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HE PARTRIDGE. 
E epee ee Renh whe _Shinley, Keith, Dane : 

eee es Danny, Christopher, En, 

>, and-Simone the ae hep 

RI UBEN | KINKAID- .+..,.their manager. 

{EODORA MOON .....the Witch of Meadowrille | 

OTHER GEORGE . pone ther devilish disciple, 

PETER: JANVILLE - Me oe | a handsome lawyer. ‘ 

: CHIEF WICHGS aero atta policeman. — Gee biet 4 

TOLLINGS | KARLOKA ~..aplayboy. Bertie: 
MAN KARLOKA . .the buried dead, regi 

ALL-DESTROYING ea eas 
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eS PORTAL ey oS 
PARTRIDGE FAMILY | 
Be ate RANG FT 

F] Since it has been my good fortune to be the one to — 
you of the numerous and adventurous events which :. _ 

- have happened to the Partridge Family, I am sure you. . 
‘will be interested in the story that follows this Intro- 
action, There have been many great and incredible | 
ysteries since the beginning of Man’s History. Fan- - 
c tales and enigmas such as the ghost ship, Maria 

Celeste, which was found sailing in the middle /of _ 
the ocean with none of its crew or passengers on - 

ard; the Abominable Snowman, who still stalks the _ 
cy wastes of Tibet; the man-who fell a thousand feet . 

and walked away from the accident without so much’ 
a sprained ankle; and, of course, the truly amazing 
ost story about the troopship which was torpedoed 
mid-Atlantic and-yet docked in France,.and whose 
ttalion went on to win a stirring battle in the First 
orld War. You see, the troopship had actually sunk 

e icy waters of the ocean and, but well—the story : 

am about to tell you about the Partridge Family and 

iF 



ie ed ee connec on the gunk of Meado wvi 
rather like that. You may refuse to believe it, though 
Keith, Danny, Laurie, Christopher, and: Tracy—yes, 
and even Mom Partridge—all swear it truly Mp 
ees As does reliable old Reuben Kinkaid, 
But, perhaps, the truth is in the clling. | ae - F 

Read and see for yous 
- Pleasantdreams! ~. : at 2 ee 

: Byte ec Vance Stanton > 
SiR ee _ = 99 Goblin Grove _- 
Sh _- Wraith, New Jersey” 
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° “HaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHa, 2... 2. 
[] The frightening mirth, like a goblin’s giggling 
moan, rose in a piercing wail over the darkened envi- 
rons of the Meadowville cemetery. Queerly and- 
weirdly, the sounds seemed to roll and rise and drop 

.. and then grow louder again. A huge, round, white 
- moon shone down on ghostly headstones and tomb-- 

stones, and every crypt and vault showed starkly in 
the pale and eerie light. The ghoulish laughter, disap- 
pearing as suddenly as it had come, left Danny Par- 

_ tridge trembling and afraid. A a eo 
He huddled closer to his big brother, Keith Par-_ 

tridge, his eyes as big as silver dollars, The freckles of 
‘his face were dancing. 2 ae ee ek 

“W-w-wh-what’s that, what’s that, Keith?? 
“You and your shortcuts,” Keith snapped, but even _ 

__ he looked a trifle pale in the moonlight, “If we'd taken. 
Mill Road like we should have, we’d practically be 
home by now—but, oh, no! You're the genius who 



climb that low wall back there, and now 
don’t even know how to get out of thisplace—” 
“It is a shortcut,” Danny insisted, but his voice was 

almost a whimper. “In the daytime, I always follow _ 
route. But—” . yer 

“It’s dark now, and you're not sure, right? Right! __ 

of here. I don’t want to go back the way we came. — 
m not even sure we'd get it straight in the dark like ~ 

e | we ; a 

“But what was that funny sound, Keith? Like some-. 
body laughing—” ae Henge a 

“The wind, that’s all. Plays funny tricks out here; 

hat with all the open ace and the trees and all, It 
n’t any ghost, if that’s what you méan.” | 

“Tt sounded likeaghost.” mass Ee Ae Ie: 
“Sure it did, and you're also the guy who said turn —_, 

ight at the Potter h 
» 

ndred yards to the other side of this graveyard. 

left, and now all I can see is miles and miles of tomb-" 
ones and no wall surrounding this place, and isn’t 

at a kick in the head? We're lost in the middle of a 

metery, you knothead, and all because I listened to 

_ “Gee, Keith. Don’t lose your cool. I'll get you ott — 

_ of this predicament. I’m sure I can get us out of here. — 
+ It’s just that that weird laughing sound rattled me a° 
~ little. I’m all right now.” Mae * 

“You'd better be,” Keith replied erimly.. “Or it 

on’t be laughing sounds that'll bother you. Mom will 
ttle us both good if we don’t get home by midnight. ~ 

et you talk me into taking you on my birdwatching 
dition into Grove Wood, and it’ll be on my head 

I don’t bring you back at a reasonable time. You're. 

RE a as 

u nitwit. Find the path, will you, and let’s get out _ 

eadstone, bear left until you hit _ 
e path, and then it was only going to be about a 

Well, we turned right at the Potter headstone, we bore _ 



o veil a Y young Sis ont eats ay you need you e- 
sleep. It’s different with us older fellows.” hs “09 

“Big deal,” scoffed Danny. “Didn’t I spot that yel-- 
_ low-bellied sapsucker for you? And} that first robin of 

-. summer?” 

“Yes,” Keith said very patiently, still anxiously ‘ 
: scanning the surrounding gravestone and tombstones _ 
‘jutting like grey silent sentinels against the inky black - 

sky. If it weren’t for the illumination of the moon, the” 
cemetery would have been in total darkness, “And 
there is no such thing as the first robin of summer. — 

x _- That was.a plain old oriole, Danny. sys but fon ly 
common to us birdwatchers.” : 

“All the same. I carried your field plasses and: our 
picnic boxes and made the fire and filled our can 
“teens—” - On 

“Okay, okay. You were a regular helper. Now ler’ Ss 
~ get out of here, huh? It’s cold and getting later Ls the 
minute.” 

Both boys struck off in the direction they had boca! 
_ heading. They had only halted because of Keith’s 

growing suspicion that they were getting nowhere and _ 
merely walking around in circles. That was surprising, © 

_ because from what he remembered of the cemetery in 
all the times he had raced by on his motorcycle, it 
simply wasn’t all that big. Yet here they were, all. 
turned around, unable to find the wall that led to the 
opposite side of the place, a point which would have 
them out on the dirt road no more than twenty yards 
from the main highway, which in turn would have put | 
them within twenty minutes walkirig distance of. 
home. It wasall very peculiar, a 
And then that cackling, gobbling laughter had 

come. 
From seemingly out of nowhere. en a noise in a 

bad dream. : ee 
i eee 



ene fe aeuits cha’ all he to scare : 

eee irabinl clot ie the eloom. iésliog tha © 
ft and flattened damp earth beneath their boots Gor = 
had rained the day before and the ground was still. 

= oose and clingin ), Keith wanted to kick himself for — 

st hikers in the woods, Danny was usually so sharp 
ut things. Like the way he was about finances and. _ 

usiness angles and the way he kept old Reuben Kin- 

the time. Well, win a few, lose a few. 
But this was getting to resemble_a tight spot! A real 

squeaker. iy 
~ They seemed to be wandering through a fidld of 
tombstones and headstones and massive, shadowy 
rypts, all crowding each other in the ghostly moon- _ 

light. ‘There was a light, cooling wind fanning out ovér -- 
the ground, pluckin at their clothes and faces and 
hair with clutching ane The muddy ooze beneath 
their hiking boots ‘pulled,.making each step a little dif- — 
ficult. It was like tracking. See a dismal swamp. — 
Danny stumbled once and bumpe 
brother, almost spilling him forward on his face. Keith 
“recovered his balance and disgustedly shook his smaller 
ae off, “Watch where i re A ei Daniel — 

ou trying to” 
my ankle or something?” ae iat 

“You're not exactly an Eagle Scout either, Keith | 
Partridge,” suomee pute “And besides, it was an ac- 
cident. I tripped.” 
“TI could have guessed that. And you're fhe one that 

t us, I didn’t lose ge}. 
“We are not lost. We are merely sidetracked tem- ~ 

. PD 

t bringing a flashlight. Yet, he had been so sure ~~ 
ey’d be home long before this time, He couldn’t have 
unted on Danny’s shortcut winding them up like — 

id, the manager of the Partridge Family, on his toes ~ 

right into his taller 



A ; = = Oa ate My a 

< ply: ‘cee I find HA Hohe rath, we'll he throu ugh 4 
_ . this cemetery in no ams at pe ee 
= “Vou say!” 

ats : f 4 

| = ned b say! 39 4 

-. The graveyard silence of the night, which was only 
broken by the hissing whisper of the wind and a low, 

+ whistling kind of noise that a rattling tree branch - 
~~ could have made, was suddenly exploded by a star-_ 
a tling sound: WHOOOOOO-000000-00000! - 

Danny stopped dead in his tracks, quaking. tty 7 
“And what was that?” he gulped. } ark | 
“An owl,” Keith the hes ie ire laughed sarcasti- y 

cally. “What did you think it was, the streamliner 
_ going through to Cedar Rapids?” 
“That was no owl,” Danny faltered, his voice breaks) | 

- ing in fear. “And it sure wasn’t the Det aee ; 
I'm getting scared, Badly scared.” 
“Cut it out,” Keith growled, trying to maintain a 

courageous front for his little brother. “Keep walking _ 
and stop stopping every five seconds, and we'll get 
out of this place. Gives me the creeps. I don’t like - 

~ cemeteries. Never did. If you’d only kept your:mouth — 
- shut about this shortcut through aeeercyan, we could 

have been— 
WHOOOO000000——00000000-0000!" F 

-.. sounded again. A long, piercing, hooting, terrible noise 
- that seemed to filter over the entire graveyard, And. 
_before Keith could say that now it didn’t sound like an. 
owl to him, either, there was another noise to think — 
“about. A far moré terrifying and unexplainable din 

that seemed to lift the very tops of their headsoff, 
HaHaHaHaHaHeHaHaHaHaHaHaHa. ...... is 
-The frightening, cackling laughter was bloodcurd-_ 

ling. It filled the world of the quiet ES Filled’ 
the universe of darkness, 

<2 G:C Eee ee ooo 



- Both boys, ins site of themselves, practically hugged — 

ach ‘other—a slightly comical arrangement, because 
ittle Danny was loaded down with a pair of field _ 
lasses dangling by a leather strap about his neck, a ~ 

canvas pack on his-back, and a cumbersome coonskin _ 

ap with ear flaps, and Keith was carrying the canteens . 
Jung together on their chains about his throat and 

olding in his right hand a stout length of hickory limb . 
hé had picked up along the way for protection. As the. 

boys ie together, the canteens rattled like tam--_ 

-bourines, for they were made of metal, and the field - 

lasses clinked. The sudden confusion of noises, how- _ 

ver, could not drown out that weird laughter, floating © 
erily. over the stone and tree-filled environs of the — 

Meadowville burial grounds. The bizarre mirth had. — 

jotended, - : 
HaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHa. «2. es 

_ “Obbbbbbbh,” Danny quavered, rooted to where he - 

od, trying to hide behind Keith. “I don’t like that 

ound—” He pawed at his brother. cae | 

_ “Me, neither,” Keith whispered. “Listen, though—” . 

The laughter was bubbling now, making gobbling 

oises, rising up and down the scale like an insane mel- 

dy. Musicians though they were, and very fine ones, 

he Partridge boys were in no mood for music appre- 

= ciation. _ BN ee ae 

| HaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHa. ... 6 

~ “Danny?” Keith whispered, gently pulling his 

-brother’shandsaway. .  _ .. WE BASEN), 

“Yes, Keith?” Danny whispered back. vicina! 

“You feel like running?” ~ je 
Pen buh! oe oy 

“Then what are we waiting for?” 

