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CHAPTER ONE 

Interrupted—By Death 
 

T came again, just when Hale thought the 
night visitor had given up and gone on. An 
insistent pounding, four short rings of the 

doorbell, shoes scraping impatiently on the 
porch. 
 The scientist groaned. From his 
hunched position by the telescope, he 
straightened to glower in the direction of the 
house. Of all times for callers... 
 His cameras were set, his telescope 
vigilantly following the full moon, and 
everything was in readiness for the finest lunar 
eclipse in many years. In the bright path of 
moonlight bursting through the open slot of 
the small observatory dome, Dr. Hale stood 
rigid and undecided, smoky-blue eyes 
pinching behind thin eye-glasses. If he left 
now, he would be sure to miss the most vital 
phase of the eclipse. 
 Finding hope in the repeated silence, 
he started to turn back. 
 Then there was the measured approach 
of footfalls on the graveled path connecting 
house and observatory. Hale swore softly, 
reached for the switch to the outside lights. He 
went out and gloomily awaited the man who 
was striding through the shadows. 
 His gaze went over the massively 
constructed figure. There was something in 
the heavy-jowled, tanned countenance that 
tugged at his memory. 
 The perspiring visitor wiped his mouth 
of perspiration beads. “Sorry to break in on 
you this way, Doctor,” he began. “The name’s 
Killeen—your nearest neighbor, you know...if 
two miles is ever near. God knows it wasn’t 
tonight!” 

 Hale remembered him, then, and 
smiled briefly. “Excuse my delay in 
answering,” he apologized. “Anything I can 
do for you?” But he was hoping there was not. 
Killeen was one of three men who, like 
himself, had built a laboratory up here off the 
Angelus Crest highway, not far from Mount 
Wilson. Seclusion was the object...but there 
were times when Hale wondered if he had 
gone far enough. 
 The thickset man stirred under a 
weight of apprehension. “We’re having a devil 
of a time with Ruskin,” he burst out at last. 
“That damned fever he picked up in 
Yucatan—it’s about got him licked tonight. I 
was wondering—would you mind having a 
look at him?” 
 A frown pulled Bale’s brows into a flat 
V. “That’s bad news about your partner,” he 
said earnestly. “But haven’t you got my title 
wrong? I’m a doctor of philosophy—not 
medicine. Pills are a little out of my 
province.” 
 “I know you’re not an M. D.,” the 
reply came shortly. “If you were, I wouldn’t 
be here! You’re the man they call the 
‘laboratory sleuth,’ aren’t you?” 
 John Hale admitted it. “But if I so 
much as recommended a cold cure, I could be 
arrested,” he supplemented. “I’m sorry. Better 
call a good—” 
 The other’s face fell into angry lines. 
“Ruskin’s dying, Hale,” he snapped. “We’ve 
had six different M. D.’s tell us he’s got a fatal 
tropic fever they can’t break. Naturally I don’t 
expect you to prescribe. But you’ve got a 
reputation for being able to solve any mystery, 
Hale. Are you going to let him die without 
even trying to help?” 
 The lithe, gray-haired man knew a 
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small shock of panic. Daily he had cause to 
regret the reputation that seemed to follow 
him like a hound of hell. An independent 
laboratory analyst five years ago, his brilliance 
had not gone unnoticed. 
 An admiring newspaper man had 
publicized his work and given him the 
nickname of “the laboratory sleuth.” 
Overnight he was swamped by offers from 
desperate men of industry and science. 
Fortunes were offered him if he could make 
good the promise of his sobriquet. Textile 
manufacturers wanted a moth-proof fabric; 
power companies asked him to find the cause 
of tremendous power losses; a hundred other 
voices clamored for his help. 
 With every success, his renown 
increased, and he had less and less time to 
himself. Even in criminal cases his influence 
began to be felt. But tonight—well, he hadn’t 
bought two dozen infra-red plates for nothing. 
Besides, Aristotle was his patron saint, not 
Hippocrates. 
 With a lift of his shoulders, he 
protested, “If I thought I could do any good 
whatever, I wouldn’t hesitate.” 
 “Then I’ll put it this way.” There was a 
hardness to the man’s jaw now. “We’re all 
men of science. You’re an all-’round scientist, 
we’re archaeologists. Ruskin’s a valuable man 
in Mayan subjects. For the good of science, if 
for no other reason, will you help us, Hale?” 
 The challenge admitted no refusal. 
Hale turned back to the observatory, 
muttering, “I’ll be right with you.” 
 
