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Science discovered him—this strange, prehistoric forebear of man—who had been preserved 

in the Siberian wastes. Now science was prepared to withdraw him from suspended animation. 
But the scientist was found dead, mutilated, and the cave man was running amuck—though 

he had died 100,000 years ago. 
 

OBBLING like a hunched, misshapen 
gargoyle in the gloom, electric torch 
swinging from side to side, their 

guide led them down a cavernous corridor. 
Hazel Holly’s slim fingers tightened in a 

nervous grip on Carl Chapin’s arm. Her 
piquant face, usually so vivacious beneath the 
mop of curly red hair, was tense with vague 
uneasiness. 
 Moistening her lips, she said faintly: 
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“Ghostly old place at night, isn’t it? Gives me 
the creeps—” Gasping, she pointed: “Look! 
It’s horrible!” 
 “Where?” Chapin caught her close, fist 
balled protectively. “Oh, that.” He chuckled. 
“It’s only a Cave Man Group.” The swaying 
light had eerily illuminated a frightful visage 
peering from the nearest glass-walled case. 
 Sam Krause, crippled janitor of the 
City Museum, paused to laugh. His cackle of 
mirth raised hollow echoes in the vaulted 
marble room. “Handsome, ain’t he? All hair 
and no forehead, with a jaw on him like a 
hog’s. But a lady killer in his day, I betcha, a 
million years ago.” 
 “What a lover!” Hazel shuddered, then 
managed a smile. “Some day I’m going to do 
a Sunday magazine article on the Wooing of 
Prehistoric Women. I never believed that old 
stuff about cave men batting their sweeties 
over the heads with clubs.” 
 “Once a sob sister,” Chapin jeered, 
“always ready to find some good in every bad 
little boy. But it’s a swell idea. When Doctor 
Ober called me, tonight, he was all hopped up 
over some specimen his expedition brought 
back from Siberia. He may have the makings 
of a Stone Age love story in which your 
Chronicle fans would revel.” 
 Following the janitor, they descended 
dimly lighted basement stairs. Halting before a 
workroom door, Krause gestured. “Ober’s in 
there, him and Monkton, waiting for you to 
come before they open the prize package.” He 
clucked disparagingly. “Don’t know what he 
found to get him so excited, unless it’s a lot of 
old bones.” 
 They entered. Doctor Richard Ober, a 
stocky man of middle age, iron gray hair and 
bearded, rushed forward exclaiming: 
 “My friend! For you the scoop of a 
lifetime! My debt to you and the Daily 
Chronicle shall be well repaid.” 
 “It was nothing much,” Carl Chapin 

demurred, wryly remembering a certain 
divorce action in which his beat on 
embarrassing developments was summarily 
hushed. “But I’m obliged to you. This is Miss 
Hazel Holly, one of our feature writers. Tell 
us what wonderful thing you have found. 
Something rare, no doubt?” 
 “Rare!” Explosively, bitterly, the word 
burst from the lips of Doctor Leo Monkton, a 
lean, bald skeleton of a man who shared the 
curatorship of the museum with Ober. “The 
most tremendous find in the history of 
science! I would give half my life to have 
been the excavator. And had I not fallen 
sick—” Envy edged his words. “It would have 
been my year to go abroad.” 
 Doctor Ober clapped him on the back, 
exclaiming jovially: “Wait till you see! More 
fame in it for you than me, old comrade. For I 
have brought proof of the marvelous accuracy 
displayed in your reconstructions from, bones 
previously found.” He smiled at Hazel and 
Chapin. “Even to him I would not show this 
epoch-making discovery until you were here 
to view it.” 
 He turned to Krause, the janitor. “You 
prepared the truck? Fetch it into the next 
room. We shall open the refrigerator.” 
 