Za “That was all the incentive either brother needed for 

instant action.. , eA ; : 

Ae 



‘They bolted and ran like two homing pigeons re- © 
leasedfromthecoop. == 3 ~ ae ais | 
_ Pell-mell, furiously, legs pumping, they raced ~ 
_ through the cluttered darkness, with stony markers and , 
tombs and crypts -and memorials blocking their — 

_ headlong flight’ Both boys were heedless of obstacles, . 
blindly plunging through the maze of roadblocks, 
_ stumbling, lurching, pushing their legs as powerfully — 
_ and as fast-as they could. Doing all they could to get - 
_ away from the mocking, wild humor now filling their - 
ears. . eis Lo 
__. The giggling, goblinesque laughter kept pace with _ 
them, like a playful dog refusing to leave his master — 
who is on his way to s che for the day. But this was _ 
- no dog. This was a weird and terrifying laugh, unlike — 
_ anything. they had ever heard. It didn’t even sound 
like somebody fooling around or making fun, This ~ 

- was for real. It was the sort of laugh they were con- _ 
_ vinced could only come from a half-opened grave or’ — 
-the inside of one of those dark and massive vaults that 
stood all about Meadowville cemetery. It sounded like — 
the Deadlaughing! a 

__ Truly, a graveyard giggle. A goblin laughing in — 
- fiendish glee! see Se 

Danny stubbed his toe on a low headstone, hurtled- - 
across its rounded crest, and pushed on, heedless of the ~ 
sudden pain. Keith was outstri ping him, having — 
longer legs and less of a load on his back. The dark- — 
ness got fuller and deeper if anything, for the white _ 

_moon suddenly decided to hide behind a cloud, And — 
upon its disappearante, the giggling laughter rose in a-- 
be of mirth that seemed even louder than before, 
HaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHa.... ~ 
And then, remarkably, it stopped again. Ss 

~ All at once, the laughter ended, Bee 
nee) Be SF a 

¢ 
i 

4 
bi 

nS es 



sudden ailenee was aetna more re horrfy- 
‘than before. - a 5 
The wind wailed softly Gv over the burial grounds, eae 

A branch of a tree clattered sharply sees a be : 

The moon renared Ridden: me Zs 
And Keith and Danny decomecienaty slackened” 

their running pace, for they were out of breath now, 
and it was difficult to breathe properly. . 
Or evento think straight! = oa 
-It’seemed now that there never had been a soil ee 

“insane laugh: That it had all been their imagination, 
_ something in their minds, for surely there was no such _ 
thing as a crazy langh i in a cemetery. Suddenly they | 

It a trifle foolish, a little cowardly, Even though 
they were still somewhat lost in the Meadowville bur- 
ial lots and still nowhere near to knowing just exactly 
how to get out of the darned spooky-spot. 

But before Keith and Danny could stare at each 
other sheepishly or compare opinions and notes, the 
1ext thing that happened clearly vindicated their 
| dgment to run in the first place. All too abruptly, — 
ley came face-to-face with stark horror. 
And neither of them had ever seen anything quite — 

like it in their young lives. Not even in a monster 
movie on television! No way! e 
~ On the darkened path before them, even as they: 

_ strained to catch their wind and pull their eee 
nerves together, it peri . 
dts ee 
A thing. ks: : 
_Aphantom '. ree mee fest. 

; _Or.a spook. 
Or a nameless horror from beneath the very earth 

| under nea feet! | | 
| RSF age eat NR ( 



wine) it was, it frou he blood i in thai veins: nd : 
2 fide their two hearts thump as loudly as bongo ° 
~-drums.. Their eyes bugged out of their heads, their — 
_ jaws dropped eae their entire set of senses stopped : 
~ working properly, and the black world of the ceme-_ 
' tery with the moon yet hiding behind some clouds in 
«the sky became an altogether terrifying house of 
horrors. 
Keith cried out as if a snake had suddenly slithered 
= up his leg. ~- > ashnibal 

Danny started to scream, but it choked off in his 4 i 
- throat, as if he had been grabbed about»the neck by 
two rough’ hands. - 

Standing on the path before them, where it had — 
boned like a ghostly vapor springing up into view— % 

. was.it only the darkened shadows of nearby tomb- 4 
stones and headstones and vaults that made i it rs ee 
satoel cea The Thing! 

‘There was nothing else you could call it. 

4 N 

x 
2 

— 

Large and black and shadowy in form and silhou- 4 
ette, with two large, burning ie that shone like daz- _ 

- zling beacoris and great tentacles, too many to count, 4 
all moving and unfolding and reaching out and slime- — 

. covered, as if overflowing the very ath itself, so- that’ 
the markers and stones bordering the path were en-. _ 

_ gulfed too. A genuine blob of horror. le 
_., Keith and Danny Partridge could not move. } 

They were as immobile as statues in the ve r center. | 
of the narrow pathway. Two ee fdghened 
human bein 
Their private worlds had gone mad, Flipped over 4 

into insanity. 
This was something that could not be! 

- 

And more heart-stopping and blood-chilling chan : 
| ane was the simple, unavoidable te that The 

ae . 



a Thing was but few fas foi: whee -aiehep ea 
ock di in ‘muscle-bound, brain-bound, nerve-bound — 

4; When The Thing started to worm and slither ana 
an out, advancing toward them, with those ahactly | 
normous red eyes glowing like burning coals, the 

world became a place of screaming, whining banshees, 
_ And that weird awful laughter came back agus 
' HaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHa...... | 

_. The sound was now more terrible than ever. 
-— For even in Keith and Danny’s shocked state, they 

ould hear where the bubbling, cackling mirth was | 
oming from. If they had needed telling. 
_ There was no Reve about tae heed at all. Not ; 

anymore. ate 

_ The Pins was emanating ‘frome the 
prawling, crawling, ever-changing shapeless mass - 
hat was slithering, blazing-eyed, directly toward 

them in the shadowy, blood-chilling precincts of the . 

-Meadowville cemetery. From the se Ss the black © 
horror. From The Thing. : 
© Whatever it was! 
“Like an awesome blob of Black, oily Death, i it 
oozed toward them. 

- Moving more rapidly than they could run. 
- If£they. could haye run, that is. . a 

~ And, of course, they couldn’t. 
_ They were pettified with terror. 

21 
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Fortunately for Keith and Danny Partridge, no 
one was truly worried about them back home in the 

pleasant, homey, frame house with its measured lawn, 
_ white picket fence, and family garage where the 

_* group. rehearsed for all the playing engagements — 
which took.them to all parts of the United States, 
Even the multi-colored school bus, which they ‘had: - 

_ Tenovated into a private and personal conyeyance to — 
announce their comings and goings on the, highways — 

_ of the country, stood silently in the driveway. There 7 
_ Was no immediate need for the Partridge Family to go — 
on tour to fulfill a singing date-at one of the many 

- might clubs and schools which were happy to have © 
their entertaining services, Reuben Kinkaid, their bus- - 
tling and shrewd business manager, had decided the ~ 
Family had deserved a well-earned .rest from their 

- musical triumphs. So, with nothing pending or _ 
~ important, each and every member of the Partridge — 

At ee 

ee a ee oe 

“a 

brood was doing his own thing. _ eR 1h 
q 24 or 



Brie pees EASES aes : 

This also i included brighe and beausiful Mom—Shir- 
ley Partridge. | : 
__ And the reason that no one was aware of Keith arid ‘ 

watch t fat birds in Grove Wood, was that Shirley Par- 
tridge was doing something that evening that she in- ~ 
frequently did: in a word, she was out on a date for a 

3 change. as ia 
~ So she wasn’t home at. “approximately eleven : 5 
= ‘o'clock, to stare at the banjo-shaped timepiece on the _ 
' kitchen wall, to worry and-fret over the delayed ap- 
" pearance of her two biggest boys. Son Keith and Son 
Danny had been expected before midnight, at any | - 

rate, but unknown to them, one Peter Janville, an old _ 
hool-chum of Mom’s from her college days, had ~ 

phoned that afternoon asking if the lovely mother of — 
the famous clan would take in a movie that night at* 
the Meadowville Drive-in. It seemed the latest Paul © 
-Newman film was showing, and since Shirley Pars 
_tridge had always liked the blue eyes and the acting of — 
Paul Newman, she readily consented to go. Apart — 
from that, Peter Janville was a tall and very handsome 
bachelor, about forty years of age, a i es law- 
er with an excellent income yearly, and ence Laurie 

Partridge got that out of her mother, when she had — 
feng up the kitchen phone, Laurie insisted that Mom 
go on the date and that she would take care of little _ 
cos and litcler Tracy until’ Keith and Pansy: - 
got home. rs 

Yes, the June night was balmy and romantic, so — 
Shirley, feeling very much like dressing up and being 
a again, did so. She put on a very charming — 
q _ pale-blue site with a high-necked collar that was 
"most becoming to her trim a ‘creamy complex- 
_ion, blonde hair, and blue e 

~ Laurie watched with f approval ig she was 

‘ Sh 

Danny being a little overdue from their pilgrimage to 



~ = A a - ah, lt hee et Tee 

- still in her late teens, she loved to see Mom 
we ee 

done nothing but make sacrifices and stick her neck © 

. be glad to have such a woman. And smart, too—the | 
‘way a woman oughtto be, <a 4 

“Mom, you look super.” There was daughterly” 
pride in Laurie’s voice. ete Rial 3 3 

' “Why, thank you, honey.” Compliments wére al=~ 
’ ways welcome, too. — : A 

“You use your noodle, now. Don’t play dumb — 
tonight.” . ; eS 
’ “And what is that supposed to mean?” an 

“You know what ‘it’s supposed to mean. We've dis- — 
cussed this often enough. This*Mr. Janville asks you © 
to marry him, you just say yes. Don’t stop to think © 

_ about us. We won’t stand in the way of your happi-* 
ness,” “ 

“Laurie! Peter Janville just wants.to take me to a— 
movie. I’m sure he doesn’t plan on asking me to be his © 

_wife. After all—” %, Sine a 
.“That’s what you say. From what you've told me, 

he’s never been married, and he’s getting on in years, 
right? Forty—you said. Well, I think he’s probably — 

_ come to the realization that he can’t make it through © 
life without the love of a good woman, So what does — 

yank wn adie “oe 

* Fie 



© Sang Mt SSR A Oe a a 
nan do?. He phones my mother, from out of 

‘the blue, mind you—a. woman he hasn’t seen in like _ 
ve years—and he wants to take you to see Paul — 
Jewman! Two to one, he’s in a marrying mood, 

Mom, I'll bet on it. A Drive-in, besides. You'll be _ 
‘alone inthe car!” ~ 
- 

_ “You save your money,” Shirley sighed ‘fertions 3 

small black-handbag for the evening. “And, my dear — 

em to think. Most men are just coming into the full 
maturity of their lives at that time. But you young — 
nes, you think—oh, well. Just don’t count on my — 

ming home with a proposal, huh? I wouldn’t want’ © 
to disappoint you.” ind 3 

~ “Just the same,” Laurie flung her head back so that 

“her long lovely brown hair fell in two folds past her ° 
face, “I can’t think of any other woman with five 
children that looks as young ‘and vital and well—just - 
plain super—the way you do.” — <A 
_ “Loyalty,” Shirley sighed again, looking. at her. 

daughter fondly. “I love you too. Now, remember. 
_ You-are the Mom for tonight. Chris is not to stay up ~ 

“to watch that horror movie, no matter how much he 

- fusses. Remember the nightmare he had after watch- 
‘ing We Want Your Blood, and just make sure ‘Tracy 

“brushes her teeth tonight. She’s been careless about 

that, so warn her about cavities, okay? And when the’ 

Rover Boys get home, you feed them if they’re still 

hungry. They ought to be back before twelve. And, 
- for heaven’s sake, don’t let Simone chew up any more 

of my bedroom slippers. She bites one more pair, and. 

Pllover-salther Alpo!” * . 