THE car’s headlights flashed briefly across a 
wilderness of uncut hedges and bushes to 
sweep over gray walls. It was an ancient place 
in the pre-war California bungalow style, the 
chief difference being in its ample size. Hale 
estimated there must be twenty rooms in it. 
 The door sprang open before them. 
The scientist’s nerves twitched in surprise at 

sight of the lovely dark-skinned girl who had 
admitted them. He tried to guess her race, but 
the full red lips, large eyes, and delicately-
moulded nose defied him. She looked most of 
all like a deeply tanned American girl, but 
some inherent difference was there. 
 Her voice, when she grasped Killeen’s 
arm and spoke hurriedly to him, was heavily 
accented. “Doctor Hammond—he is with Mr. 
Ruskin!” she breathed. 
 Hale watched fury rush into the 
archaeologist’s face. “That damned butcher!” 
Killeen ground out. “I told him....” He rushed 
off down a corridor at the right. 
 Faintly disturbed, John Hale followed. 
He labored under a feeling that things were 
not right here. There was a stifling, nauseating 
odor in the low-ceilinged house that enhanced 
the feeling. 
 In his mind he juggled the few, 
skeletal facts he had garnered. Killeen, 
Ruskin, and another archaeologist— Lucas 
Garlan—had only lately returned from a 
protracted stay in the Yucatan. The purpose of 
the expedition, he learned, was to discover the 
reason for the strange abandonment of many 
Mayan cities in the seventh century. Ruskin 
and Garlan, apparently, had contracted some 
tropical disease which had only appeared a 
month ago. Garlan, he was told, seemed to be 
recovering. 
 Then he was turning into a door 
through which loud, angry voices emanated. It 
was murky in the room, all the light being 
furnished by a coal-oil lamp, and at first he 
could not distinguish Killeen and the doctor. 
But the voices were plain enough. Hale set his 
bag down and waited. 
 “I told you if you ever showed up 
around here again,” the explorer was 
bellowing, “I’d throw you out bodily! And I 
wasn’t—” 
 “I’ve told you twice someone called 
me!” Doctor Hammond cut in acidly. “If you 
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think I enjoy this case enough to drive fifteen 
miles to break in unwanted...” His short, thin 
frame was stiff with indignation. Anger 
colored his sallow cheeks, made his blue eyes 
wide behind thick lensed glasses. 
 Now the scientist’s eyes went past the 
rigid figures to the quiet shape on the bed. 
Unobtrusively he moved across the room and 
stood looking down at the havoc disease had 
wrought in this man. Ruskin’s cheeks were 
hollow and his eyes glazed and feverish. His 
mouth was moving as though he wished to 
speak, but only labored groans resulted. 
 Hale knew a dying man when he saw 
one, and he was seeing one now. He felt 
useless, futile, and wished he had never given 
in to Killeen’s demands. Somberly he glanced 
about the room. 
 

HE wall paper was loose and looked still 
dingier in the lamplight. There were 

electric lights in the room, but none were 
burning. Even the rug seemed to be decaying 
under their feet. It came to Hale suddenly that 
he had seen such disintegration as this in 
tropical countries, where the walls molded 
overnight. In that same flash of understanding 
he realized how hot it was in here. He was 
sweating. 
 A rattling cough drew his gaze to 
Ruskin again. In an instant he had turned to 
call excitedly, “You’d better come over here, 
Doctor! He’s going!” 
 But in the moment before the 
physician reached the bed, he felt the burning 
force of Ruskin’s eyes on him. He shuddered 
as one of the hot, dry hands touched his own... 
then his pulse raced as a folded paper was 
slowly slipped into his palm. 
 Hammond hurried up to jostle him 
aside. Hale was on the point of looking at the 
paper when Killeen’s heavy breathing, inches 
behind him, caused his fingers to clamp on the 
note. He decided to wait. 

