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By DONALD BAYNE HOBART 
Author of “Hunchback House,” “Death Lives Here,” etc. 

 

The 
TORTURE 

WINCH 
 
 

Death Reaches Out to Grasp 
Innocent Victims in the 
Gory Clutch of Greed 

and Inhumanity 
 

 
 

HE pale light from the flickering candles 
cast a wan glow over the white, still face 
of the elderly man who had been placed on 

the bed. Over the room hung the grim hush of 
death, broken only by the gentle sobbing of one 
of the two slender blond girls who stood with 
their heads bowed in grief. 

Bob Weldon glanced at the three other 
people present, his gaze that of a friend of the 
family who was able to isolate his emotions from 
what was going on about him, yet his keen gaze 
missed no details of the scene. 

He saw the dazed, vacuous expression on 
the sallow countenance of Jason Heath. Martin 
Clark’s nephew was obviously nervous and 
shocked over what had happened. His long, thin 
fingers were unconsciously tearing a cigarette 
into shreds, the grains of tobacco falling to the 
thick rug in a little cloud of brown dust. 

John Dale stood tight-lipped and motionless, 

but it was obvious that the millionaire’s secretary 
was shocked by his employer’s death. A quiet, 
taciturn man, Dale was not the type to reveal his 
feelings if it could be avoided. 

Abruptly the hush was shattered by an inane 
cackle from the man who stood in the doorway. 
There was something horrible about it, a 
weirdness that added to the eerie atmosphere of 
the big old house. Weldon was suddenly 
conscious of the chill wind moaning outside, of 
the banging of a loose shutter somewhere far off, 
and the creaking of the floor boards in the upper 
hall. 

“Shut up, Simon!” Jason Heath snarled the 
words at the half-witted servant who stood in the 
doorway. “Get out! We don’t need you here!” 

The silly simper vanished from Simon’s 
face, to be replaced with a hurt expression. He 
shook his head that was covered with long dark 
hair. For an instant he just stood there, then he 

T 

He caught a glimpse of the figure struggling 
with the girl. 
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stepped out into the hall. Behind him the door 
closed silently. 

“You didn’t need to speak to him like that, 
Jason,” said Susan Medford, one of the blond 
girls, as she put an arm about the slender figure 
of her twin sister.. “After all, Simon can’t always 
be responsible for his actions, poor fellow.” To 
her sister she said gently: “We’d better go to our 
room, Sally. Uncle Martin would want us to 
rest.” 

The three men waited until the girls had left 
the room, then Weldon faced the other two. 

“Death from natural causes, of course,” he 
said, and as Dale nodded: “Have any funeral 
arrangements been made?” 

“Yes, I’ve taken care of all that,” said the 
secretary. “Sorry that you and his nieces were not 
able to arrive before Mr. Clark died, but of 
course that could not be helped.” 

“They didn’t get your wire until this 
morning,” said Weldon. “Asked me to drive them 
out here at once. Made it in three hours and it 
usually takes four—but we were too late.” 
 

NACCOUNTABLY he felt restless and ill 
at ease—a feeling that had lingered with 

him ever since he had driven up to the old house 
with the two girls and learned that their uncle had 
died. They had come directly to Martin Clark’s 
bedroom, not even pausing to remove their hats 
and coats. 

“A long trip, Weldon,” said Heath casually. 
“I guess you would like to wash up a bit.” He 
went toward the door. “I’ll show you to your 
room. Susan wired us you were coming, you 
know.” 

Twenty minutes later Bob Weldon, alone in 
his room, had washed and felt more fit, but still 
he could not shake off the feeling of depression. 
He was still conscious of that mournful wailing 
of the wind, of the strange noises of the old 
house. 

He went to the window and peered out. A 
pale moon bathed the desolate landscape in an 
eerie light. Beyond the grounds of the house was 
a stretch of wooded country, in the distance, half 
hidden by the shadows, was a somber pile of 
stone that at one time had been a monastery, but 
had been deserted for years. 

Weldon grew tense as a feminine figure 

appeared in the moonlight. It was one of the 
twins, though they looked so much alike it was 
impossible for him to tell whether it was Sally or 
Susan. 

“Guess the house was too depressing and 
she decided to take a little walk,” muttered 
Weldon. “Still I don’t like it. I’m not so sure that 
it’s safe for her out there alone.” 

Abruptly then, a wave of horror swept over 
him. A figure clad in a cowl-like garment that 
covered it from head to foot had stepped out of 
the shadows and was advancing toward the girl. 
She walked on slowly, her head bowed, 
unconscious of the menace that loomed behind 
her. 

Weldon fairly leaped across the room, flung 
open the door and pounded down the stairs, went 
running along the lower hall. He reached the 
front door and threw it open. As he dashed out 
onto the lawn he heard a shrill, far-off scream—
and there was stark fright and horror in the 
sound! 