. Laurie grinned, “I’ll watch it, Mom. You just go 

_ have a good time and you remember what J said.” 

ae Dee ee : 

ely, and turned.away from the mirror to ready her - 

daughter, forty is mot getting on in years, the way you — 



5 erry try. What are you going to do tonight, t 
ere) (ae es a "5 is: eee 
“Oh, crack a few books I brought home from the » 

_ library. Those big ones on ecology and the plight of 
~ “the Red Man in America—” — : ie ae 
_ Shirley nodded, wistfully. “Real relevant, huh?” _ 4 

_ >. “The most relevant. Beats bird-watching, doesn’t 
Soler west 6 oe 
~ “Now, Laurie. No more wild quarreling with : 

_ Keith. Understood? You havesto let people do their — 
- own thing, right? Well, birdwatching is his big inter- ; 
_. est now, and that’s all there’s to it.” | ¥ 
“IT know, I know,” Laurie shrugged her shoulders, — 
* “but it strikes me that with all the real troubles and — 
_ concerns in this world, my own big brother should= 

_ involve himself with slightly more important things. 4 
‘After all, he’s a symbol for so many young people, isn’t ~ 

__ he? They look up to him, they respect him, they love — 
_ him. I just think he ought to set a more impressive ~ 

example for them, Birdwatching. Hah!” 
“It's a big world, honey,” Shirley Partridge said” 

. Sagely, “You'll understand someday that there is room — 
enough in it for all things. Even something as trivial 
to you as Keith watching birds.” Ye ye 

“Never,” Laurie insisted stoutly. “It’s kid stuff. I : 
wouldn't mind if he was trying to save the birds or was _ 
interested in the species survival program. But no! Just — 

- likes looking for them, that’s all. What a waste it all is, ¥ 
I wish you'd talk to him, Mom.” eT ye 

“Later. I promise, Right now all I can think Of is 
Peter Janville and Paul Newman. Fair: enough?” =< ')) 
“Fair enough.” Laurie smiled. “Go have a good — 

time. I'll watch the fort and put the chicks to bed.” — 
_ “Partridges, you méan,” Shirley laughed, and exited — 
from the room, walking carefully down the carpeted — ‘Stairway to await Peter Janville’s arrival. Laurie went _ 

i] 



to wn room to fetch one of the library books to __ 
ad in the living room while Christopher and ‘Tracy _ 
nished- up their after-dinner baths. She could hear’ - 

Christopher, whose tin it was to bathe first, across 
the half : 
Little Tracy was visible through the open door of her — 

zy -bedroom, dressing one of her numerous dolls. — 
racy was talking to the wide-eyed doll in her usual ~ 
ter of motherly scolding and affection: “Now, bea 

good little fun doll and Pil sing you a song. You be bad 
and I'll put you to beda—” ape q: : - : tA Bt 
_ The time on the banjo-clock in the kitchen, and 

ery clock in the household for that matter, was ~ 
most seven-thirty. A rogt a 

Simone was nowhere’ to be seen. She was probably _ 

curled up under a chair or in a corner somewhere, ~ 

sleeping as usual. Simone just had to be one of the ~ 
_ laziest canines in the dog world. ti a err 

_ Thus was the Partridge domicile that evening, with — 

for. The way it was supposed to be. The way it gen- 
erally was, all things considered. . Ra tn OS 
_ Not counting trouble-making times, that is. es 

_. Shirley Partridge was going to the movies with 

Peter Janville, an old school-chum, who just might or — 

light not have more than a Paul Newman movie on — 

3 bachelorial mind. Laurie certainly. hoped he was - 

looking for a good woman to be his wife. After all, 

‘Mom shouldn’t go through what was the rest of her - 

‘e as an old maid,should she?. 
~ Laurie herself was going to read, for long hours, a 
very interesting and educational tome for one who 
was fond of the subject matter, a work called Bury: 

My Heart at Wounded Knee. She was also going to 

make sure that Simone made.no further slipper raids — 
in Mom’s bedroom.* ve 

splashing noisily and merrily in the water, 

all the Partridges, if not present, at least accounted ~ 



 4#zed Pomona. He irl fread a comic book instead. . 

B chsisuphere smonld 5 retire east ina tas be 
| Saou not be allowed to watch that night’s Horror — 

_ Movie Festival sho , Lhe Monster Who Pulver- { 

Tracy would brush her teeth, not once but twice, . 
and also brush the teeth of one of her very favorite — 
~. dolls, After all, she didn’t want her favorite doll to get 
_ any Cavities ‘either! So she brushed and brushed. 
Tt was an evening when not a Partridge onli 4 
- touch a musical instrument, as was their usual habit, 4 
‘The guitar, the drums, the tambourines, the recording q 

_. equipment, and all its accessories. would remain silent. 4 

‘8. 
~~» Reuben Kinkaid had instructed the Family to take a 
~. vacatiom e 

So they were taking it, with a vengeance. 
_._ As for Keith and Danny Partridge; well, they were. 

~ “supposed to be heading back home from a full day's 
- outing in Grove Wood, where they had gone to 
watch for birds. Complete with field glasses, picnic ~ 
boxes, canteens, and ‘vapGns pieces of hiking quip 4 

“ment. 
. Only they had ae a shortcut through Meadows 3 

ville cemetery on their way back from the forested © : 
~ woods and somehow got lost and bhueeae into thes 

strangest experience of their lives, ih a 
It'was like Shirley Partridge alwayssaid. . ~ > 
Things just seemed to happen to the a 

Family. 
The crazier the things, the more likely they were to. 

* happen. . 
Especially to Keith Partridge and whomever wag 

with him. 
Where that angel trod, not even the ‘Deak would | 

have wantedtogo, ie 
If anybody ev ever ap tnogent of asking him! ae. 

30 i ‘ ‘Spent hal 
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ree we Ldok hice” Poy Se et Peg tee 
3 “ “Why, thank you, Peter. U must Gy. you're looking. os 
ry = yourself. And I would have known you. 
WERE. 3 ZS 

9 “It’s been a long time, Shirley). Posie change.” _ 
“Not you. You always were the smartest.and the—° — 

- well, ‘the nicest fellow I ever met in college. Peter 
4 Janville, Most Likely to Succeed.” F 

_ “For that, you will get an extra bag of popcorn a at at 
the Drive-in.” 
“Mmmm. Paul ‘Newman and popcorn. “This must" rg 
be my night.” 
Peter Janville had a Gnd little blue sportscar, and. 
hirley climbed into her bucket seat, feeling all the ro- 

mantic nonsense which Laurie had put into her head. 
After all, Peter was tall, very handsome, successful; 
and every inch the perfect catch. Even "though she . 
swasn’t looking for a husband, she had to admit the | 
man was an attractive fellow, as he always had been. | 

him in the college gymnasium. He’d been a good 
dancer, too. Especially on waltzes. : 
— “What time does the movie start, Peter?” 
_. ‘Eight-fifteen, according to the local newspaper. 
We should be there in ten minutes or so.” rete 
_ “That’s fine, I hate to walk in on the puddle, of a>; 
movie” ; 
“Walk?” he echoed, laughing, “This i is a Drive-it 

remember?” 
- As the car pulled’ out of the Suended Aaa. 
nosing onto the quiet and serene suburban road, the . 

moon, ducked behind a bank of dark clouds. Shirley” 
- Partridge smiled contentedly to herself and snuggled | 
“down into her bucket: seat:*Peter Janville was solid 
_. anid protective by her side. Mom Partridge was feeling 
: _ secure and rmale filled with blissful cape 

31 

She still remembered the first dance she had had with. — 



| ‘bones ‘was rat over chines ne mre t la 
: “she could have an evening to -herself with an al | 
_. gether nice guy from her past. oe 

” Everything looked just fine. Bright, rosy red. ea 4 
If she ‘could have been transported,:a couple of — 
~ hours later, to the gloom a insides of the Meadowville _ 
- cemetery, she might not have been so calm and cheer- ; 

_~ ful. Her heart would have dropped to her shoes. f 
If she could have heard the laughing, gobbling : 
» chuckle, she might not have been able to keep. hes 

_ own nerves. She might have fainted. 4 
_ If she had seen the crawling, slithering apparition 
_on that pathway in the heart of the cemetary—well, — 

_ there is no telling what she might have felt. Or done, 
. She just might have passed out a second time! - 

_ Not even Petet Janville, Paul Newman,.blue eyes, 
- of popcorn could have offset the’ terror and horror ae 
. those awful moments in thedark. _ 

For her two sons, Keith and Danny, it was ] proving 
anight to remember. From the word Go! 

To the word boo! 
_ None of their wildest nightmares could matcl wees 
. was happening to them now. Never in a pulhos yous 

This was the Ba Se end, man. : 
Way out. be 

’ Like out of sight! . oe aes 
i i inet ee eee Bs OBISPO a ae 
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ve va “Whatever the spell is which causes two frightened . 
boys to be suddenly incapable of running, there is also 

_another instinct which just as suddenly explodes and 
_ dissolves that temporary motionlessness and dynamites 
_ them.into action, luckily for all badly terrified people. 

_ Such was the case with Keith and Danny Partridge F 
_as the horrible.apparition spread out and slithered to- 
ward them like a black fog, 

: 
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There was precious:little light to see by, for the ; 
moon was still behind a cloud, and only the burning — 
eyes of The Thing provided any sort of illumination. — 

_ Yet Keith and Danny cared not about that. All they — 
wanted with all their hearts and souls was to stay out — 

~ of the awesome, digusting tentacles of the monster — 
which advanced steadily toward them. In but a few — 
seconds more, The Thing would have reached them, _ 

BD par a? 

Keith and Dany no longer allowed any grass to - 
- grow under their 

- Spinning, revolving doors, and ram, 
oots, They turned, as quickly as 



ee ts 

4 even taster he i dee © tad ae fa 
at crazy, echoing laughter in the ark and gloomy 
ht. 

5 GF riotpinlcttittetlaftettatlatta... 
_ There was no denying the sound now. . This was no . 
figment of their imaginations. No optical illusion 
brought on by ice cream and pickles or 'the deviled -. 
egg sandwiches they had wolfed down that afternoon — 
as a hiking dinner. No, sir! This was the Real McCoy! 
_ They’d seen the monster, they’d heard it laugh. In — 
‘ fact, even now the gobbling maniacal laughter was ~ 

| right at their very heels. It was as if The Thing could — 
. just reach out its slimy arms and touch them ° 
~ That, more than anything, put wings on the heels - 
of Keith and Danny Partridge. They. literally flew 
as the darkened path, heedless of everything but 

the driving impulse to get out of the Meadowville — 

cemetary as fast as the Law of Physics and their own 
“natural speedallowed. 
~. ‘HaHaHaHaHaHa.... ; 
_ Keith galloped, the wind whining out-of his aching 
nest, 
a Danny pumped along, just behind him, calang 

grand time for such a little guy. All the equipment he 

‘was toting made funny, odd sounds. _ 

_ And no matter how hard and fast they ran, they _ 

_ sensed the hot breath of The Thing at their very 

. backs, heard the insane cackling laughter thundering _ 

in their eardrums. Their terror was bigger than the 

Empire State Building, their horror as wa as Disney- 

if ‘Only this wasn’t Disneyland. _ 
~ This was. more like a trip into the Devil's 
a Playgro ound! - 
a HadateHoHoHatltlabobetletteH ee. 
aes 3s ae 



_ cemetary. ~ 

- Jeepers, The Thing sounded like it was-g 
°> them— atts a ar 
~The dark cemetery; with the ‘stones and larger 

vaults, gleaming pale and grey, seemed impossible £04 
~~”, get out of. They just couldn’t seem to locate the path- 
way leading to the iron gates that led into the 

grounds. The entrance-exit which all mourners and 
_. friends had to use when they visited the Meadowville : 

Keith’s heart seemed about to burst with panic. ~~ 

; 

_ Danny, right behind him, was wheezing like a _ 
_ puffing locomotive. eres ‘<a 
And then it was too late altogether. Much much - 

_ too late, - / , As 
The Thing reached out and touched them. Each of — 

_ them, in turn. ; 
_. Keith felt an icy, cold-as-a-funeral sensation up and — 
down his spine, His legs suddenly refused to run — 

anymore. From his throat erupted a terrified shout, ~ 
_ loud enough to wake thesdead. As for Danny, the 