 Hammond was trying for a pulse. 
Hurriedly he procured a hypodermic syringe 
and swabbed the living skeleton’s arm with 
alcohol. 
 In Hale’s ears was the girl’s sobbing, 
then her footsteps as she rushed out of this 
room of death. Killeen croaked, “Can’t you do 
something, Hale?” 
 John Hale shook his head. “Perhaps if 
I’d come a week ago I might have helped by 
moving him out of this pesthole of a room.” 
 Hammond stood up, the syringe 
unused. “He’s gone,” he murmured. His 
manner betrayed relief. “I’ll fill out the death 
certificate and call the ambulance. Does either 
of you have the time? My watch has stopped.” 
 Hale frowned at his own timepiece. 
“Strange,” he muttered. “The same thing’s 
happened to mine!” 
 “It’s ten-thirteen,” Killeen cut in 
sharply. “Thanks for your help, Hammond.” 
Sarcasm still on his lips, he shook hands with 
Hale. “Sorry to have bothered you, Doctor. 
Just thought I’d better call you, as long as he 
wanted you.” 
 Wordlessly, a little disgusted, Hale 
went out, closing the door on the scene. Then, 
abruptly, he swung aside as a light touch fell 
on his arm, and the voice of the dark-skinned 
girl cut the silence: “Quickly! Come with 
me!” 
 It was in his mind to refuse bluntly. 
But then he saw the stark terror in her eyes, 
and he hastened to follow. 
 

CHAPTER TWO 
The Room of Terror 

 
UCAS GARLAN was staggering about 
his slatternly bedroom when they entered. 

He was a big man, but the flesh had wasted 
from his massive frame until he seemed to be 
all angles. A nightshirt hung grotesquely from 
him while he fought to get trousers on over it. 

T 
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 The girl gave a little cry and crossed 
the room to his side. By sheer force she 
gripped the man’s arms and forced him back 
to his bed. 
 His protests came in a painful croak. 
“No, Lana—no, damn it! I’m getting out of 
here before he kills me too!” 
 Tears streamed down the girl’s cheeks 
while she spoke soothingly to him. Hale laid 
his omnipresent black bag on the table. 
 For the first time Garlan saw him. He 
came upright in the bed and stared. His gaze 
took stock of the tall, bony figure of the 
scientist, of his keen blue eyes. He appeared 
half afraid. “Who—are you?” he put thickly. 
 “I’m John Hale,” the calm reply came. 
“Your—wife thought I could help. But if 
you’d rather I left...” He stood there 
undecided. 
 The girl’s thin, brown hands gently 
insinuated the sick man back on the mound of 
pillows. “I asked him to come, querido” she 
nodded. “Ruskin asked for him so long, I 
thought—maybe Dr. Hale—” 
 “Oh!” Garlan’s features flamed with 
excitement and hope. “You’re the man the 
poor devil was demanding all last week. Day 
and night I’ve heard him asking for ‘the 
laboratory sleuth’ ’til I thought I’d go crazy. I 
could hear him hollering clear in here.” 
Abruptly, the new courage in his face 
flickered out, “But I guess maybe he was 
wrong. I don’t hear him hollering now!” A 
bitter smile etched his lips. 
 The thought gripped Hale suddenly 
that here, if anywhere, was a man who needed 
his help. He found himself wanting to live up 
to the reputation he had earned. And because 
of that strong desire to restore hope to this 
pathetic couple, he went nearer and stood by 
the bed. “I’m not a doctor,” he asserted, “but 
I’m going to try to help you. As a matter of 
fact, I’ve seen things that make me think it’s 
not a doctor who’s needed here anyway!” 