HEY filed into an adjoining A chamber. 
Chapin eyed a curious arrangement of 

electric wires, transformers, and switches 
clustered about an insulated frame suspended 
from the ceiling. Doctor Monkton, also 
regarding it, muttered: 
 “Is it this upon which he has been 
working in secret? What new madness—” 
 Ober interrupted him with upraised 
hand, fairly beaming in his excitement. “Wait! 
I haven’t told you half—” To Krause, who 
came pushing a four-wheeled carrier he 
ordered: “Back it against the refrigerator door. 
We’ll slide the case out upon it.” 
 A solid wooden crate like an 
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undertaker’s rough box, bulky and ponderous, 
and dripping with moisture, was dragged into 
position upon the truck with a block and 
tackle. After shoving the affair into the center 
of the room beneath a brilliant light, Doctor 
Ober attacked it with an iron bar and ripped 
away pine sheathing to disclose a glistening 
mass. 
 “There!” he panted. “I found him 
preserved by nature in the frozen wastes of 
Atlantic Siberia. “In a great cake of ice I kept 
him frozen solid, immediately following 
excavation. I have brought him back in a 
perfect state of preservation. 
 “The Dawn Man! Ach! He lapsed into 
the German of his boyhood. “It is beyond 
belief, yet it is true, for there we see him in the 
actual flesh just as he was at the beginning of 
Time.” 
 A low cry of pure wonder burst from 
Hazel Holly’s parted lips. “He looks alive,” 
she faltered. “As though asleep—” 
 Carl Chapin, fascinated, stared in 
silence. Through the clear ice one could 
almost count coarse and bristling hairs which 
covered the body of a beastlike thing 
resembling an ape, but little less than a man. It 
bore a striking resemblance to the lifelike 
reconstruction of a similar creature in the case 
upstairs. Doctor Monkton, leaning with palms 
pressed against the ice cake to study the 
corpse more closely, nodded. 
 “Just as I dreamed it. I knew the Dawn 
Man would look like that.” Turning to Ober he 
demanded: “Tell me again—about how you 
discovered him. Why you preserved him so?” 
 “It was in that vast stretch of Siberian 
tundra,” Doctor Ober said, “where have been 
found so many carcasses of the hairy 
mammoth. Ah, that gave me my great idea! 
Do you not remember”—he seized Carl 
Chapin’s arm—“in your paper and many 
others it was published but a year back. A 
news story that told how the natives living in 
that region of eternal cold hacked great hunks 

of meat from one of the frozen bodies and 
found it fresh enough to eat when thawed. 
Caught in some devastating fall of 
temperature ages ago, the mammoth’s flesh 
had remained in its original state for thousands 
of years. So has this hairy fellow’s.” 
 “Still,” muttered Monkton, “why risk 
keeping your Dawn Man refrigerated? Why 
didn’t you embalm him? I do not 
understand—” 
 “But you shall! Ach!” Ober’s face 
reddened with a curious intensity of feeling. 
“If my plan succeeds it will make me almost 
like Gott! If I do it—” He broke off, 
ejaculating: “Where is that janitor? Krause! 
Go out and close the door. There are things I 
do not want you this night to hear.” 
 

AZEL HOLLY edged close to Chapin 
and clung to his arm, raw fear glinting in 

her eyes. Doctor Monkton was regarding Ober 
narrowly, his expression one of mingled doubt 
and suspicion. Casting a quick glance aloft at 
the electrical paraphernalia, he grumbled 
inarticulately. Chapin blurted: 
 “What do you mean—about a plan?” 
 Doctor Ober leaned forward, 
whispering: “This part you may not publish 
yet. But—suppose that man could be made to 
live again? Think of what it would mean if he 
possessed human intelligence and could be 
taught a simple language! If he could talk to 
us about life in the very dawn of evolution! 
Oh, I tell you it almost frightens me—” 
 “Madness!” Monkton shouted, 
violently. “The man is insane!” 
 “No, no, my friend.” Ober’s voice 
boomed heartily. “Such things have been 
done. There is a suspension of animation in 
freezing without destruction of tissue. The 
only difficulty lies in careful thawing. 
Animals have been frozen and restored to life. 
What matters the length of time?” He smiled 
at Carl Chapin. “Please do not make too much 
of the scoop I am giving you. An exclusive 
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story of the Dawn Man you can tell in the 
morning, but not of my plan. That experiment 
shall be conducted tomorrow night before a 
group of scientists and representatives of other 
publishing houses. Now, let us put the ice 
cake back into the refrigerator.” 
 Stunned by the enormous news 
possibilities of the proposal, Hazel Holly 
scarcely had caught her breath after they 
hailed a cab and started back to the Chronicle 
office. When she spoke, true to her reporter’s 
instinct, she said: 
 “I wonder what the Dawn Man would 
think of a modern girl? That’s my story. How 
he would like her, treat her, make love to 
her—” 
 “Crazy kid,” Carl Chapin growled. “I 
hope you never find out.” He was moved by a 
premonition of impending horror. “Suppose 
Ober succeeds and that creature gets loose to 
prey upon the community? Of course, it’s 
impossible. But only evil may come of trying 
to change the Almighty’s plan.” 
 