_ identical emotion must have extended to him. He let — 
“out a whelping bawl of “Lemme go!” and then ~ 
stopped ‘saying anything at all. Paralyzed with fear. « 
but plucky nevertheless, Keith spun around to 
confront the monster and do battle. «. - 2 ad ae 
Though his heart was in his mouth and his mind ~ 

frozen with horror, he intended to go down swinging. 
He brought the stout hickory limb up and was bi 
to jab and poke with it, at whatever the shapeless 
monster was. | ee 

. In whirling about to defend Danny and see the 
enemy face to face, he met with the unexpected again. _ 
And it was another incredible sight, piling amazement — 
on amazement. And fear upon fear. Fe ee 
‘Now ‘the big, round, white moon had*abruptly — 

come out from behind a wall of night clouds, % 
| 36.8 eh NERY ae ee ee 
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hostly, silvery light bathed the path directly before: I 

him, was truly fantastic. BS is 4 
_ _ He saw little Danny, lost in a moving, furious con- ~ 
* fusion of tall and.cloaked figures. Like the hooded rid-  - 

ee 2 Ed * . - 2 

im, what he now saw, in the yery few seconds left to _ 
<eith Partridge. And if The Thing had dumfounded 

~ ers of some dreaded nighttime band of beings who ate — 
+ not of the normal, everyday world. Danny was disap- 

_ pearing down into their midst, black shrouded bodies. 
_ overwhelming him. In a split moment of explosive vi- 
~ olence, he lost sight of Danny. For a full second, he 
~ couldn’t think or organize his confused senses. There 
- ‘was no sign of The Thing, either, and that dreadful - 
_ cackling laughter had ceased—but before he could be 

all over him: He tried to defend himself by striking 
- out with the stout club, but something or someone 
knocked it from his hand as though it were a harmless - 
feather. And then there was no more time left for - 

Eee ee: 

anything. =~ | 
ag Great heavy, frightening weights bore him to the 
_ soft earth. Black folds and angles, which seemed to be 

_ strong arms and legs, pinioned him ‘as if he were a 

- baby. He tried to kick out and punch.but he was en- 

gil ed. He could smell a tangy, acrid odor of some 

ah ind, like burning sulphur or coal, but that impression 

- went by swiftly, to be replaced by others, far-more 
demoralizing. He couldn’t see now at all. The moon 
had vanished once more. He felt as if a heavy black” . 

mass was closing over him, buryin him under the — 

_ very earth itself. Hopelessly, he tried to gather all the 

muscles in his throat to scream. No one had spoken, 

he could barely hear any sounds but fierce breathing, _ 

small grunts of noise, and almost-hissing garments. As_ 

if the folds of black cloaks and attire were protesting 

~ all the activity of whoever wore them. Before he pan- 

as 37 3 

thankful for that, the cloaked, hooded horde swarmed — 



_ Sickening impact of something on the top of his head. 
_ The result was as instantaneous and effective as-a. 
blackout of all the lights of a city. Or a state. Or a | 

4 

.. the panic, the terror, The Thing, and the cemetery all 

: head, A knockout punch. 

He blacked out after that. | 

) 

* 
J 

Pasa a oe as J ~ ge ioe ce ae baked mei! a a ee 
My, icked altogether, Keith Partridge opened mouth 

f 
a 
4 

__ The shadows, the moon, the headstones, the crypts, q 

Ora star, <4 
~ Nw ‘ 

All the stars there are in the Milky Way and all the ~ 

_ Nor could he hear the gobbling, laughing, giggling — 
_ mirth that floated éerily over the shrouded landscape — 
of the Meadowville cemetery. — 

. HaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHa.... ‘ a5 
Somebody was laughing hysterically about some- 

- thing. 
Somebody or some thing shits Sean hes 
But Keith and Danny Partridge could not hear that — 

laughter. 

In a rather fashionable and yet mysterious apart 
ment in the outer suburbs of Meadowville that same a 
night, not very long after the odd circumstances © 

_~ which befell Keith and Danny Partridge, a telephone — 
in the bedroom rang. The room was in darkness, so 
that the jangling sound of the phone sounded like an _ erie summons. Soon, on the eighth ring of the unseen | 

_ instrument, a light clicked on and someone lifted the 
\ 

POD 



receiver lees Wickeas a beerle stand. A weird blue — 
ht shone in the room, and for a second anyone ob-- — 

serving would have seen a rather curious spectacle. A 
bed of four enormous posters and adornments. Gar-. 

* goyle heads and satanic figures, carved and somehow — 
very frightening in the blue glow of a bedlamp, glit- — 
tered as if alive. And then a curious hand, all long- _ 
fingered and impossibly bony, drew the phone re-~ 

_ ceiver to a hump of very bluish pillow on which 
- reclined a head whose face and general appearance _ 
was not readily discernible. The room itself, dimly re- - ¢ 
vealed in the pale-blue glare of the lamp, showed - 
_ strange*symbols and drawings painted on the walls. 
From the ceiling dangled mobiles quietly swirling and 

& ‘Moving. At the end of each strand of black wire > 
_ seemed to dangle frogs and toads and spiders. . e, 

- In actuality, the suspended mobiles were frogs and 
toads and spiders. All stuffed and lifelike, thanks to the 

-art of taxidermy. For this bedroom was truly the pri- 
vate retreat of Madame Theodora Moon, the only liv- - 

/ ing witch in all Meadowville. She had just been awak- ~ 
- ened from a deep:sleep of evil, for her thoughts were _ 

‘mostly black and demonic, at exactly the witching 
_ hour. Midnight. Twelve o’clock, when all witches and 
_ their faithful followers prefer to do their dark and_ 
_ awful deeds. Madame Theodora Moon was a disciple . 

_ of Satan. She believed in the Devil, and she had’come ~ 

to Meadowville to live and ply her fiendish hobby, | 

‘with the Meadowville Police Department and Cham-- 

ber of Commerce blissfully unaware of her presence 

in town. If they had.known, they would have been 
__ yery unhappy indeed. ia 
For the Madame, that incredible old woman of*: 

“whom so little was known, had left a trail of terror 
_ and evil behind her in every city and town in which 
_ she had chosen to live during her Sixty-odd years of 

Bete. re” 39 eee 0 
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life. Odd; indeed. It ‘was this same Madgane:4 7 
_ caused the water supply in the tiny hamlet of Wallace, 
~~ Ohio, to go bad; the lady who had made the entire 
~ lighting system of Dudsworth, Illinois, go out for a : 
- full eight hours; the female demon who had caused - 
‘the sleepy: village of Hayworth, New Mexico, to 
~~ shudder under the stormy violence of a hurricane in — 
_-the middle of winter! Oh, yes. The Madame was a — 
unique and unholy terror. Oe oe 
-. And now, in Meadowville, the phone rang in her — 

- .bedroom in the dead watches of the night, and she sat _ 
upright against her blue pillows and spoke into the - 
g black mouthpiece in her bony hand. Spoke strangely. ~ 
_ “Speak,” she commanded, in a low voice that 

sounded like two sheets of sandpaper being rubbed to- _ 
»- gether. “TI am here.” eae. 
At the familiar sound of her unforgettable voice, a’ - 
_ lithe and black body suddenly shot up from the floor, — 
_ landing on the bed. A very large and yellow-eyed . 

_ black cat.stalked across the blankets and only stopped. 
when it could lie down and snuggle against the Ma- — 
dame’s prominent knees, which thrust up toward the ~ 
ceiling. The animal purred and mewed as his mistress’ 
free hand petted the fuzzy curve of its back. From © 

_the ceiling, the mobiles seemed to stir into life with — 
. “fresh vigor. The frogs, toads, and spiders spun an “4 

’ danced as.if breathing. eae, te an ; 
“Madame, my Empress of Darkness,” ‘a man’s - 

. Voice, both humble and-yet somehow imposingly posi- - 
tive and cold, came from the other end of the line. — 
“You must come, There is an alienating power in our _ 
midst tonight. The Coven cannot continue unless you — 

- © assist us,” hex by eee 
*_ “I am tired, George,” the Madame said harshly. - 
“Can you not handle the affair once without my help? 
I deliberately did not attend tonight because I desired 

oa i oe 



to see Bice van colt i ee dines ut eae 
? ‘What ‘has happened, George, that you feel you must 

* call me at the first sign of difficulty? Really, George. - 
.. ‘Ify you intend to be my partner in evil—” x 
_ ~ “Forgive me for interrupting,” George cut’ in. >. 
: "Tyo intruders came tonight. Stumbling into our 
= meeting place. You see howitis.”. _- gan 
___. Madame Moon, whose face was in profile, revealing . 
a -jagged-nosed, hooked-chinned, thick-lipped silhou- 
ette that simply cried out for a tall conical hat, sud- - 
_denly stiffened. Her entire figure might have been. 
made of stone. And her tasping, harsh voice rose an. 

* octave higher. 3: 
“You fool! Don’t be humorous with me. No one 

would be in the cemetery after sunset. No one! That: . 
‘is precisely why I chose the place for the meetings of — 

esas sat sa 

ee : 

se sites 

_ associates, George. So be warned! Just as I do not like 2 
a p those foolish: mortals who do not believe in the exist- 
ence of witches.” 2 
« “T believe in you, Madame Moon. on Enot that. — 
Why else would I have given up my membership i in 
the Christmas Club at my bank? No, no—this is im- 
portant, I tell. you. And something must be done — 

_ about it, and right away. We had to subdue the in- 
Brie. -and I almost released The All-Destroying 
_ Hex on them!” George's voice was now a hushed 
4 ‘whisper. 

can At that, Madame Moon ne such a startled yelp - 
that the black cat sprang from the protection of her 
‘Kmees and scuttled under the bed to hide. The Ma- 

= dame’s black moods bode ill for people and animals 
"alike. 
“You what?” she thundered in an awesome tone. ’ 
- “You are never to use The All-Destroying Hex unless ; 
a I so command! Never, do you hear? Oh, you fool! I 

ge ee 
sen 2 “ Leon, 

_ the Meadowville Moon Coven. I don’t like humorous _ 



see. I must come, after all. I shall be there as soon ast 
_ can. And, pray tell me, George. Who are these intrud- 

There was a long pause, as if the unseen George § 
~ were too embarrassed to reply. The Madame barked — 
_ into the-transmitter again, and George hurried his_re- 

_ Sponse. “Two boys. A teenager and a smaller one. — 
_ They must be brothers or at least related.” ge 

“Why do you say that,George?” ssi; | 
“The. smaller one was carrying all their equip- 

ment.” : iu Ste 
“I see. What kind of equipment?” — Pes 

___ “Hiking materials. Field packs, binoculars, canteens. ~ 
They must have returned from an excursion some- 

where and come through the cemetery as a shortcut ~ 

3 

~ out to Mill Road and the Highway. It’s the only possi- 
ble reason for their presence in the place. Don’t you ~ 
‘apree? ; 
The Madame'chose to ignore that theory, 

“And where are they now, George?” iy 
“In the ‘meeting place. The Karloka Crypt. We - 

must do something, Madame. The Coven is fearful of *» 
discovery. If the police come looking for these boys, — 

. then that’s the end of us—” ‘ ee 
-- “Quiet, you fool. And say no more. I shall be there . 
within the next half-hour. And above all, maintain 
control of the Coven. They must not panic or act — 

~ hastily. Pll hold you responsible for any further ir- - 
_ Tegularities, George. Understand me..Should you fail’ ~ 
it is I who will turn The All-Destroying Hex on’ 
you!” , ec ___ “No, Madame! Please!” Stark terror sounded from _ 
George’s end of the wire. “I won't fail you. Only — 

please don't" t6. Rigs CRC enna ae 
Madame Theodora Moon hung up the phone with — 

a dramatic click of finality. The conversation was con- 42 | ee ie 



uded as far as she was concerned, and she knew, with, — 
her usual knowledge of such things and such men, that — 

_ the hapless George would be putty in her wicked 
_ fingers from that moment forward. The gullible’ 
_. George was like all the rest of the mortals. A real 
_ frightened fool. A terrified human, afraid of his own 

shadow. SA Se a IEE 
_ But more afraid than anything else of the dark | 
shadow of Madame Moon, the Witch of Meadowville. _ 

And Vicinity. : ec pre 
___ All of which jibed very nicely with Madame Theo- © 
- dora Moon’s opinion- of het owm unholy self. She _ 

_ wanted everyone to be afraid of her. Both friend and 
. foe alike. Disciple as well as enemy. Fear was: the 

weapon that fed the power that held the reins. The 
a’ bony hands that controlled the wheel. The black brain. 