HE eyes of man and girl were on him 
heavily. Garlan’s lips scarcely moved: “I 

think we’ve got the right man at that!” 
 Hale was laying things out of his bag 
onto the table. Setting up some delicate 
instruments, he spoke without turning. “You 
said something about getting out ‘before he 
killed you, too.’ Does anything make you 
think Ruskin’s death was due to something 
other than natural causes?” 
 “Two things gave me that notion. First, 
how have Lana and Killeen both escaped the 
fever? Of course, Lana, being a native of 
Yucatan, might have a natural immunity—but 
not Killeen. And there’s a reason why my 
death, like Ruskin’s, would be convenient.” 
 Hale’s eyes grew piercing behind gold-
rimmed spectacles. 
 Garlan shuddered with a racking chill. 
Grimly he went on. “I suppose I should keep 
my mouth shut, but why die with a secret like 
I’ve got on my chest? I’m going to ask you to 
treat everything I say just as though you were 
a physician, Hale—in strictest confidence.” 
 John Hale said, “Be assured I will.” 
 Garlan paused as though gathering his 
strength. His voice was lower when he went 
on. “You’ve been wondering about my wife, I 
suppose,” he suggested. “Lana is a Mayan—
almost a pure-bred Mayan. We met in one of 
the little mountain villages, and—well, we fell 
in love and were married. She knew what we 
were there for, and told me a legend her 
people have about the mysterious desertion of 
those cities. When they left, the story went, 
they buried vast quantities of gold somewhere. 
Just a story, we thought. 
 “But to cut it short, Hale, we found 
more gold under one of the temples than 
you’ll ever see! The trouble was ... it was in 
alloy form! What an alloy—!” his gaunt head 
wagged. “There isn’t a process in existence 
that will separate the gold from the other 
constituents of the mass. Those Mayans 
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weren’t so stupid. We fought with it for 
weeks, and finally brought the whole ton of it 
home. 
 “Killeen’s a clever devil in electricity, 
you know. So clever that he’s found a way to 
bring out the gold as pure as nuggets! I don’t 
know how he does it. It isn’t electrolysis, 
exactly. Whatever it is, we were just on the 
eve of refining the lot of it when we got sick.” 
 Hale nodded slowly, glanced down at 
the thermometer he had set up. Abruptly he 
seized it. “Odd!” he muttered. His gaze 
flashed to Garlan. “How hot would you say it 
was in here?” 
 Garlan groaned. “A hundred and ten, if 
my fever means anything!” 
 “It’s exactly sixty-two!” With perfect 
timing, a drop of perspiration fell from the end 
of the scientist’s nose. He touched his face to 
find he was sweating profusely. “Yet I’d 
swear it was a hundred and five,” he muttered. 
 Suddenly he reached into his bag and 
commenced pulling things out. His little black 
carry-all was famous wherever scientists 
gathered. In it Hale carried a hundred 
ingenious instruments, most of them of his 
own devising. 
 There was his spectroscopic pistol, 
which “shot” substances and flashed a 
spectrograph onto a strip of film in the breech. 
There were cameras loaded with films of 
various types. There were scales which could 
weight a period. And there was an 
electroscope, which he was un-casing now. 
 His rather bony face went sharp with 
eagerness as he set up the glass box in which 
two thin strips of gold leaf hung limp. Hale 
exposed the poles atop the instrument... and 
instantly the leaves of gold shot together. 
Again and again he tested it. The result was 
unmistakable. There was some radioactive 
substance in this house, or radiant energy of 
some sort! 
 Now he went to the wall switch and 

flipped it on. The lights did not respond. The 
same dim oil lamp continued to give the only 
illumination. A frown grew on his face. 
 “I thought—well, never mind what I 
thought,” he amended. “I can only say this 
with certainty: There is some unholy 
atmosphere in this house which is causing all 
these phenomena. Moldering walls, rotting 
rugs, watches stopping for no reason, lights 
out of order. These things aren’t natural. They 
have been...” 
 In the next moment the opening of the 
door brought his head around. 
 Killeen was standing in the portal. His 
flat, broad face masked his emotions. “The 
doctor’s leaving,” he said shortly. “Shall I take 
you back now?” 
 “Might as well,” Hale agreed. “There 
seems to be nothing I can do to help. Oh—one 
question! Is there a powerhouse somewhere in 
the neighborhood?” 
 A tension that was like a thing alive 
whipped through the room. Killeen breathed, 
“No, there is not. Did you... have some 
idea...?” 
 John Hale shook his head with forced 
nonchalance. “None at all. I just thought I 
might report your electric light trouble to their 
trouble-shooters. But if the primitive lamps 
don’t bother you, they certainly don’t me.” 
 The warmth of hope in his glance as he 
left caused a slight lessening of the anxious 
puckers in the dying man’s face. But when his 
gaze encountered Killeen’s frigid stare, their 
eyes locked for a fraction of a second like two 
carbon arcs which fuse angrily upon touching. 
In that instant Hale’s trained sensibilities 
flashed to his mind a message of partial 
success—and of vigilance. 
 