 JANGLING telephone bell roused Hazel 
Holly from six o’clock slumber. “That 

you, Carl?” she queried, drowsily, recognizing 
his voice, but misunderstanding his excited 
outburst. “Of course the story has stirred up 
talk, but why waken me— What’s that?” 
 She sat erect, wide-eyed, listening to 
his broken sentences: “Murder at the museum! 
Something weird! A man just called the 
police, and the office ’phoned me.” 
 “Maybe,” Hazel hazarded, “some 
employee found the body of the Dawn Man. 
Perhaps the ice melted—” 
 “It’s more than that! Jump into your 
clothes, and I’ll pick you up in ten minutes.” 
 They parked behind a squad car at the 
foot of the museum steps and joined a group 
of disgruntled newspaper men near the door. 
Two blue-coated figures denied entrance to 
one and all, explaining: 

 “The lieutenant’s in there. Orders are 
to keep everybody out. “You’ll have to wait 
for him.” 
 When that officer appeared a few 
moments later, accompanied by the crippled 
janitor, he shook his head. 
 “Nobody gets in yet. Nobody, do you 
hear? Until after the medical examiner has a 
chance to do his stuff. It’s ghastly!” 
 Vociferously, the legmen clamored: 
“Who was murdered? How was he scragged? 
Where is the killer?” 
 Carl Chapin had caught the janitor’s 
eye. Krause gestured meaningly. Chapin 
seized Hazel’s arm and piloted her away from 
the noisy crowd. Making sure they were not 
followed, he led her round a corner and up an 
alley to the rear basement door. Soon it 
opened a crack, and Krause peered out. 
 “Seeing you were here last night,” he 
whispered, “and Doctor Ober wanted you to 
have the first story, I’m going to take a chance 
and let you in. He’d want it that way.” 
 Heedless of their breathless questions, 
he led them through the furnace room into the 
workshop beyond. Hazel screamed. Chapin 
swore. Sickened, they stared at the awful thing 
upon the floor. 
 “It’s Ober!” Chapin said, hoarsely. 
“Hacked and torn to pieces!” 
 Hazel whimpered: “Some—some of 
him is gone!” 
 The bare and bloody body was lacking 
an arm and strips of flesh were missing. The 
sodden floor was dotted with pools of water. 
Goer’s electrical apparatus had been wrecked 
and was strewn all about. 
 “The police,” muttered Krause, “claim 
it’s the work of that moron who killed so 
many folks with an axe a couple of months 
ago and never was caught. They think he saw 
Ober working here alone and sneaked in to 
kill him. But, I know better. It wasn’t no 
human!” 
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HERE came a rush of footsteps on the 
basement stairs. Doctor Leo Monkton 