. which engineered all dark plots and sinister plans and 
_ programs. By Lucifer, the Prince of Darkness would .. 

have been proud of her. ce 

She was a true daughter of the Devil! : | 
_ The Madame rose from the bed in the bluish-eerie - 

- light of the room and stretched her long arms sleepily. 

_ The silhouette she cast on the wall with this move- . 

_ ment of her tall, angular body was like the outline of © 
+. bat’s wings. From beneath the bed, the black cat _ 

slowly pattered, its back arched and frightened. A 

eyty 

ae 

low moan of sound escaped the feline. The Madame 
© chuckled in a low raspy whisper and stared down at . 

_ the animal. The Madame’s coal-black eyes seemed to. 
Jeam as mysteriously and weirdly as the yellow orbs . 

ofthe beast. .. - | ae. ie ; 
“Tr is time to leave once more, Nicholas, Would __ 

you like to come with me again? Out into the night 

on the business of the Master?” ~ 
_ © The enormous cat purred happily, eyes glowing. 

"- Madame Theodora Moon nodded, her witch- - 

iy ako yi AER 43. } 
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eee “iS ea 
ce polls shoring mee ind memorable c on n the ws al = 
hind her grotesque sha Ce 
"The mobiles of stuffed animals and i insects spun and ° 4 
Ms laces as if the breath of the Madame’s words had © 
revitalized them all. - 
See The cabalistic and arcane > symbols and designs— ; 
__ crescents, stars, zodiacal drawings, and foreign letters © 
~ shone from the four walls, tinged with the blue — 
- light of the bedlamp. Like a pale-blue fire, the room 

_ seemed to have a flickering movement of its own. In- — 
- ‘deed, a personality. Mx . . 

"<> And why not? ~ - ; 
It was the private bedroom of a witch, wasn t it? 
A real live witch! 
“Icky-ticky-ricky-roo,” the Madame’s voice rose in 

a moaning, humming chant that made all the mobiles © 
and blue lights of the room flutter and whirl as she 

swiftly dressed herself in a black garment hanging in — 
the depths of the room closet. “Pll bring you evil and : 
untcheraft too... . wx» S 

The weird incantation, ancient and unknown to ~ 
outsiders, hung in the quiet walls of the blue room ae ; 
a misty vapor of dread, 

__ Nicholas the black cat purred, and his pink tongue 
flashed, licking out at the empty air, as his mistress 4 

ve dese in swift motions.. ‘ 
‘The Madame was going out once TROTES si oe 4 
And taking him along, as usual. — ¥ 4 
Nicholas liked that. ; ae 
Very much. es, 
It meant all sorts of davk and ickelt esas ae 
For black cats as well as witches. . OM 
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-C] The movie was so fine, the popcorn so good, and . 
the company she was keeping so pleasant and attrac- 

- tive that Shirley Partridge felt about ten years 
_ younger. So much"younger and more girlish, in fact, : 
that when Peter Janville suggested they go for. a 

moonlight drive after the movie, she readily accepted. - 
~ Peter had been a perfect gentleman all evening, and — 
~not even the narrow confines of the bucket seats of ~ 
the sportscar had made him forget his manners. So en- - 

. grossed had they both become in the exciting plot of — 
the Paul Newman film, they had hardly any time at - 
all to catch up on old times. So the moonlight drive — 
seemed like a fine opportunity to do so. Particularly _ 
since Mom Partridge had no qualms about the chil- 4 
dren... - : : ta 

Laurie was in charge, and she could see to things. 

__ Besides, the night. was still young—it was only | 
_ about midnight—and Peter Janville was still a very 
handsome man, all thingsconsidered. 89s wi | 3 san spe 



in her’mind was the echo of Laurie’s words 

a need a father. A second parent to help them through ~ 
me Life... L Bneen ots 
~ After all, nearly everybody else had two parents— 
_ why not the Partridges, for heaven’s sakes? They 

+ were just as good as anybody else. » aa 
__. Itdid seem only fair. When you faced the facts, that 

__ -Her mood was such that when Peter Janville sud- _ 
 denly turned off the highway and took the short, — 
* winding, country road into Lovers Lane, she did not — 
~ protest. The rather large clump of tea and — 

spruces, which formed a cozy bower of concealment _ 
and privacy from the passing vehicles on the main 
highway, had long been a romantic spot for young - 

and old lovers alike. Not even the Meadowville Police 

~ ever disturbed anyone there, Many a courtship and ~ 
_ loving marriage of Meadowville citizens had had its _ 

- start here. Which was very peculiar, really. For not” — 

- more than five hundred yards from the last maple- — 
wood tree rose the high ground of the Meadowville _ 

- cemetery—a fact of life which never seemed to dis-- 

_-turb the romantic souls who came to Lovers Lane. No_ 
"one gave a thought to-graveyard ghosts or supersti- 

_ tions or stuff like that. It was just such a peaceful spot, 

pe 
fay. 
a 



_ Aside from romantic larks, that was to Say, >. aes 
_ Peter Janville slowed the Mustang between a shad- 
_ owy maplewood and a pale spruce and turned the — 
ignition off. He flicked the lights out, too. Shirley 7 t i 

: _ settled back against her seat and sighed, smiling. =» 
It was such a lovely night. A full moon was in 

_ view, riding right oyer the trees, big and round and j 
white, sailing just above the high crest of earth where © 

_ the cemetery. was, off in the distance. She could just. 
~ about make out the low stone wall running around 
the grounds, : ee 
The June night was delicious: a cooling wind, a 
pleasant aura of tranquility, hardly a sound in the air. 

~ And no thoughts of the children. No dishes to wash, 4 
clothes to mend, or errands to perform—nothing to’ 

- do but be herself and enjoy the company of a hand-~ : 
* some man. She could make out the dim outlines of — 

_ other vehicles parked among the trees, but they might - 
_have been merely large rocks or mounds ‘of earth. It 
‘was as if she and Peter Janville had the whole place to 
themselves, And she didn’t once wonder if Christo- 
pher had seen the horror movie, if Tracy had brushed- ’ 
her teeth, or exactly what time Keith and Danny had” - 
returned from their hike through the woods. She was - 
in that sort of carefree, reckless mood. + pee 

“Thanks for the movie, Peter. It was justfine.” °.~ 

a 

‘You're welcome, Shirley. I thought it was kind of 
fun too.” ‘a : She 
_ “And now,” she said with a mock-serious tone in — 
her voice, “may I ask what brought you back to Mead=. — 

Bere in cka ety ante tac oe: 

io 4 



Seis at all ob: a ath ee you were out in 
~ New York being a great lawyer and all that.” * 

“Tt was. And I am. In fact, it’s all that which a 
brought 1 me back to this lovely little town. I was glad — 
of one thing, though, It did As me an epretia to. 

. See you again.’ . 
___. It wasn’t the compliment that aide her turn iuher 
a seat to look at him, as nice as that was; it was the ~ 
_ abrupt, sober, calm and seriousness of his voice, He 
a sounded almost troubled. Like a man with a problem. 
-. “Peter, is there something wrong?” aa 
His face was to her in profile. Handsome, clean-cut, 
and very ie aims Now he, in turn, faced her. at 
., the odd tone of her r question. tS 
ae “Nothing I can’t handle, Shirley. Bute; it cae, put a’ 
s damper on our date, such as it is. ’m afraid I brought 
- you here for ulterior motives, Bur I'm sure you'll . 

-understand, when I tell you.” | 
_ “I beg your pardon?” That shot out of her like a 
 maidenly protest. 
' His smile and accompanying laugh ‘was too 

a 
a a, 

a 

a 

- baad riiay = try to kiss me. Otay. I'm not offended, ' “ 

2 ‘some kind.” 
eS It ‘won't be: any longer,” ‘he admitted, “for I'm 
P going to reveal it to you right now. I wanted to wait 
until we got out here, you see.” 

“So reveal it. I haven’t been told a good secret since 
_ Danny confessed to me that he doesn’t like guns at all. 
_ Though he knows that all boys are supposed to. He is. 
| definitly sicuenies asa way of life.” 
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_.» “Good for him.” Peter Janville’s eyes glittered 
~ strangely in the dim interior of the car. Suddenly, he 
raised an arm and pointed in the direction of the cem- _ 
etery. “The. Meadowville cemetery is my secret, - 
Shirley. It’s why I've come back to town. Quite.a 

story inthat.” | eae 
~~ “Pll just bet there is,” Shirley nodded, a bit amazed, 

* teries, now that I think of it.” 
“No, I’m’serious,” Peter Janville said briskly. “As 

_ ‘you know, I’m with a legal firmin New York. Name 
on the front door and everything. Well, one of our 

.. sidelines is handling the estates of terribly rich people. - 
And one’of our biggest clients just happens to be the - 
»” Kagloka family tree. Does that give you any kind of a 
clue?” 
© “Karloka?” Shirley echoed, brain flying. “Why, of . 

‘2 5 ie 

‘Tell me more. I don’t know any secrets. about ceme- — 
. 

FS ee ee ee ae oe 

course! Old Man Karloka—the Meadowville million- ~ 
-aire—silver or oil or some such. He’s buried in the — 

_ Meadowville cemetery. I remember now. He died ten — 
years ago, and he was like ninety-two years old or — 
“something.” 

“It was eleven years ago, and he:-was ninety-four, % 
and it was most definitely silver. The biggest silver — 
lode in the state of Nevada, not counting the Com- - 
stock Lode of the last century. But you're beginning 

7 
a 

to get the idea. Since I come from Meadowville origi- 4 
~ nally and am one of the brightest lights of the firm of 

on 

Hays, Dawson, Schneider and Janville, I was elected — 
to come down here and play investigator.” 

“Investigator,” Shirley said slowly. “Which means : 
exactly what?” 7 

Peter Janville shook his head, almost sadly. 
_ “There seems to’ be one sole, surviving heir to the +4 

Karloka millions. A’ rather brainless young playboy 
nephew named Tollings. Tollings Karloka. ‘The old. 
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‘man was buried here in Meadowville because it was _ 
_ the place where he was born before he went out to — 
_ Nevada to discover that’silver. Well, at any rate, the - 
crypt is here. An enormous vault, I understand. Have — 

3 you seen it at all, Shirley?” The query was low-toned __ 
» and very urgent. " °F 
“Why, yes. Last year. When we were in the ceme- __ 
_ tery. A school-friend of Danny’s had died of pneumo-": — 
- nia, and we all attended the funeral. At the time, I re- | 
__ member remarking to Laurie how big and lavish it . 
_ ‘was compared to everything else in the cemetery. The - 

vault, I mean. It’s incredible.” » ™ 5 i aes 
“Yes, I’ve seen photos of it in our office. And that’s — 

__ why I am here. The firm has reason to believe that the 
4 Karloka mausoleum is being put to uses other than the _ 
_ ones usually prescribed for mausoleums.” © :. 
“Come again, Peter? I don’t get the drift of that.” 
» “Shirley, Tollings Karloka is a silly young man 
* given to wild and stupid gestures. We have every rea- 
. son to believe that he gave the keys to that vault to 
» someone who has no business having them. In short, 
~ this nephew of the old man, who should keep the keys _ 
. to himself and permit no outsider. to have them or _ 
_ know about them, has turned them over to a very pe- 

culiar woman. In fact, an almost legendary sort of 
person who has the power, it seems, to make even 
‘strong men weak and do as she wants them to. In the _ 
ease of Tollings Karloka, it was-even simpler than 

. that. Like taking candy from a baby. Anyhow, I am’ * 

here to see that the vault has not been disturbed in any 

sway. And to make certain that this woman turns the 
key back to my firm, as legal guardians of the Karloka 

& Estate.” aes is ; 