CHAPTER THREE 
The Walls That Lived 
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T was like coming from the turbulence of a 
madhouse into the sanctuary of a cathedral, 

to be once again in his walnut-paneled study. 
Hale left a single, vellum-shaded lamp 
burning, so that a brooding half-light dwelt on 
shelves of leather-bound books, and pictures. 
With his feet on the high end of the old couch 
and his head low, he lay in the attitude of 
complete repose which seemed to conduce to 
his best thinking. 
 But it was not until his tired brain had 
exhausted every angle of the case that he 
suddenly remembered the note the dead 
Ruskin had given him. 
 His fingers went to tugging the paper 
from his pocket. With his first look at it, 
bafflement came down on him like a blanket. 
A most unscientific exclamation burst from 
his lips: “Well, I’ll be damned!” 
 The note was simply a crude 
representation of a dynamo? Two lead-off 
wires, indicated by arrows pointing away from 
the machine, were labeled: “Output, 4,400 V.” 
Opposite to these poles were two others, in 
dotted lines. And these were marked only by a 
question mark. That was all. This was the 
message a dying man had fought to sketch and 
give to Hale. 
 The laboratory sleuth had never felt 
less like a shrewd investigator than he did in 
the five minutes he sat and stared at the 
pictograph. He glowered at it until his eyes 
ached, but his travailing mind bore only one 
conclusion: That Ruskin had not used a 
picture instead of writing merely to confuse 
him, but because he thought by drawing his 
message he could express an idea he would 
never have had strength to write out in full. 
 As he scrutinized the cryptogram, an 
old thread of thought recurred to him. Could 
this be Ruskin’s way of expressing the same 
questions he himself had asked about 
Einstein’s conservation of mass theory long 
ago? The theory, that the expenditure of heat 

or energy means an equivalent mass has been 
sublimated into the new form, always stumped 
Hale when he tried to apply it to electricity. 
What mass was reduced, and where, when 
great forces of electricity were unleashed? 
 Hale shook his head doggedly. Why 
would a dying man be worrying about 
physics? Then suddenly a new thought 
brought him up on his feet, to head for the 
observatory. 
 His photographic plates! He had set 
the cameras to take pictures at regulated 
intervals during the eclipse. Impatient and 
eager, he rushed into the business of 
developing the shots. 
 

UT that night of mysteries had not 
finished with Dr. Hale. 

 In all five pictures he had taken, there 
was not a trace of the moon. He found, on 
every plate, images of constellations and 
isolated suns, but not even a corner of Luna. 
 For a long time Hale stood looking at 
the drying prints, while strange panic stirred 
within him. For the clock-controlled telescope 
was still following the path of the moon when 
he returned. At least, it seemed to be. It was 
pointing straight overhead, where the satellite 
certainly appeared to be. Yet.... 
 Suddenly Hale sprang from the dark 
room to his telescope. His eye went against 
the eyepiece, and then he reeled back, 
stunned. The moon was not in the image in his 
reflector— 
 He left the structure and, gazing 
overhead, gaped at a moon which seemed to 
have declined twenty degrees to the east since 
he had looked at it last. He crossed the yard. A 
couple of hundred feet away the satellite was 
restored to its proper position, shifting across 
the sky even as he walked. When he returned, 
it slid back toward the horizon, moving 
backward to its usual direction. 
 John Hale began to understand, then. 

I 
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He found the constellations he had 
photographed and on a paper drew a line from 
them to his observatory. When he continued 
this line, it bisected the spot on which the 
Killeen residence stood. Hale regarded the 
little diagram for some time. His face did not 
exhibit any change of expression, but when 
finally he stirred, it was to go to his bag and 
take out a powerful .375 automatic pistol, 
capable of drilling half-inch steel, as well as 
less brittle substances. 
 He did not leave the house, however. 
He went thoughtfully to bed, and his last act 
on retiring was to lay the weapon carefully 
beneath his pillow. 
 

HERE was still a cold bite in the 
mountain air when Hale gained the 

brushy eminence a half-mile above his place 
the following morning. Somewhat to his 
surprise, he had found no need for the pistol 
during his few hours of sleep. Now, armed 
with field glasses as well, he stood and 
squinted down the mountainside, over the far-
off roof of his own house, to where the 
archaeologists’ place nestled among Monterey 
cypress and eucalyptus. 
 The line determined, he swung about 
and stared straight up the slope. After a 
moment his eyes glittered expectantly, and he 
began a hurried ascent to the little bare patch 
he had detected. 
 Eagerness gave tempo to his heartbeat 
as he gained the spot and scanned diffidently a 
slender steel rod projecting six feet from the 
ground. Near the shining pole was an iron 
trapdoor flush with the ground. 
 Hastily the scientist gripped the ring-
handle and swung back the door. Then he slid 
through the aperture. In the next moment he 
was standing rigid, in wondering 
contemplation of the weird setting, his feet 
ankle deep in a heavy, soft gravel. 
 The large room shivered to the 

