breath and tensed. 
“Look, Sergeant!” 

At last the formless glow on the fluorescent 
finder was showing something! The light and shade 
were gathering into an image! 

Dr. Feather was swiftly focusing. It was a 
moving image; it shifted to the right across the 
fluoroscope, but Dr. Feather turned his finder to 
follow it. 

“My Gawd!” Jones murmured. “What is it?” 
The tense little Kit in the stern was gripping an 

oar, silently sculling the launch forward. On the 
hooded finder there was a dim, blurred spot of 
illumination—the image of an oblong, glowing, hot 
thing; upright cylinders, pipes, wires. It was a little 
engine, glowing with its own heat and light! To the 
left of it, as though illumined by it, were vague 
outlines of a metal structure, and the dim blurred 
figure of a man with a sloped, mounted wheel in 
front of him. 

It was the image of the interior of an 
automobile, lighted by the heat-light of its engine! 

For perhaps two or three minutes Dr. Feather’s 
finder followed this object, invisible to the naked 
eye, through the dense, foggy night. It was an 
unmistakable image—an automobile slowly 
winding through the forest and the fog, on the road 
that at several points approached the lake shore. 

Kit was sculling steadily; the launch was sliding 
forward. 

“A little to the right, Kit! Hurry, child—he’s 
stopping—climbing out. We’ll catch him red-
handed!” 

Ahead of the launch the tree-lined shore 
abruptly materialized. The bow ground against the 
bank. Dr. Feather leaped out, with the bulky 
Sergeant Jones scrambling after him. But within a 
dozen feet the agile Kit passed them both, darting 
like a little hound into the woods. 

Within a few seconds they were with her again. 
There had been a low commotion ahead. Then Dr. 
Feather’s flashlight showed an automobile standing 
on the road, with its headlights snapped off, its 
engine idling. And near it, in a thicket ten feet back 
from the water. Kit stood with her automatic 
leveled at a man whose arms were over his head. 

 
T was the accountant, Stewart Morgan. As Dr. 
Feather’s light flashed on him Morgan cried: 
“Tell this fool girl to watch out! That gun of 

hers might go off.” 
“It might, but it won’t,” Dr. Feather said and 

chuckled. “Not so long as you stand still. She 

A 
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knows how to handle a gun. There’s your man, 
Sergeant.” 

The stocky, handsome accountant stood docile 
and sullen as Jones handcuffed him. 

“You want to talk, Morgan?” Jones demanded. 
“We’ve got you—no argument on that. Why did 
you do it?” 

“What matter?” Dr. Feather said. “Gather that 
up from the ground there. Kit. We’ll take it back 
with us.” 

“Here’s his rifle, Father. It has a silencer. No 
doubt his fingerprints will be on it. The caliber will 
match the bullet.” 

“Oh, you’ve got me, all right,” Morgan growled. 
“Hell, yes, I’ll tell you why I did it. I’ve got a five-
thousand-dollar investment, a one-fifteenth interest, 
in the Hotchkiss Laboratories—had it for years. I’m 
sort of silent partner. But what the devil good is 
one-fifteenth interest! Hotchkiss made nearly two 
hundred thousand last year out of his War 
Department work. I’ve been treasurer as well as 
accountant—” 

“And you’ve been juggling the books and 
embezzling,” Dr. Feather said. “Hotchkiss was 
getting suspicious of you, so—” 

“You’ve hit it right,” Morgan agreed. “And I’d 
have control of the whole thing. What the devil! 
You’ve got me for murder. You might as well have 
the rest of it.” 

“I don’t want it,” Dr. Feather retorted. “You tell 
it to the district attorney. He’ll be interested. Is that 
apparatus of his all there, Kit?” 

“Yes, Father.” 
“But what is it?” Jones demanded. 
“An infrared detector, just like ours, Sergeant. 