_ Shirley Partridge could only blink, shake her head, 

» and try not to smile or say anything foolish. But it 

was all too much for her. He’d been going too fast, 

ok a 



< and the nice romantic. June night. had been soiled 

__ Somehow by a story which) for all its fascination and 
entertaining mystery, was still a little gruesome, when — 
~ yougotrightdowntoit.Brrrrrrrrt oe 

_ “Peter Janville, you’ve a perfectly fiendish mind. 
_ You know that? You’ve completely spoiled my mood. — 

Till have no peace of mind until you explain what — 
. you're talking about. Who would want the keys to a 
~ mausoleum? And for what reason, in the name of _ 
_ heaven? And why would a nephew give the keys to 

his uncle’s vault to anyone at all?” ; ——. 
- Peter, Janville looked very grim indeed before he — 

replied to all her blurted queries. And when he did, his — 

See a 

- tone was nearly angry, for she had somehow hurt his 
feelings, She did not know how. — see 

“A woman named Theodora Moon, for one thing,” _ 
_ he said very coldly, as though he were a lawyer ina 
courtroom, attacking a hostile witness. “And for the. 4 

express purpose of using that mausoleum as a meeting 
place for her very own devilish affairs, She’s a self? f 

_ professed witch, and she lives'right here in Meadow- — 
ville, As for your third and last question, she is quite” 

_ capable of. taking over a man’s mind, especially — someone like young Tollings, and making him do — what she wants him to do.” . ; ee gNe . “But, but—that means—” Shirley couldn’t con- 
tinue, ‘ eer y 

“Yes,” Peter Janville said, “I’ve come here in the © dead of night because I want to go up to that ceme- — tary, look around, and see for myself. I have a flash- _ 

~ there after dark. It couldn’t be done ‘in the 

‘ take you home?” 

light in the car, and I hope I have a woman with me who has the amount of nerve needed to go prowling — 
daytime, — for that is when nothing could go on in there, You. understand? Now, are you game, Shirley, or should I 

52 *. 
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- Shirley - Sarendedte ‘iallowed erica ihe to. gat ‘ 
keer ake heart from climbing up into her mouth. Sud- 

~ der ly, the high rising ground of the old cemetary | 
’ with its encircling wall didn’t seem very appetizing at _ 
3 all. To say the very least! And Peter Janville had . 
__come up with his secret and his surprise like twin bolts ts 
: prom: out of the blue. — twin. spooks! 

The idea! : 
_ -Cemetary-prowling at night. With a man, yet. 

_ Ather age! What would everybody think of her? 
_ _ And she the famous mother of a very famous fam-. 
_ ily of six who were the talk of the Show Business 

4 world. A great and very renowned musical act. _ : 
a What old Variety, the Show Biz Bible, called a 
_ SMASH. — See 
4 = “Peter,” she gulped nervously, keeping her heart’ 
~ down. Pm your girl. Let’s go.” . 

He smiled at her in the gloom of the ear interior. 
_ With affection. And added respect 

_* Anda newer, deeper, more thrilling kind of admi- § of 

4 ration. 
-. “I’ve always liked you. . You know that, Shirley. But 
_ right now, I think you're the greatest woman in the 
_ world. Bar none.” 

~ ‘Tl shiver to that,” Shirley agreed, smiling in spite 
of her sudden fear, “and take me with you before I 
lose my nerve and change my. mind. This sure will. 
beat going to a drive-in movie, you know.” 

_ “Trust in me. I'll take care of you.” 
“Oh, I will. Don’t worry about that! But, Peter—” 
i “Yes, Shirley?” 
“That woman you mentioned. Theodora Moon, was 

Bi? She can’t be a witch. Can she? I mean everybody 
" knows there’s no such thing as a witch. That’s all leg- 
- end and fairy tales and make-believe.” She stared at 
‘him hed ee as Seed both Bt out a the car in the - 
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stillness of the dark woods, “Don’t tell me an intelli- 
~ gent man like you believesin that stuff?” 
_ > Peter Janville was tall and oddly statuesque in the — 
+ darkness, next to her side, and his answer, when it — 

came, was quietly sincere. _ i Sai 
And fatalistically chilling..And it altogether damp- _ 

ened herardor. — ; og 
“Pll let. you know if we find her broomstick, © 
~ Shirley.” ee 

_ Shirley Partridge felt an icy chill along her spine. 
“You're a great help, you are. You know that, ! 

+, 
‘vg 

a 
oa 
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‘ : 

Peter?” eer 
-- Together, they pushed out into the shadowy night, © 

ay ira the sesee horizon which held the ‘ching aE j 
__ houette of the Meadowville cemetary. The moon, just _ 

disappearing behind a formation of clouds, limned it © 
_ briefly in its glare, and then the entire scene vanished 
-for a few minutes, leaving only a vague, blurred out- 

~. line. A phantom. 26 ~~, «1 
_. Peter Janville took Shirley Partridge gently by the 
elbow and steered her through the maze of closely- 
bunched trees, taking care to stay out of the sight of 

_ any parked vehicles in the area. And spies? ape 
: vers Lane, thought Shirley Partridge, unhappily. © 

Hab! And double Hab! Boge ha as ; 14 
It was getting more and more like a Halloween : 

_Night with each passing second. And the only trouble 
was, what.were they really in for? So ye ae 

Trick? 
Ortreat? 
Time alone would tell. ; ; 
Time and—terror, “. oa 

_ Back at the white frame house which all of Mead- 
owville knew as the home of their local. celebrities” 

_ (and world-famous, too!), whom everyone knew and? 
a 



aa 

_ Knee had kept her eyelids from closing. She had 
_ yawned so many times, she had nearly dislocated her ~ 

“pretty jaw. , ee 
- And Simone, that furry brown-and-white rascal, — 

had stolen right back into Mom Partridge’s bedroom, ' 

found a pair of fluffy white pom-pomed slippers, and 
proceeded to gnaw them to a frazzle. Having a ball! 

Something which was going to make Shirley Par- 

tridge very unhappy when she returned home from . 

yer evening out with Mr. Peter Janville. Sete 

But the main thing about Laurie’s falling fast asleep » 

in the big stuffed chair in the living room was that she 

as not awake to fret and worry and wonder about 

the lateness of the time. As she might have. = 

_ The clocks in the house, including the banjo-shaped 

"one in the kitchen, were already well past midnight. 

And Keith and Danny were not home yet. In fact, 

_ they were at least an hour overdue. A very big hour. 

' So because there was no one awake in the Partridge 

_ domicile and Mom herself was still out on the town 
~somewhere, there was.also no one to raise a hue and ~ 

_ cry about the missing boys. os 
DM etn Hanis 6a SRP. 



'- Asthey could have, would have, or should have. eal 
_. It’s like that with families, all over the world. “ye 
_ . Ask any father—or mother. Especially Shirley Par- 
ES Sridge SaaS Saas az (eq 
Bey oer midnight is just no time for a teenage boy and - 
__ his little brother to be off gallivanting somewhere. No 
-. fit time at all. : e045 - ; 

-- Forgetfulness ae lateness or just sheer mischie-— 
_ -vousness is one thing. But genuine trouble is certainly | 

another, Is it ever! - . : 
-. Like blundering around in a dark cemetery until” 
~ you stumble smack into the sort of devilish doings 

~- you’re only supposed to read about in books or see in ~ 
.. spooky movies. Yessirree, Bob! si. om 
. - What was happening to Keith and Danny Partridge _ 

' in the cemetery no more than twenty minutes from — 
. the place they called home shouldn’t have happened — 

_toa dog. CPS e% 
-» No, ae even Simone, as bad as she was being. ~ “3 

But not even a pair of pretty bedroom slippers - 
could compare to ecoea sey | taking place fr thes 

~ huge, ornate, stone tomb above the earth, known as _ 
the Karloka Vault. The largest mausoleum in the — 
“cemetery; Cts id 

_ There, in the dread shadows, was being enacted a 
scene from the pit itself. A very bad scene, indeed, A~ 
monstrous nightmare of terror. rae te 

» ~ Something you only wanted to see in a horror 
‘ movie, . » a 

Not be a part of! ray Fe ted 
Unless you were stoned right out of your skull, 
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“() There was no light in the tomb. No moon, no 
electricity, not even a matchstick blazing. That is, 
there wasn’t a flicker of illumination at all; until some-- ~ 

one fired up something, and then the steady and weird ~ 
glow of a’candle showed awful things... . . It was 
only then that the terrible predicament into which 
‘they had gotten themselves, came home to Keith and - 
Danny Partridge. It was like a blow to the brain, a 

- punch in the stomach, and the flickering yellow can- ~ : 
_dielight revealed all their nightmares and wildest q 
-dreams come vividly to life. il 
» For they had regained consciousness in a total dark- a 

ness. A curtain of blackness in which their first . 
concerns were for the rather severe bumps on their 
noggins. Each had received a knockout rap on the j 

back of their heads from short heavy wooden clubs 
wielded by their phantom attackers, whoever they 

_ might be. Neither Keith or Danny had any memory 
or knowledge of being carried into this tomb. Actu- 



_. whose hooded heads concealed faces. As the candle — 
* flame steadied, casting a full gleam about their sur-_- 
a roundings, the entire tableau became a sight never to — 
___ be forgotten. ; 
_— Keith wanted to look at Danny, and Danny wanted ° 
_ to look at Keith, but something about the unearthly — 
___ setting was so compelling, they were hypnotized with 
_ their own fear. They could not take their eyes away. - 
 ~ Itdrove every other thought out of their minds. 
__~ The night. The cemetery. The crawling, hideous 
- blob. Being late going home. Mom worrying—every- 
__ thing! Including that cackling laughter. eS 

This was truly the most horrible thing in all the _ 
world. 5 ens 
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a “Keith Partridge had once taken a 1 00k out of th ar 
_ Meadowville Library on Park Street in town. Dante’s. E 
__ Inferno, which was a long story in a kind of prose- 
_ poetry about a journey into Hades by two men. The — 

__ book had been filled with hundreds of illustrations. by 
“a great artist named Gustave Dore, all of them show- . 
ing his concept of what Hell might really look like © 

-, and be like. What Keith and Danny were now seeing 
"was too.awfully close to those drawings for comfort. 3 
Too darn close! ai oa 

_ The scene in this place was right out of a Dore il- 
. lustration. ae, nk . 

The burning candle, a tall yellow taper about afoot — 
_ high, rested on a rounded silver tray, and this in turn. 
_ was placed directly atop a long box of some kind that _ seemed about six feet long and two feet deep; its mas- 

- Siveness and indistinct formation was hidden in the _ darkness below the candle glare. The heavy box was 
‘upraised from the stone floor, supported by a | _ stanchion at either end which was probably made of — 
stone, too. In dawning horror, his breath rasping 

_ against the cloth wrapped over his mouth, Keith real- 
ized he was staring at nothing less than a coffin! “4 Or a mummy case or a huge casket that dead people. — ~ lay in! oo \G In rapid seconds, he understood where he and 
Danny were, . Ss i ee op 4 _There were no windows in the tomb-like confines — of their prison. Only small grilles of ironwork, with- 
out glass, placed in each wall. Now that he looked and a tried to see, he caught sight of a random star, he — thought. But he only imagined that, for now he could clearly see the dark material, draped like curtains, — hanging down over the grillwork apertures to blot Out the light from within, so that no telltale illumina- . tion might show outside this place. That single fact. 
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~_ situation they were. in, made the blood in his body run 
more than anything else, more than evén the ghastly” 
cold, for it was more than a hint that their captors 5 

__ Were up to no good. — oe 
7" ‘Their captors—talk about ghouls! bo ods eo 
~. _ It-was impossible to tell how many of them there 
actually were. For as large as the tomb was, or vault — 

. or whatever, standing all about the huge long box’. 
__ stood massed figures. The peaked hoods which hid - 
_ their faces made them seem like faceless phantoms — 

_ from another world. They stood, ringed shoulder to 
- shoulder, all around the perimeter of the massive. 

coffin, as if staring down at the burning candle. No 
_ one was doing any talking, and the silence this made _ 
_ for was as frightening as anything else that had hap- ~ 

' pened and was happening. It was like sitting and. 
watching a play of some kind, for the candlelight © 