Ahead he caught a glimpse of the cloaked 
figure struggling with the girl. His feet slid over 
the grass as he ran toward them, but before he 
could reach them they disappeared in the woods. 

Weldon ran on, trying to reach the spot 
where the two figures had disappeared with all 
possible speed. He halted, panting, as he arrived 
at the edge of the woods. Thick branches of the 
trees cast deep, black shadows. He listened 
tensely for some sound that would tell him which 
way the masked figure had taken its captive, but 
there was nothing save the moaning of the wind 
and the rustling of the leaves. 

He turned as he heard someone else 
pounding along the lawn in his direction. As the 
man came closer Weldon saw that it was the 
secretary. Dale paused as Weldon advanced 
toward him. 

“What’s happened?” demanded the 
secretary. “I thought I heard a scream.” 

“You did,” said Weldon. “A figure in a cowl 
grabbed one of the girls and disappeared in the 
woods. I was trying to discover which way they 
went.” 

“It’s Susan!” exclaimed Dale tensely. “She 
went out for a little walk. If anything has 
happened to her—” He broke off as another 
figure dashed toward them from the house. 

U 
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Jason Heath reached them, much excited. 
“The girls!” he shouted. “They are both 

missing! I left Simon searching the house for 
them after I had looked all over the place. What’s 
happened? Do you two know anything?” 
 

ELDON quickly told Heath what he had 
seen. The two men listened anxiously and 

it was the secretary who spoke when Weldon had 
finished. 

“We’ll have to search the woods,” said Dale. 
“There’s nothing else for us to do—though I 
haven’t much hope of it doing any good. There is 
at least two miles of rough country around here. I 
have often wondered why Mr. Martin built his 
house in such an isolated section.” 

“Because he loved Nature,” said Heath, 
bitterness in his tone. “All right—let’s start 
searching. Shall we separate?” 

“We can cover more ground that way,” said 
Dale. “You take the north side of the woods, 
Heath. You take the south, Mr. Weldon, and I’ll 
try and make my way through the center of this 
tract.” 

“I don’t like the idea of you giving orders, 
Dale,” snapped Heath. “Suppose you let Weldon 
and me decide about all this.” 

“I don’t happen to be a servant, Heath.” 
Dale’s voice was sharp. “I’m going the way I 
suggested—and I don’t give a damn what you 
do.” 

The secretary strode angrily into the woods 
and quickly disappeared in the shadows, though 
they could hear him crashing through the brush. 

“I don’t like that man,” muttered Heath. 
“Never did. But I’ll take the north.” 

A few minutes later Weldon was making his 
way through the woods to the south. He traveled 
slowly, but a full hour’s search brought no 
results. So he finally turned back. 

He could not shake the impression from his 
mind that there was a desperate need for haste. 
He had to find the twins as quickly as possible, 
for he was sure they were in some terrible 
danger. 

Weldon halted and suddenly ducked back 
against the trunk of a big oak. Here the shadows 
were so dense that there was little chance of his 
being seen. He heard someone coming through 
the woods off to his left. And for an instant the 

cowled figure loomed in the moonlight, then 
went on. 

Trying to move as quietly as possible, 
Weldon followed. He soon discovered that the 
man ahead was going in the direction of the old 
deserted monastery. Weldon cursed himself for 
not having thought of the place before. That 
might be where the cowled figure had taken the 
girls. 

The cowled man reached the old stone 
building and disappeared into the shadows. 
Weldon followed swiftly, trying to keep out of 
sight as much as possible, and managed to reach 
the entrance without being seen. From here he 
found that he could easily climb up the jutting 
stones of the wall to the roof above. 

Acting on a sudden hunch he made the 
ascent. There was a gaping hole in the roof—
through it from somewhere inside the monastery 
a faint light gleamed. He edged his way closer 
until he could peer down through the opening. 

Below a weird scene met his gaze. By the 
light of two oil lanterns that stood on the floor he 
saw that Sally Medford had been chained to the 
wall by her slender wrists, but it was what was 
happening to the other twin that sent a wave of 
horror sweeping over him. 

In the center of the room was a huge vat that 
appeared to be filled with boiling oil. Beside this 
was a windlass from which a stout rope ran up 
and crossed a beam in the ceiling close to the 
hole in the roof. The other end of the rope 
extended down over the pit of oil and it was 
fastened to Susan’s slender waist! 
 

HE cowled figure had thrown back his hood, 
and the bestial face of the half-wit servant, 

Simon, leered at the frightened, squirming girl as 
she dangled over the boiling pool. 

“Just like a fish on a hook,” rasped Simon 
gruffly, his hands holding the wheel of the hand-
operated winch so that the rope on the drum held 
the girl above the boiling oil. “I planned all 
this—found a way to keep a fire burning in the 
old furnace under the pit. It keeps the oil boiling, 
and when I let you down in that”—he laughed 
wildly—”you die!” 