You know, in the visible spectrum, we can only see 
light from red to violet. But below the red, 
vibrating more slowly, there are other light-waves. 
The infrared. Invisible light, Sergeant. Heat-light, 
you might say. It penetrates fog nicely, and this 
detector makes the image visible. It’s a fairly new 
apparatus—only two or three years old.” 

 
ONES stared blankly. “But how’d you know 
about this? How’d you get onto him?” 
“Well,” Dr. Feather said, “there might have 

been other ways the murder could have been 
committed, but they were extremely unlikely, 
considering the condition of affairs and the lack of 
any logical evidence. When I realized that the 
Hotchkiss Laboratories worked for the U.S. War 

Department, that suggested the infrared detector. 
The War Department is greatly interested in it, 
Sergeant. I’ve known that they’ve had a private 
research concern developing it. Dr. Hotchkiss was 
seen, aimed at, and shot from a distance despite the 
invisibility the fog had created. This detector was a 
logical way by which that could be accomplished. 
A long-range rifle with a silencer would make little 
noise. The detector itself emitted only a low hum. 
The fog muffled and blurred everything, anyway, 
even the shouting voices of the men. 

“Dr. Hotchkiss, I knew, had been invisibly 
illumined by the heat-light of the engine of his 
launch. When we drove to the house, I had 
observed that the road from the village paralleled 
the lake at several points. Morgan had driven that 
road. At several points the boats coming from the 
island would have been within rifle distance of the 
shore. Kit telephoned, verified that one of the 
detectors was in the Hotchkiss plant. Morgan 
worked for the laboratories, we knew, and thus it 
was available to him. Everything pointed to 
Morgan.” 

“That cup-shaped glass lens—” the sergeant 
began. 

“Well, that made me quite certain, Sergeant. 
These detectors have different light-filter 
combinations. It’s more a prism than a lens. 
Morgan had an extra one in his pocket which 
evidently he had no occasion to use. In the upper 
pocket of his jacket, I would guess. When he 
rushed down to the arriving launches, leaned to 
help pull them to the dock—” 

“I didn’t know I dropped it,” Morgan growled. 
“Dear me, no.” Dr. Feather smiled. “If 

murderers always did everything perfectly, they’d 
never get caught. But I didn’t need that lens to 
figure how it had been done. I suspected that 
anyhow. And I realized that the lens could have 
been dropped by one of the men in that launch, 
though that seemed unlikely. One could not have 
operated the detector without the other’s 
knowledge. There was no evidence that they were 
both murderers—and neither had any apparent 
access to the device. It is held quite secret. But to 
you, Morgan, it was obviously available. So, you 
see, you would have been caught anyhow.” 

Dr. Feather paused for a moment and then 
continued: “You were afraid that we might look for 
this along here in the morning? As a matter of fact, 
I knew you could have hidden it anywhere over a 
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two-mile stretch. So we had to track you and catch 
you red-handed.” 

“I didn’t know what you were up to,” Morgan 
growled. “But I didn’t want this found here. It 
wasn’t well hidden. I had to be quick when I left it 
here. I thought if I got it now, I might be able to 
return it to the laboratory tomorrow. And I had to 
get my rifle—hide it where it would never be 
found.” 

Kit stowed the detector and the rifle in the car. 
Then she went to the launch for the other detector. 
Little Dr. Feather was beaming as he faced Jones. 

“I guess you didn’t know the War Department 
tried this detector out on a big scale a couple of 

years ago. That, too, was fairly secret. They located 
a Coast Guard cutter from shore. The boat was 
totally invisible miles out to sea in a dense fog, at 
night. And the detector showed the whole outline 
of the ship, lighted by the heat-light of its engines. 
A naval gun could easily have sunk it. Don’t you 
see in time of war how handy it will be to spot 
planes and ships that attack in a fog? You can’t 
blame the War Department for being interested.” 

He was chuckling as he climbed into Morgan’s 
automobile. “It was an unusual weapon for a 
murderer to use. And it was an unusual weapon 
with which to find him! Science is a wonderful 
thing, Sergeant. Dear me, yes, it certainly is.” 

 