: ~ flung tall, peaked shadows on the four walls of the 
~ tomb. The strong odor which had stung the nostrils of . 
_ Keith and Danny hung in the atmosphere of*the 

crowded place. It was a queer scent, like the burning» 
-- of coal or sulphur. Or something unknown. And still | 

~ none of the cloaked, quietly assembled figures spoke 
"or moved so much as an inch, Not even the two tall 

‘figures to either side of Keith and Danny, standing 
like silent human bookends of some kind. 3 

If they were human, at all. It was so hard to say for 
sure. Lean Suet 
_ There was also.no sound from without the walls of 

ie 

the vault. It was as if the world were sleeping, as if 
_ nothing were stirring. Not even the hoot of an owl or 

_~ the thunder of a jet plane in the sky, which surely 
ought to have been heard if one were zooming over- 
' head, But, no, there was no noise, and there was no 

- great mental work needed for Keith to suddenly | 
4 - know where they truly were. No other place in his 

ae DEAReM 
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lifetime would have fitted the description and charac 
_terofthisone,Notforaminute. = ss 

_ * It just had to be that vault, the largest one in the 
Meadowville cemetery. He had seen it last year when — 

_he had attended that funeral for Danny’s classmate, 
_ the poor kid who had died of pneumonia. Sure, *he’d * 
remembered. how impressed Mom and Laurie had 
‘been with its obvious richness and great size, com- ~~ 
pared to all the lesser and more humble crypts and — 

_-mausoleums on the burial grounds, The Kar—Kar?— — 3 
-the Karloka Vault! Sure, that ‘was it! Old Miser 
-Karloka, the Meadowville kids had called him, be- ~ 

_ cause he’d never donated a single penny to tren } 
_ any playgrounds or schools or ballfields of any kin 
- A very rich millionaire whom nobody had ever ex- | 
tscdy lovee and now his vault was a meeting place _ 

_ for some kind of weird bunch of ghouls. Boy, that _ 
figured! ; , : : ¢ 

But now there was no more time to think about — 
that. Fy ty 

Something was happening. “ 
Something different. Something very very strange. 
It wasn’t anything he could detect all at once, but - 

even in his frightened state he could sense a change in 
the atmosphere of the room. He strained against his — 

_ bonds, peering toward the yellow light of the candle, — 
_ trying to see into the hidden faces of the cloaked mob 
' . standing in a rectangular sort of circle about the enor- _ 

mous stone coffin. ee seg 
_ He was so preoccupied with his own thoughts and 

“fears, he had barely glanced at Danny. But he could — 
well understand how the hooded horde. might have — 
thoroughly terrified his little brother. Even a practical 
kid like Danny, with his good head for business and _ 
financial matters, must be finding this all pretty hard - 
to take, A terrifying pill to swallow. gees 

| Rie tas ; 
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bad. No telling just how bad it was—but Holy To- . 
- ledo—at least they weren’t ghosts! It wasn’t the Su- 
_ pernatural or ESP or any kind. of thing like that. Te s é 

For unless he was really crazy and just plain hard~ _ 
_. headed, Keith Partridge just didn’t believe in ghosts, 
In spite of that horrible thimg that had crawled along - 

A ial a ae ects ie th eee ee ee 
sa Step 75 Oo TN a ae 0 
err ea te" The arg 

= 

_ behind them on the dark pathway, he was now con- 
vinced that he‘and Danny had stumbled into a secret, — 

~ evil gang of some kind. That was bad, all right, very - 

_ just couldn’t be! 
-. And the curious, sudden change in the atmosphere’ 

© of the chamber, the subtle stiffening all the hooded . 
seemed to be undergoing.an attitude of listen- 

2 ‘ng, of waiting for something, Or someone... 
___ All at once, Keith Partridge had the answer to his 

-_ question. 
_.. . An answer he regretted wanting. And obtaining. 

_ For suddenly, one of the cowled figures raised both . 
’ arms, and the hands that suddenly exposed themselves, - 

extending outward from the folds of black material, ~ 
- were ebony-gloved and claw-like. Bones covered 
over! girs 

And the figure spoke, in a low yet clearly ringing _ 
- yoice, whose words seemed to resound off the four - 

a walls of the vault, like Skeleton bones clicking to- — 
ether in a little wooden box. Hollowly and coldly. 

“She comes!, She comes! Oh, brothers and sisters of 

_ the Coven, look to the face of The Moon! She is 

_ -needed, and she comes—”. a 

_*. There was a ‘chorus of appreciative murmurs and 

sighs and mutters, and it rolled from the hooded as- ~ 

_--semblage like a hymn of devotion. As if all tied 

together on the same invisible string, all the hoods 
turned and faced the far wall of the vault. There, 

: against the gloom and the pale reflection of faint can- 

- 

- dlelight, Keith caught his first sight of the door that 
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. ed theres the sale ‘It.was an enormous aie sees set 
tne gag i in stone walls. Keith held his breath in spite o ° 

. across his lips, his mind racing, sharing~the | eagerness 
_ of everyone in that candlelighted vault for the appear- 
“ance of whoever the “brothers and sisters of the 
Coven” were expecting. 

_.. He heard alow whimper from Danny’s direction. 
> It sounded like a frog eating a marshmallow. Or 
SSene on an insect. 

-But there was no time to see to Danny Partridge. 
_ Things were happening now, moving very swiftly. 

De aaa eum 

' The heavy, dark door was suddenly moving in- 4 
Sarai Slowly, gently. 

Soundlessly, without,a squeak of noise, as if well? 
oiled hinges or smoothly linked bolts governed. its 

- Movement, the portal swept back, and into the vault, | 
literally entering like a masked intruder, came the - 

_ most incredible woman that Keith Partridge had ever — 
- set his eyes on, 

Outside of The Wizard Of Oz movie, ‘that is. ‘Ye s 
Gods! 

There was just no one or nothing else to compare. 
‘her to than the Wicked Witch of the West. The only 

~ thing missing was the broomstick, and Keith couldn’t 
be too sure of that, either. For the woman was ex- ~ 

‘tremely tall, far taller than the movie witch, and it 
-” seemed as if she could. have hidden two brooks : 
anywhere about her person. As well as play t 

- basketball! 
- He had never seen Madame Theoddra Moon be- 

fore, but he was never, ever going to forget her. Be- 
cause she came into the vault crouching, bobbing, and: 
then seeming to float, both long arms fluttering and ~ 
moving about like winged birds of some unknown ‘ 

_ species. And that face! It wasa caricature. ~  * 
Even a as the massed, cloaked figures, to a man a and 
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woman, went down to their shrouded knees, lowering - 
“their hoods in homage of some kind, the horrendous 
' woman paused behind the glare of the candle and _ 
stared through it with burning, coal-black eyes, to-_ 

' ward Keith and Danny. Stared eerily. 
_ _ And the great hooked beak of a nose quivered. And. : 

_. snorted. - . 
The triangular-shaped face, with pointed chin, 

' pointed ears, and sharp, fierce lines of mouth and eye- | 
’ brows and cheekbones might have been a Halloween | 
--mask in a Meadowyville store window in October. A 
_tealscary mask, ; 

2. 

__ Only this was-June, and Madame Theodora Moon, 
_alas, was very, very real indeed. And in the flesh, as — 

_ horrible and ee as Evil incarnate can be. Her . 
_ teeth shone 
and already damp with saliva at the expectation of 

‘ 

ike great yellow fangs, glinting, crooked, 

_ human sacrifices, 

“S 

ie 

_ Two human sacrifices. Two flesh-and-blood mor- 

~ ~ In that awful, fixed moment, as her burning eyes 
blazed across the top of the stone coffin, seeming to 
_ penetrate far down into the souls of Keith and Danny __ 
. Partridge, the world stood still. Came to a dead stop. 

' The world of fun and games and imagination, and 
_toys and chocolate sodas and good music and warm 
“Wha 

; 
sunshine and picnics and ice cream and the school- 

- room; the playground, and the home all took a back. 
seat to Horror. . 

' And Madame Theodora Moon boomed her dread- 
‘ful introduction. Her verdict. oye 

~ “So! You seek to come among us and learn our ‘ 
secrets, dare you? Well, my fine fellows—we know 
how to deal with intruders and spies! [can promise 
you that! No one can witness a.Coven and live—no 
-- one who does not belong to the profane order of 

re ieee 
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_ things. Oh, we shall have a merry time this night, my”: 
~ children of the Moon. Tonight, we will be able to sac- _ 
 rifice the blood of he ae aoe I should d 
_ say.” ‘The gobbling cackling laughter that now ema- 
£ ae Sani? eat was just like that insane laugh- ; 
~ ter of before. But this time, so close, so apparent its — 

~ source, the mirth fairly bombarded the confines of the 
vault. “Icky-ticky-ricky-100 2... 660 2 oo. tonight 
-. we shall have the death of two!” ta 

_ The chant, the lyrical, rhythmical outpouring of _ 
- jargon and melody, was picked up and repeated in. — 
* chorus, by the hooded group all around the vault. © 
“TIcky-ticky-ricky-roo. ... +...” The voices rose © 

_ in a blend of harmony and some kind of wild elation. 
Keith Partridge closed his eyes and shuddered. He just ~ 

_ couldn’t bear to stare directly into Madame Moon’s - 
_ eyes one second longer. As he supposed Danny was — 
- unable to. The woman was a frightening ogre come — 

~ to life, leaping from the dark corners of the mind. 
“,. . tonight we shall have the death of two!” 

_ It was like a pronouncement of execution. ee 
“ "The terrible words echoed in the vault. Beating a — 
- maddening refrain in Keith Partridge’s. musically — 
‘schooled mind. He hated the sound Bs ial words, 

| geatet the ugly meaning of them. The threat of — 
them. | ay a? 

He was afraid, now. Really afraid. of a 
_ Old Witch Face looked exactly like the sort of 
monster who kept her promises and pledges. And the — 
chanted mumbo-jumbo wordage of those’ screwy. — 
words .. . . icky-ticky-ricky-roo . . : sounded like 

"the Funeral March in Looney Tunes tempo. But that’ 
didn’t make them any less scary. 

_ Or funny, either. 
.- Holy Cow! ; s = 

These ctazy people sounded like they wanted to 7 ft rae sf Sohn gis Paeee re hae 

ee 



kill him and Danny!, Just for walking around in Z : 
_ cemetery after dark— ee eey eS 

‘How could there be anything funny in that? 

_ The vast patch of greyness and darkness-lying be- ~ 
_ tween Lovers Lane and the encircling wall bordering 
_ the Meadowville cemetery was a lot longer than Shir- | 
“ley Partridge had thought. Even with Peter Janville _ 

NY 

* steering her through the unfamiliar area, skirting tall _ 
_ trees until they both emerged on the sloping rise of — 
earth which encompassed the grounds, she felt as if — 
_ she had come a mile. Her flat shoes fortunately ‘were a 
’: big help. High heels would have been murder. But’ _ 
even with all that, she just couldn’t rid herself of a 
_ feeling that she was doing something both foolish and\ — 
_. dangerous, despite Peter Janville’s confidence and his — 
_ assurance. that they were not. Still, cemetery- — 
_ prowling wasn’t exactly an admirable social sport. 
_. Even as a hobby, it would have been very questiona-- 
- ble. My; yes! epee 
__. When they reached the low wall, Peter Janville’s — 
figure was a shadow again, for the moon had once 
__ more disappeared behind the clouds. _ 

_ Shirley stayed close to him, mindful of the darkness 
~ all about and an almost death-like silence pervading . 
~-the night. It was always a peculiar feeling, knowing 
~ ‘that so many dead people were so close, lying peace- 
_ fully in their coffins and pine boxes beneath the earth, 
_ on which she and Peter Janville were about to tres- 
” pass. It was a chilling thought, and it made her pause 

_ before Peter Janville turned to assist her over the low 

stone wall which was no more than several feet high. — 
_ Beyond it, she could make out the pale dull slabs of 
_ gravemarkers and headstones. ees 

_ “Peter,” she. whispered, trying to keep fear out of 
hier VOICE, = ees eas ue ‘n° 



sic AGeline cold = Shisley?” 1 His ne was sa Geena q 
«but chiding. — 4 

~ “You said it. I can’t help feeling what we're doing i is 
_ illegal. And well—just not very nice.’ 