whistling roar of two dynamos, half buried in 
the concrete floor. But the thing that struck 
Hale a sledge-hammer blow was the 
strangeness of the walls and ceiling. 
 They were literally alive with an 
unearthly glow that at first seemed a 
homogeneous mass, like a plaster of burning 
phosphorous. But as the blue-white glare 
ceased to blind him completely, he made out 
breaks in the walls of fire, and at last 
discovered the secret. 
 From the low ceiling, like unearthly 
stalactites, hung hundreds of glowing 
mercury-vapor tubes. In regular lines of purple 
globes, they covered every inch of the roof. 
The four walls were the same. Large tubes 
bristled in the fashion of parasitic growths. 
Their combined heat and glare was 
tremendous. 
 Hale’s first thought was, “What a 
waste of power!” For it was obvious that this 
many tubes could be needed by no earthly 
electrical equipment. They were simply 
burning up the energy as fast as the two 
dynamos could produce it. 
 It came to him slowly, then, the 
realization that waste was the raison d’etre of 
this strange powerhouse—that the dynamos 
and tubes were here for no other reason than 
to draw power through the great motors and 
dissipate it in the tubes! They were 
accomplishing nothing here, but down on the 
hill they were literally sucking the life from a 
man! 
 Suddenly Hale was turning to spring 
up the iron ladder. In the good clean air once 
more, he paused, as though girding himself for 
a fight. It was so clear now, so fiendishly, 
murderously clear! Killeen had much at stake, 
and unless he could get down there in a matter 
of minutes, he would have won it! 
 

CHAPTER FOUR 
Wealth of the Ancients 

T 
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ALE rang and pounded, and getting no 
immediate response he twisted the knob 

and flung the door wide. His blind rush carried 
him squarely into the path of the hurrying 
little Mayan girl. 
Lana wore the tragic marks of gnawing grief. 
Her black eyes burned feverishly beneath an 
unnaturally pallid brow. Her bloodless lips 
were creased into a bitter line. 
 The thought shocked Hale that he was 
too late. But with her first words he gained 
reassurance. 
 “Oh, Doctor Hale!” she sobbed. “He’s 
so...so weak. He says he doesn’t even want to 
fight any longer. He just lies there and doesn’t 
talk or move.” 
 Hale muttered, paradoxically, “Thank 
God!” His long legs carried him swiftly down 
the hall to the room of death. 
 It was utterly quiet when he entered. 
Not even the sick man’s labored breathing was 
audible. In the sickly daylight struggling 
through a tattered lace curtain, the room was 
sombre, dismally like a chamber already 
belonging to death. 
 The tired eyes of the explorer 
answered Hale’s voice by opening a slit. He 
was on the point of relapsing into semi-
consciousness when Hale’s tense words ran 
through the room like living fire. 
 “Garlan!” his tones lashed metallically. 
“You’ve got to get out of here. There’s death 
in this house!” 
 A hollow note of dry mirth broke from 
the other’s lips. “Guess I—already knew—
about that!” 
 “But you don’t understand what I 
mean!” Hale pursued. “Outside the house 
you’ll be safe. Here you’ll die!” 
 Garlan’s answer was to smile a little 
and close his eyes. 
 Hale’s desperate gaze flashed past 
Lana to the door. “Where is Killeen?” he 
wanted to know. 

 Taking heart at last, Garlan half 
struggled up from the pillows and croaked, 
“What’s that—devil—been doing?” 
 Hale seized his anger as a straw of 
hope. If he could only replace the man’s 
vanished strength of will with a temporary 
drive of hatred, he might be able to get him to 
his feet and out of here. 
 Now he bent close to him, fixed his 
keen blue eyes on the gaunt face. “Listen to 
me, Garlan,” he bit out. “You’re doing just 
what Killeen wants you to—quitting! Because 
when you join Ruskin, he’ll have won two 
treasures. One of them is the gold. The other 
is...Lana!” 
 Garlan’s lassitude dissolved in wild 
terror “Lana!” he choked. “He can’t—that 
damned—Hale, are you telling me the truth?” 
 John Hale repulsed his fierce stare 
with a level gaze. “Lana’s quite the most 
beautiful woman I’ve ever known,” he 
returned. “If I were of an envious turn of 
mind, I might conceivably watch you die with 
considerable satisfaction—especially with a 
fortune in gold also to be gained by your 
death. I might make myself so helpful to your 
widow that she could find a measure of 
consolation in my presence.” 
 Garlan had struggled up now, his limbs 
shuddering in a racking ague. “But how could 
he do it, Hale?” he croaked. “He hasn’t 
touched me. You can’t kill this way.” 
 “I can’t,” the scientists breathed, “but 
Killeen can! You told me he’d invented a 
process for refining gold electrically.[1] That 