burst into the room, followed by the lieutenant 
and two detectives. At sight of the corpse he 
loosed a sharp cry of consternation. 
 “Oh, my heavens! Ober! Who did 
this?” 
 One of the officers pointed to Chapin 
and Hazel, exclaiming angrily: “What are they 
doing in here?” 
 “The back door was unlocked and we 
just walked in,” Chapin said soothingly. “No 
use making a fuss about it. Doctor Ober was a 
friend of mine.” 
 Monkton strode up and down the floor, 
running tense fingers through his hair, 
mourning bitterly. 
 “I should have stayed with him last 
night! Oh, why didn’t I stay? Why did he 
insist upon working? When my chauffeur 
came for me, I hauled Krause home—” The 
janitor nodded. “I tried to induce Ober to ride 
along, but he would not go. He wanted to 
finish writing a paper before attempting the 
experiment planned for tonight—” 
 Abruptly, Monkton broke off, gazing 
aloft at the wrecked electrical arrangements. 
His burning glance swept toward the 
refrigerator, then to the mutilated body. He 
groaned: 
 “Not that! Oh, heavens—not that! It’s 
impossible!” 
 The police blurted questions. Carl 
Chapin sensed the gruesome thought in his 
mind, grasping the full portent of the murder. 
Doctor Monkton rushed to the refrigerator 
door, which hung slightly ajar, flung it open. 
The wheeled carrier stood empty, the ice had 
melted, a burning light disclosed nothing 
more. He cried: 
 “The Dawn Man is gone!” 
 Stunned by the possibilities, Chapin 
muttered: “Ober succeeded.” 
 “Yes,” Monkton groaned. “And it 
killed him. After he brought it back—” 

 Hysterically, Hazel Holly pointed: 
“Don’t you understand? Horrible! Its first 
thought on wakening— Oh, it was hungry!” 
She hid her face against Chapin’s shoulder, 
revolting at the meaning of the missing shreds 
of flesh. 
 Leading her out of the grisly chamber 
Chapin hurried to his car and raced toward the 
office, hoping to be first on the street with an 
extra, envisioning headlines as he drove. 
 

MUSEUM MONSTER AT LARGE 
BRUTE OF SIBERIAN BOGS REVIVED 

PRIMITIVE MURDERER MENACES CITY 
 
 Even now, over his short-wave set, he 
heard police headquarters sounding a general 
alarm. With a sidewise glance at Hazel, he 
muttered: 
 “You wondered how the Dawn Man 
would treat a girl. Maybe we’ll soon find out. 
I shudder at thought of the instincts which will 
drive him.” 
 “You mean—” she nodded. “The 
primal urges.” 
 “Hunger,” Chapin rasped. “He 
satisfied that.” And next. . . .” 
 

HROUGHOUT a lurid day the city had 
shuddered over newspaper forecasts of 

the monster’s probable depredations. There 
were prophecies of terror, assault and murder 
to come when the Dawn Man prowled under 
cover of darkness. Police had combed every 
hole and corner of the town without 
discovering a clue to his hiding place. At 
nightfall Carl Chapin and Hazel Holly sat in 
the office of the Chronicle nervously awaiting 
some development. Chapin said: 
 “I suspected Krause, at first. Just 
because he looks queer. Even thought it might 
have been Monkton, moved by jealousy. But 
they both proved that they slept at home. 
Impossible as it seems, Ober must have 
brought the Dawn Man back to life. Now, I’ve 
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a hunch something ghastly is about to break. 
When it does, you stay here and handle 
whatever I give you by phone.” 
 “Over your by-line? Like ducks!” She 
had recovered her impish grin. “Whither thou 
goest—” 
 “Hey, Chapin!” some one shouted 
from the adjoining room where a crap game 
was in progress. “Call for you on this wire. A 
guy with a spooky whisper. Maybe it’s the 
Dawn Man—” 
 It was Sam Krause. Stuttering with 
excitement, his voice shrilled in the receiver: 
“You oughta see what I found in the ashes. 
Only you gotta slip me fifty dollars. It’s worth 
it—ringing you up ahead of the police. For 
heaven’s sake, hurry.” 
 “Okay.” Heart pounding, Chapin hung 
up carelessly, lit a cigarette, strolled toward 
the door. To Hazel he said as he passed: “I’ll 
ease over to police headquarters and hang 
around for a while. You stick here.” 
 But she was almost treading on his 
heels when he reached the sidewalk, her perky 
hat over one ear and trench coat trailing. 
 “You’re not fooling me,” Hazel 
snapped. “I can tell by the look in your eye! 
Where was he seen? What happened?” 
 “It was Krause,” he said, impatiently. 
“Something’s up. I don’t know what. But, for 
fifty bucks it’d better be good. If you had to 
come, why didn’t you do it quietly. Those 
mugs upstairs will follow us.” 
 “Nobody saw me leave. Here’s a taxi. 
To the museum? Gosh! I wonder what the 
janitor found? Maybe the Dawn Man’s 
hideaway—” She bubbled with speculations. 
 “The alley entrance,” Chapin said to 
the driver. He helped Hazel out at the nearest 
corner. “Black as a tunnel back there. I wish I 
had a gun. Why the devil did you have to tag 
along?” 
 The furnace-room door was locked. 
No one answered in response to Chapin’s 