Weldon realized that he had to act fast. He 
did not dare call out, or risk revealing his 
presence to the madman below. That might make 

W 
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Simon release his grip on the wheel of the 
windlass and Susan would be plunged into the 
boiling oil. 

He found that by holding on with his hands 
at the edge of the hole in the roof he could reach 
the heavy timber that ran across the ceiling. He 
made it, though his foot slipped on the beam and 
he nearly fell. He regained his balance and 
straddled the timber. 

“Simon, come here!” cried Sally, as she 
struggled against her chains. “I want to tell you 
something! A way that you can get a lot of 
money!” 

“Money!” exclaimed the madman. “That’s 
what Simon wants—lots of money!” He laughed. 
“Going to have it, after this is all over—and girls 
are gone.” 

Weldon groaned as Simon released his grip 
on the wheel. At any moment he expected to see 
Susan go plunging into the boiling vat. He 
breathed a sigh of relief as he discovered that the 
rope had not moved. The ratchet on the smaller 
wheel that held it in one position was locked. 

As the cowled man moved toward the other 
girl Weldon grabbed hold of the rope and began 
to pull it up. Fortunately the girl was slender and 
light and he was young and strong, so it was not 
as difficult as he had expected for him to draw 
her up to him. 

She had started to cry out when she found 
that the rope was drawing her upward—but when 
she glanced at the ceiling and saw Weldon’s face 
she made no sound. 

Simon turned and glanced up just as Weldon 
had drawn the girl up far enough so that he could 
reach out and lift her up on the beam beside him. 

Uttering wild curses the madman ran back 
toward the winch. He released the lock and again 
grabbed the wheel—but he was too late. Weldon 
had unhooked the clasp at the end of the rope 
from the strap that was around Susan’s waist. 
The girl was free. 

The sudden slack in the rope sent the 
windlass whirling around. The unexpected 
reversing of the winch caught Simon off balance 
and before he could recover his feet slipped. 
With a wail of terror he plunged into the vat of 
boiling oil that he had prepared for his victims. 

Susan shuddered and covered her face by 
pressing it against Weldon’s coat, while Sally 

uttered a shrill scream of horror as the cowled 
man disappeared beneath the surface of the 
boiling oil. 

Quickly Weldon released the heavy straps 
with the chain between them that had held 
Susan’s wrists behind her. 

“Can you hold on to the rope while I lower 
you?” he asked the girl. 

“I think so.” Susan shuddered as she gazed 
down at the vat. “But I don’t want to come too 
close to that horrible pit!” 

Weldon assured her that he would keep her 
as far away from the pit as possible. She grabbed 
the rope that the winch fortunately had not pulled 
completely off the beam and Weldon started to 
lower her. 
 

HEN the girl was halfway down, a man 
dropped through the opening in the roof 

and landed on the beam not far from Weldon. He 
caught a glimpse of the face of Jasper Heath as 
Martin’s nephew edged toward him. There was 
stark murder in Heath’s glittering eyes. 

“Thought you might put a stop to my plans,” 
Heath muttered. “Good thing I came here to see 
that everything was going all right.” 

Weldon was swiftly lowering the girl. Her 
feet struck the stone floor just as Heath lunged 
toward him, a glittering knife suddenly appearing 
in his hand. 

Weldon was forced to release his grip on the 
rope as the other man hit him with his body, and 
nearly knocked him off the beam. His fist lashed 
out and caught Heath on the jaw. Heath lost his 
balance and started to fall. Weldon reached out a 
hand and tried to grab him, but he was too late. 

Down plunged Heath, to land in the vat of 
boiling oil. He disappeared beneath the surface—
then came up, to thresh about for a moment 
beside the still body of Simon that was now 
floating on the surface. Then Heath, too, grew 
very still. 

Weldon took a hitch in the rope around the 
beam and slid down. The twins were shaking 
with appalled terror. 

Hastily he released Sally from her chains 
and hurried both girls out of the room of horror 
and out into the clear night air. 

“Heath planned the whole thing,” Weldon 
told the secretary later, when the four of them 

W
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were again in the old house. “He must have 
bribed Simon—told the half-wit that he would 
give him a lot of money if he killed the girls. He 
let Simon use his death vat method—because it 
was the sort of thing that only a crazy man would 
think of doing.” 

“I have read Mr. Martin’s will of course,” 
said Dale. “His fortune was to have been divided 
equally between his three heirs, but if the girls 
were dead Heath would have got it all.” 

“That was what he planned—and he 
probably intended to kill Simon after the servant 
had murdered the girls. Heath would have said it 
was self-defense, I suppose, that Simon had some 
sort of a revenge motive against the whole 
family.” Weldon frowned. “Hope we don’t have 
to drive over any freshly oiled roads on the way 
back to town. Even the smell would give me the 
jitters!” 

 