 

 1Einstein postulated a long time ago that no 
display of energy can take place unless an equal mass 
of heat or energy has been sublimated into it. When a 
match burns, the wood, the chemicals, and the air 
around it go to make the new heat-energy. But what 
mass furnishes the flow of electrons necessary to drive 
an electric motor? Obviously this is what Killeen has 
discovered. 

H 
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same invention is killing you at this moment!” 
 

HEN it seemed the intent of shock must 
run on forever, Hale’s breathless tones 

laced the silence. “Ruskin gave me a strange 
clue when he died. Just sketch of a dynamo, 
but that picture was a diagram for murder! It’s 
the answer to how Killeen gets gold out of 
dross, just as it explains why Ruskin died. 
 “Killeen found a method of 
‘directionizing’ the flow of energy required by 
a dynamo. He was able to draw streams of 
electrons from any spot he wished. Thus he 
broke down the simpler elements in the gold 
alloys, while the heavier metal resisted this 
‘sucking’ force. 
 “But, Garlan, the human body offers 
poor resistance to the deadly field. For days 
you have been literally drained of your energy 
as the almost-free electrons in your tissues 
were torn away! Up oh the hillside I found the 
vicious machine which is focused on this 
house. I discovered it because the ray changed 
the refracting power of the air above my 
observatory and ruined my eclipse pictures.” 
 Garlan’s breath was coming in hoarse 
gasps. “But why hasn’t it hurt Killeen and 
Lana?” he protested. 
 “Because in other rooms of the house 
Killeen has secreted small amounts of some 
radioactive substance, which supplies the 
greedy rays with all they can take from that 
vicinity.” Suddenly he straightened. “Where is 
he? If he’s in this house, the sooner we can get 
you out the better.” 
 Garlan started to answer. 
Unexpectedly then he fell back on the bed and 
commenced breathing heavily, his bony hands 

 

 All elements in the periodic table are 
constantly breaking down into simpler ones, losing 
electrons as they do so. The total mass of electrons 
freed every second is tremendous. It is these freed 
electrons that are converted into the new energy.—Ed. 

clutching the covers. In the same instant Hale 
felt a deadly heaviness come over his own 
limbs. Before he knew it, he was sitting 
stupidly on the floor. 
 Through his paralyzed brain threaded a 
single thought: Killeen had tired of the game; 
he was ending it now by sending the full force 
of the ray into the house! 
 Invisible chains weighted him down as 
he struggled to his feet. He stumbled to the 
bed, seized Garlan and commenced shaking 
him. Every motion seemed to detract from his 
strength. “Garlan!” he muttered. “Garlan! Get 
on your feet, man! It’s your only hope!” 
 But Garlan was unconscious. Hale’s 
head pivoted as Lana’s body struck the floor 
with a soft thump. A groan forced itself 
between his clenched teeth. He got his arms 
under the limp form on the bed and tensed 
himself to the effort of raising the man. 
 His neck muscles stood out in cords as 
he strained. His eyes were tightly shut with the 
agony of desperation. The seconds jarred 
through him like hammer blows. But Hale’s 
bones were rubber, his muscles flaccid. He 
stumbled back and almost fell. 
 For a timeless interval he was unable 
to think. From some deep reservoir of strength 
there finally rose a new energy that stimulated 
mind and body. He turned and reeled from the 
room. 
 Hale reached his car and slumped to 
the running board. His eyes sought the slim 
rod of steel which was the source of this 
invisible death. He could not find it, but his 
brain conjured up the vision of a greed-crazed 
murderer at the controls of the machine. 
 Warm strength began to throb through 
his veins again, coloring the pallor of his 
cheeks. Doggedly he climbed into the car. The 
engine roared into life and he slewed out the 
driveway. 
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N John Hale’s vision, the trees and banks 
flanking the tortuous mountain road blurred 