continued hammering. “Queer,” he grumbled. 
“Maybe the damned thing got him. And 
Krause hadn’t called the police—” 
 A window opening on a coal chute 
creaked in the breeze. “Hold this up for me,” 
Chapin snapped. “I’m going to have a look 
inside. Run for help if you hear me yell.” 
 He slid down the metal incline, landed 
upon a rattling heap of fuel. Beyond the dusty 
bin, the cellar was dark, although a faint 
illumination from an open draft in the boiler 
broke the gloom. Softly, he called Krause’s 
name, heard no reply. The place seemed 
deserted. Opening the outer door, he found 
Hazel trembling with expectancy. 
 “Listen,” he whispered. “Just to please 
a guy who loves you, go back to the office. I’ll 
poke around here a little, phone you if I find 
anything, then call the cops.” 
 She pushed past him. “Go back—and 
leave you here to get your brains beaten out 
with a club? Nothing doing.” She clung to his 
arm. “Dare we turn on a light?” 
 He fumbled for a switch and found it. 
The resulting flare brought a choking gasp to 
Hazel’s lips. 
 “Another one! It did the same thing 
again—” She scared, mouth distended with 
horror. “The creature eats them!” 
 “Poor Krause. Never had a chance,” 
Chapin said hoarsely. “Skull crushed like an 
eggshell.” He darted anxious glances toward 
dark corners beyond. “The cripple was trying 
to escape. See the keys in his hand.” 
 

E approached the mutilated corpse upon 
the floor, stomach churning with 

revulsion. Retrieving the keys he gave them to 
Hazel, entreating: 
 “Take these, lock the door from 
outside, and hurry to the nearest telephone. 
There’s a drug store at the corner. Call Jack 
Scott and tell him to get here in nothing flat. 
Then, you stay away from this morgue—” 
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 “But”—she eyed him suspiciously —
“don’t you want me to call the police?” 
 “Not just yet. They’ll give me hell, but 
we can’t miss a chance like this. Got to get 
pix! Tell Scott to grab his camera and step on 
it.” 
 “You’re not going to stay.” She seized 
his arm, pulling him toward the door. “That 
creature is hiding here—” 
 “Of course.” Chapin picked up a heavy 
shovel. “That’s our story. I won’t let him get 
away.” 
 “Are you crazy?” Hazel’s whisper was 
sharp with alarm. “He’ll kill you, too!” 
 “Not a chance. I’m going to hide over 
there in that dark corner and bop him on the 
head when he appears. The Dawn Man will 
come back when he thinks we’ve gone. I’ll 
capture him, and we’ll put over a real scoop 
on other sheets and the police! On second 
thought, you needn’t lock the door. He 
wouldn’t know enough to open one, and I 
might want out.” 
 Hazel was whimpering with fright. 
Switching off the light, he led her to the alley 
entrance, urging: “Get hold of yourself. I’ll be 
all right. Remember! Call Scott and build a 
fire under him. Then, go back and wait” 
 “You big lug!” she gasped, brokenly. 
“If I didn’t love you so much, I’d hope he 
catches you. You’re a reporter. Your job is to 
write the story, not to be the hero of it! Wait 
outside here in the alley, at least until Jack 
arrives. Then, there’ll be two of you against 
him—” 
 She took his angry grunt for assent and 
hastened away. Carl Chapin hefted the shovel, 
cautiously re-entered the dark furnace room 
and closed the door. Ears straining, he listened 
for any sound that might disclose the Dawn 
Man’s presence. Keeping well within the 
thicker shadows, avoiding the gory mess on 
the floor, he crossed over to a corner, where 
he could not be set upon from the rear and 
waited for the monster to appear. . . . 

 Hazel Holly ran down the alleyway, 
keys jangling, sick with worry over Chapin’s 
folly. “He’ll go back in there,” she panted. “I 
know he will, darn him! And get killed. 
Maybe eaten—” Fear lent speed to her racing 
steps. 
 “Swell!” chortled Jack Scott, when she 
spoke to him on the drug-store phone. “I’ve 
photographed kings and queens and crooks 
galore, but never nothing like your bog brute, 
honey. I’m on my way!” 
 Hazel stood undecided, rebelling at 
Chapin’s instructions. “Go to the office?” she 
exclaimed. “And leave him alone with that 
thing? I’m going back—” 
 To the front entrance, this time, she 
sped while a plan was forming in her mind. 
Creeping up the wide stone steps, she tried 
key after key until one fitted the big door. 
Opening it noiselessly, leaving it hanging 
wide, she peered about the shadowy interior, 
wondering if the monster would grasp the 
opportunity to escape should he be lurking 
near. 
 Sober second thought indicated that 
the creature would stay below stairs. Kicking 
off her pumps she started along the corridor in 
stocking feet, hugging close to one wall, heart 
hammering in her throat. At worst, she could 
shout a warning; to Chapin if the Dawn Man 
appeared, or render a little aid if the brute 
attacked him. 
 Hazel’s tempestuous breathing 
sounded loud in her own ears. The rustle of 
skirts seemed enough to betray her presence to 
an alert, wild thing. Suppose it could see in the 
dark? Many beasts possessed that faculty, why 
not a primitive man? Flesh crawling with 
dread she tried to make herself small, 
crouching low and moving with great caution. 

A
 

 HEAD, there! What was it? That dark 
shape against the square of a window! It 

moved! Hazel’s nails dug into her palms. 
Wanting to scream, she dared not. Numb with 
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fright, she watched the shadow disappear in 
the direction of the basement stairs and 
followed. It passed another window through 
which a distant street light shone. 
 Hazel tensed with horror, and a prickly 
feeling crossed her scalp at sight of a hairy 
animal form waddling with arms extended, 
one fist clenching a stone-headed club. 
 Familiar weapon! Found it upstairs, no 
doubt, in the cave-man exhibit. Sure to kill 
Carl— Thoughts snapped through her mind 
fearsomely. Perhaps it had hidden throughout 
the day in the Cave Man Group, overlooked 
among similar figures! 
 Torn between a desire to run for help 
and the wish to warn Chapin, yet fearing to 
scream, Hazel moved on tiptoe in wake of the 
monster. She paused at the head of the 
stairway to listen. 
 Below loomed a black void. Had the 
Dawn Man made his way through the bottom 
doorway? It must be open. She could hear no 
sound. Step by step, shaking with terror, she 
stole downward. Groping hands told her the 
door hung ajar. She edged forward into the 
corridor and halted again, trying to control the 
chattering of her teeth. 
 On beyond, dimly, a faint red glow 
identified the furnace. A somber shape cut off 
the light. She recognized the silhouette 
previously seen before the window. Where 
was Carl Chapin? Had he waited outside in 
the alley? Doubting it, she forced her leaden 
feet ahead, came to the last doorway, heard a 
hideous slavering and mumbling as the 
creature bent over the bloody corpse. 
 While she stifled the scream that 
gushed up to her lips, it moved toward the 
furnace, fumbled at the iron door, jerked it 
open. A low growl of rage emanated from the 
creature’s throat when, as Hazel surmised, its 
fingers were scorched. 
 In the flare of ruddy light, she could 
see every detail of the tall but grotesquely 