into a solid gray-green. He took one hand 
from the wheel and got his powerful automatic 
out, laying it on the seat beside him. When he 
had reached the spot in the road nearest to the 
power-house, he stopped and sprang out. 
 Shrubs and rocks reared up like 
demons to stop him. Scratches crisscrossed his 
face and hands when he halted by the open 
trapdoor. Panting, he crouched and peered into 
the glaring interior of the room. 
 Aware of nothing but the menacing, 
high roar of the dynamos and the eye-aching 
force of the vacuum tubes, he squinted in vain 
toward the switchboard. But seconds were 
precious. If he waited until his vision cleared, 
it might be too late. 
 “Killeen!” he shouted. “Cut those 
switches, you fool!” 
 Suddenly, looming behind him, he 
made out the bulky form of the archaeologist. 
In the next moment he toppled headlong into 
the trap door opening from a blow on the 
head. A wrench fell beside him. 
 For an instant he lay dazed, then 
fought erect, gun in hand. 
 In one moment of horror he felt the 
gun torn from his fingers, saw Killeen’s flat, 
swarthy countenance materialize out of the 
blue-white void, heard his taunting voice. 
 “Sleuth yourself out of this, Doctor!” 
came the challenge. “I’m through enduring 
interference and delays. When I leave here the 
road will be clear for me. And you’ll have lost 
your first case!” 
 Hale’s mind plunged at top speed. 
Here was menace that would not be deflected. 
He was surprised at the calmness of his own 
voice when he spoke. 
 “Perhaps you are right. But if I lose it 
will not be because you have shot me with my 
own gun. I’ll have the satisfaction of seeing 
you die with me!” 

 Killeen had backed through the thick 
gravel to the control board. His eyes pinched. 
“Let’s talk plainly, Doctor,” he breathed. 
“After all ... it isn’t as though we were both 
going to leave here alive!” 
 “In fact,” Hale smiled quietly, “neither 
of us is going to leave.” His eyes shuttled to 
the dynamos, returned to capture Killeen’s 
hesitant gaze. “Do you know what you are 
doing here? Besides killing your partner, I 
mean? You’re drawing a terrific overload into 
those motors that the tubes can’t take care of. I 
wonder what will happen, Killeen, when the 
metal in those dynamos has absorbed all the 
radiant energy it can hold!” 
 Hale’s vigilant stare did not miss the 
subtle alteration of expression. But hope 
wilted as Killeen laughed. 
 “No use, Hale. I’ve worked every 
phase of this out. The tubes can handle any 
amount of power I can create. There isn’t the 
slightest....” 
 His last words trailed off as a low 
moan filled the room. It came from every part 
of the walls. And suddenly Hale knew what 
the sound was. It was the voice of the 
overloaded vacuum tubes substantiating his 
wild guess— And with that realization came 
utter darkness. The tubes had burned out. 
 It was not fear of the gun that sent 
John Hale scrambling for the trapdoor. It was 
a deeper terror. An incalculable load was 
pouring into the dynamos, and not being 
consumed. It was storing up like water behind 
a dam. He knew what was due to happen even 
before the motors shrieked and scraped their 
protest and ground to a stop. 
 A mounting green light flashed into 
the room. The dynamos swelled like huge 
green bubbles. Killeen stood frozen to the 
spot. The gun fell with a soft thud. 
 Hale sprawled on the ground outside 
and went scrambling on hands and knees from 
the trapdoor. Apprehension rode him brutally, 
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widening his eyes and jerking every nerve in 
his body. 
 Without warning it happened. A 
muffled boom, as of a door being slammed in 
a far part of a large house, caused Hale to 
whirl. A vivid column of green brilliance shot 
straight into the sky. It seemed to eat at the 
very earth beneath it. 
 Then like a flame leaping from a 
campfire, it detached itself from the ground 
and faded away, a green plume against the 
blue sky. 
 Hale climbed to his feet to approach 
the gaping hole. In blank amazement he 
halted. Suddenly he understood the reason for 
the gray gravel in the powerhouse. 
 Glittering crystals of pure gold now 

covered the entire base of the hole! Thin 
though the layer was, there were several 
fortunes down there, for the “gravel” had been 
the gold of the Yucatan. 
 Hale sighed. And mingled with his 
wonder was a deep satisfaction that it was 
over. Down in the glen a man and a girl would 
already be feeling the stimulation of renewed 
life. 
 It was just before he turned away that 
he saw something which made him realize 
how efficiently the ray had done its work of 
burning out the dross it touched. In the middle 
of the golden sand, like a footprint in the 
snow, was the sprawling impression of a 
man’s prostrate body.... 

 