hunched figure, bent half to the ground, arms 
swinging like an ape’s. A coarse mane of hair 
reached up from its bowed neck. Hair as long 
as a bear’s covered the body. The stone war 
club swung like a pendulum from its hairy fist. 
Waddling back to the gruesome remains of 
Krause again, it began picking and pawing at 
the mangled flesh, mouthing guttural sounds 
that made Hazel cringe. 
 Out of the shadows a second shape 
came stealing. Carl Chapin! He brandished the 
shovel. Hazel’s lips opened wide to shriek a 
warning, but she dared utter no sound. 
Frantically she prayed that he might deal an 
effective blow. But, leaping sidewise like an 
agile beast, the Dawn Man dodged a flailing 
sweep of Chapin’s weapon. Roaring, it 
crashed the stone club against the reporter. 
 Chapin’s knees buckled, he fell to the 
floor. Paralyzed by the shock, Hazel stood 
rooted to the spot, no cry rising from her fear-
constricted throat. The Dawn Man grasped 
Chapin by the collar and dragged him to the 
alley door. One heave sent the limp body 
rolling into outer darkness. 
 Then Hazel Holly’s pent up emotions 
crystallized in a quavering, shriek which she 
could not repress. The Dawn Man whirled 
toward her, head outthrust, teeth glinting in 
the firelight. Mad with terror, loosing scream 
after frenzied scream in her flight, Hazel ran 
toward the stairs with the vicious thing in 
swift pursuit. 
 Thudding footsteps drew close as she 
climbed, slipping and stumbling in the 
darkness. Down the open stretch of the main 
floor she had no chance. The monstrous 
creature seemed but an arm’s length behind,’ 
she could hear gaping breath. She dodged 
between great glass cases, blundered against 
an open door, darted inside as her pursuer 
lunged past. Casting an anguished glance 
about, Hazel shuddered. A hairy shape 
towered above her. In the group of Cave 
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People she had found refuge. Where the Dawn 
Man had hidden! And he was sure to return— 
 A vague mass loomed at the doorway. 
A gaunt arm reached for her, strong fingers 
groping, clutching. With a strangled scream 
rasping across her dry lips, Hazel Holly 
fainted. 
 

ARL CHAPIN, crumpled upon alley 
paving blocks, quickly regained 

consciousness. He marveled that he had not 
been crushed by the Dawn Man’s blow. 
Struggling to a sitting position he heard a 
girl’s faraway cry. Hazel! He was sure of it. 
But how on earth came she to be within the 
building? 
 Staggering erect, he fell against the 
door, found it locked. More screams, 
deadened by distance. He guessed the course 
of her flight, remembered the keys, knew in 
his heart that she would never reach the street. 
 Raising the coal chute window again, 
he wriggled through the narrow opening, slid 
down into the furnace room. Strength 
returning, he raced for the stairs, pausing only 
at the top to listen for sounds within the 
mammoth-chamber. 
 Silence blanketed the marble halls. On 
noiseless feet he strode toward the front. 
Halfway to the door he saw a shadowy form, 
emerge from one of the glass cases. 
Recklessly, he yelled at it and leaped forward 
to grapple with the hairy monster. Drawing 
back a hairy arm, the Dawn Man hurled his 
stone club. The shaft grazed Chapin across the 
shins, with just enough force to send him 
sprawling, the weapon underneath. But he had 
no chance to rise. The plunging creature flung 
itself upon him. 
 Coarse, bristling hair damped across 
his mouth and nostrils when the Dawn Man 
hooked a forearm about his throat and sought 
to choke him. Chapin drove blow after blow 
into the creature’s middle, heard grunts of 
pain, felt the throttling grip relax. 

 Heaving himself to his feet, he 
procured the club and swung it, but his 
adversary ducked. Again they were locked in 
a lethal embrace, slipping and scuffling upon 
the polished floor. Chapin’s foot smashed a 
glass case, and the next lunge of their straining 
bodies sent it toppling with a splintering crash 
that echoed like thunder in the room. 
 Chapin, catching the killer’s arm in a 
hammerlock, cried exultantly: “You’re not so 
damned tough! I’ll take you yet.” 
 The Dawn Man writhed out of the 
punishing grip. Chapin slashed at him with the 
stone bludgeon, felt a crunching of bone. The 
hairy form slumped and lay inert. 
 Chapin shouted Hazel’s name, heard 
no answer. Running his hand along the nearest 
pillar he uttered a cry of thanks. There was an 
electric switch. Lights blazed. He saw the 
open door of the Cave Group and ran to peer 
inside. 
 Doctor Leo Monkton’s reconstructed 
Dawn Man glared at him as viciously as its 
living counterpart. The bent figure of a Stone 
Age female knelt beside the mounted carcass 
of a slain deer. Beneath a rude hut of boughs 
slumbered the replica of an infant swathed in 
skins, and upon a pallet of furs lay a sleeping 
Dawn Woman, naked save for a natural 
growth of shaggy hair. 
 Helplessly, Chapin groaned: “Hazel! 
Where are you?” 
A muffled moan made him jump with alarm. 
His eyes bulged, staring at the recumbent 
female figure. It moved! He stepped forward, 
hesitantly, doubting. Then hope lighted his 
countenance and he exclaimed: 
 “Hazel! Now I understand.” 
 “Carl! Thank heavens, h« didn’t kill 
you.” 
 The hairy form on the pallet sat up. 
Hazel Holly’s pale face greeted him. Chapin 
sprang to her side, tearing away the rough skin 
covering which had been hastily wrapped 
around her. But he wheeled defensively when 
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a harsh voice at the door commanded: 
 “Come out of that—with your hands 
up! Are you murdering another one?” 
 “Cassidy!” Relief quickened Chapin’s 
cry at sight of a patrolman he knew. “I 
suppose the lights brought you, and the 
noise—” 
 “What is this craziness?” the officer 
rasped. “What would you be doing there, 
tearing the wax figures to bits, with a bloody 
one that looks alive lying here on the floor? 
Don’t be telling me it’s that Dawn Man 
fellow?” 
 “He’s that and more,” Chapin grunted, 
helping Hazel to her feet. “Look at this poor 
girl, throat blue with his finger marks. He 
thought he had killed her. Hid her body here 
temporarily, until safe from pursuit. Meant to 
burn it in the furnace, later. Now I know what 
poor Krause found in the ashes. Bones!” 
 

E bent over the fallen killer, pocket knife 
in hand, and began ripping at its hide. 

Patrolman Cassidy yelled a protest: 
 “Stop it! Are you mad? Don’t cut the 
creature to pieces.” 
 Chapin seized a strip of the hairy 
covering and tore it away. “There’s your 
Dawn Man!” he grated. “And he’s not quite 
dead.” The thing squirmed and groaned. 
 “Doctor Monkton!” Surprise keened 
Hazel Holly’s shocked outcry. “He committed 
those atrocities!” 
 “Yes, Monkton! And he meant to kill 
you.” Chapin spurned the writhing shape with 
his foot. “I can almost see what happened. 
Insanely jealous of Doctor Ober’s great 
discovery he sneaked back here, murdered 
him last night, tried to re-animate the Dawn 
Man and failed. Then, cleverly, he sought to 

surround the crime with great mystery by 
blaming it on Ober’s hairy find. He burned the 
Dawn Man’s body in the furnace and Krause 
found evidence in the ashes. Monkton heard 
him phoning me and killed him, then, lay in 
wait to serve us a similar fate.” 
 “No!” gasped the dying doctor. “I 
wanted you to see me. As proof that the Dawn 
Man was at large. That’s why I didn’t hit you 
hard enough to kill, threw you into the alley. If 
that foolhardy girl hadn’t returned—” A last 
breath rattled in his throat. Hazel Holly wept 
in sheer relief. 
 Startling them with its unexpectedness, 
a flashlight flared incandescently. Recovering 
poise, Hazel stamped her foot and scolded: 
 “Jack Scott! Where have you been? 
After you promised to hurry—” 
 Grinning sheepishly, a bandage 
gleaming about his head, the photographer 
snapped shots from other angles, explaining as 
he worked:  H  “Caught in a taxi smash. Knocked out 
for awhile. But” —he gathered his 
apparatus— “now, we’ve got the pix. Come 
on! We’ll beat competition to the street if we 
step on it.” 
 Leaving Cassidy to await the arrival of 
an ambulance they ran for a cab despite his 
half-hearted complaint. 
 “Tell ’em we’ll come to headquarters 
as soon as the story’s in,” Carl Chapin called. 
To his companions: “We’ve an edge of only a 
few minutes, but there’ll be headlines no other 
paper can copy.” 
 Newsboys raised echoes with their 
shouts a little later, crying: 
 DAWN MAN MYSTERY SOLVED 
BY TIMES REPORTERS! 

 