“Ihave an authorization from. the Meadowville | 
- Police,” he whispered back. “They know what-l’m 
_trying to do. In fact, they are going to cooperate with 
~me when I have some substantial evidence. Okay?” 
“Okay. But why can’t we go shone the front ; 
ates—” 3 
“Locked, of course. The cemetery closes at dusk 4 

~ each day. Now, come on. I don’t want to keep you 

— 

out too long, you know. The sooner we get all this: _ 
" done, the better. Want your children to worry about — 
“you?” : 

“My children,” Shirley Partridge said grimly, “had 
_all better be safely tucked in their beds,. dreaming — 
_ what all little boys and girls dream about. Or else, I'm 
‘a permissive enough mother, but I draw the line on — 

- Tate hours and their not getting enough sloep.2oti as 
* Peter Janville took her hand, drew her sowed the . 
low wall, and then stepped up himself, waiting to 4 
draw her up when she was ready. 7 
“You're a wonder, all right, Shirley.A real wortier 5 

- for alls your smooth talk and courage. Okay, step up, — 
now, and it’s just a short drop to the other side of the ~ 

_ wall. Ready, get set-—”. sig 
Shirley Partridge raised a foot, steadied herself on — 

' the stone parapet, and braced to swing upward and -. 
_ over, pulled by Peter Janville’ ’s firm hand. She never : 

~ followed pois ee on ‘the movement. es halted — 
~ midway. 

Wor did Peter Janville tug at her. He too checked | 
his éffort. . 

For both of fee had been rendered as noes 3 
68 Ry oR 



j Basse statues = co strangest, r most ee sound in all o 
~ creation. A horrifying : noise. 4 

- HaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHa. cae SR 
- The laughter, floating, ‘mocking, seemingly coming - 

q P fect the very depths of the darkened cemetery, a 
_ dancedtowardtheminthe gloom. 

ne _ Goblin, ghoul la 

The same wild mirth which had been the very start ' 
S of all the troubles that evening for Keith and eae =. 

Partridge. The signal for great danger. . 
iss ughter. Fiendish, ghastly humor. ° ~~ 

* As ifthe Dead were Byte some arcane, pie. 

- joke. 
_ At the expense of ae Living. 
oe SY eee. seemed to be! 

~~ 





ie \ T I 
VILLE 

B
E
 



“ 
eT 

~ 

- (0 “Brother. George,” Madame Theodora: Moon said — 
inher dry and crackling voice, “bring them to the 4 
-table! The time has come to prepare their souls for 
the Infinite! We must delay no longer. The Hour of 

- Darkness is here, and we must make use of it.” 
The tall old-crone, more.spectral and horrible than 4 

ever in her dark dress, with her long black hair hang- — 
_ ing down the sides of her triangular face, clapped both © 

hands, The sound this gesture made was like the q 
cracking of knuckles, and it sent another icy chill rac- 
ing down Keith Partridge’s spine. But far worse than 
that was the sudden activity that Madame Moon’s — __ command triggered. It was as if the silent throng of 

_— 

~ Cloaked minions ree in solemn conclave about. 
the heavy coffin had o} 
them into movement. ee 
Rough hands seized Keith, hauling him to his feet. Danny was plucked up from the stone floor as if he ~ were_a bag of feathers. The two sentinels who had — 

y needed her voice to spur 
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_ been guarding both boys were very ieee men. Or 
_ women—or whatever they were. Panic . 
heart, for now all these strange and terrible people in — 

ed Keith’s:. 

the vault were behaving and working like mindless 
automatons, Robots deing the bidding of the weird 

old witch woman standing behind the long stone box. 
_ Science-fiction slaves. - Brae 
~_. Madame Moon had reached down and picked up the 
_ long’ yellow candle by its tray base, which had a — 
_ ringed handle for’such a purpose. The baleful illumi- . - 
"nation moved, casting more shadows against the wall . 

behind her, and the top of the heavy coffin was sud- — 
__denly in gloom. Beside Madame Moon’s side stood a - 
tall, cowled figure. And this was Brother George, the _ 
- follower who had summoned Madame Moon to the © 

vault with a phone call. While Keith and Danny had 

‘been unconscious, Brother George had used the tele- __ 
~ phone in the caretaker’s cottage at the far end of the 

~ cemetery. The caretaker ‘was a man named Finlay who « ~ 

_ fell asleep every night after dusk, not knowing that the.» 
_- cup of coffee he usually had with his quiet dinner was 
_ heavily drugged. Brother George had made the call _ 

_ withoutany troubleatall. = = ° 
-.. Keith tried to struggle, to kick out against the: 

~ hooded figures pushing him to the stone table, Even — 
* little Danny, knowing the danger they were both in 

_ now was A more real than gibbering laughter and 

_ awful, ugly things crawling about the cemetery, was. 
3 panne SP a fierce tussle. But it was to no avail. Both 

boys were soon placed side by side atop the massive 

~ box. The lid was solid marble, and it was cold. Keith 

~ could feel the icy touch of it all the way through his 

light summer clothes. Suddenly and quite surprisingly, 
_ the gags stuffing their mouths were pulled out, and — 

_ the sudden influx of air into their lungs was a ‘little 

- dizzying. But it was stale, confined air, for all of that, - 
eta ert none 



“ and in the bargain their arms were being pressed down — 
- by awesome figures on either side of the coffin, figures - 

- which turned their peaked hoods in the direction of | 
~ Madame Moon for further instructions and come. 
_ mands. Whatever those might be. e 
+ Silence had fallen over the group again. And the at- 
mosphere of the terrible vault was broken only by ’ 
_ Keith’s racked breathing, as he tried to find his voice ~ 
* again, and Danny’s tormented gasping. _ 2 Som 

And the horrible old lady, the woman who was — 
.. More witch than human, drew closer to the coffin, — 
'- holding aloft the blazing candle. Its yellow glare en- © 
_ circled her head like a halo. Only she was no angel; — 
_ She would never be that! The hooked nose, the 
“ pendulous lips, the pointed chin, and the burning eyes — 

- were more satanic than ever. Truly devilish. — Prk 
‘When she reached the side of the heavy box on — 

which the boys lay in trembling, still-disbelieving ter- - 
ror, a crooked smile made her face more ugly than ~ 
“ever. She stared down at Keith and Danny. The can- 
dle hissed suddenly, and the noise was like a jar to the. _ 
nerves. Danny yelped,and Keith tried to'summon up - 
enough strerigth in his lungs forarealloudyell, = 

_ “No, my boy,” Madame Moon cackled dryly, 
seeing the intent in his young, determined face and ~ 
pointing a bony forefinger down at him. “Do not — 
even think of screaming. No one will hear you, — 

- dearie. This vault is so very thick, you see. 
Completely soundproof. But if you wish to know ~ 
why I have ordered your gags removed, I will tell — 
you. Oh, yes, boys. We are not as bad as all that! We - 
of the Coven should ‘like to hear what you have to 
say. By way of explanation or, say, confession? Now,: 
boys, would you like to tell Madame Moon how you _ 

_camé here? It might go better for you, if you did, 
~ After all, we are not heartless. Are we, my Coven?” 

: Ss 4 BRC aos ety baataar ae re 
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~- From all about the vault came the deep, unified © 
by 

__ ative denial of evil intent. “No!” 
_. The sound, a Greek chorus of trouble, didn't ‘acme ‘ 

murmur of approval from her strange cohorts. A neg- — 

- Keith Partridge’s blood very much. If anything, it -. 
~ made him more frightened than ever. : 
_ “Let us out of here—” He was surprised at the — 
* sound of his own voice. It was thin and light, like a — 

~ swallowed nervously, keeping his eyes on the incredi- : 
_ ble apparition hovering above him, ‘candle held high. - 
_ He made his voice a little stronger. It wouldn’t do to | 

girl’s,Boy, he sounded just like a hysterical kid! He — 

_ make this crazy old lady to think he was so scared he od 
. couldn’ talk straight. “We don’t care what your busi- - 

_/ness is, Ma’am. But my brother and I—-we—” 

5, “Yes, dearier” . 
+ 

_ ~ Madame Moon drew closer until her awful pointed" ~ 

_ face was but a foot from his own. Keith tried to keep _ 
"his head. It wasn’t easy to do. This was like shaking _ 
_ hands with the Devil! And the candlelight was almost 

~ blinding. He could feel the hot breath of the flame. 

_ And that othér scent—the burning sulphur or coal— 
' now seemed stronger than before. —* me 

_ . “I was going to say—” Keith said, as manly as pos- ” 
sible, “that my brother and I were on our way home . 

~ from a hike. We took a shortcut through the ceme- — 
_ tery. We weren’t prying or anything like that. I give 

you my word, In fact, if you'll just untie us and let us 

go, we'll go on home like we didn’t see a thing. After 

all, it’s a free country. If you want to worship the 

_ Devil, well, that’s all right by me. I never argue with 
_ anyone about their religion. I’m sure Danny feels the. ~ 

_ same way. You just ask him!” 
“Really?” The rich venom in Madame Moon’s 

" yoice and the wild glint of anger in her dark eyes was. 

~ not lost on-Keith. He stopped talking and had to swal- 



am ony 
4 pet s pe : r i " Aye > . ~~ at 5 So s " Fs oa 

low again. “How good of you to be so liberal, my 
~~ boy! eae like a man, indeed! You little nosey- 
- _.body! Do you imagine I could possibly set you free 

after all you and your meddlesome brother have seen 
~. here tonight?” 7 

“But we won’t tell anyone! Honest, lady—”- 
“Silence! It has been decreed’ by me that you and 

_" your brother must die! For your invasion of our pri-- 
vacy. For your intrusion into matters that no outsiders 

~ must ever see or know about. Do you think I would 
risk my precious Coven and my blood brothers and 

_ sisters for a pair of frisky brats? Never, I say. ahr 
_ Never, never!” 

Keith Partridge got hold of the last of his remaining | 
nerve. He was powerless to move, for the men hold= 
ing him down had hands like iron bands. And the 
vault was echoing with the muffled agreement and ap-. 
proval of the Coven. A witch’s coven—and’ Keith 
now knew there had to be at least thirteen people in. 
the vault; whoever and whatever they were, Thirteen, 
not counting the crazy old crone who seemed to be 
the boss of the bunch. The head witch. Gee whiz, 
he’d read so much about covens and even seen them in- 
movie mysteries and on TV shows, but he had never _ 
thought he’d ever run smack into one, much less fall 
into their insane hands! Witch people! Ng | 

- “Ma’am, please.” He tried some tact and sincerity, 
rather than desperation and humility. “You're making © 
a great mistake, This is a small town. We live here, 
and there'll be people out looking for us. Probably - 
right now. What do you want to go and hurt us for? 
-We haven’t done anything to you, have we? Honest, I 
don’t care if you practice witchcraft or believe in the” 
Devil. Please turn us loose. I swear we won't tell a 
soul about you.” ~ i , - 
- Madame Moon sneered and thrust the lighted can-_ 
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” Keith recoiled, trembling. He seemed to lose his voice - 
again. A Seombination of terror and futility Over--~ - 

_ whelmed him. These people were crazy, crazy! And — 
_ the old woman was the craziest of the bunch. Ma- — 
- damé Moon recovered her poise and drew the candle 
_ back, but a snarl and a grimace yet contorted her ugly Hi 
| face. ~ : 
Zi _ “Fool!” she hissed. “Fool. boy! Don’t talle to me oF ; 
souls! Or Pll cast a spell on your parents’ house and — 
~ burn it down to the ground. I’ll show you what areal — 
_ witch can do when she sets her cap to it, sah Pi. 
E and ticky and ricky and roo— oo ge 

_ “Ma’am? May I have a word please?” Zz 
_ Astonishingly, little Danny’s husky voice ‘came 
_ swimming up to the surface abruptly and suddenly. . 
» Keith was so surprised to hear his brother sounding so 
. calm and contained that for a second he thought he | 
was dreaming that he was hearing Danny Partridge | 
© about to launch into one of his business conversations — 
~ with Reuben Kinkaid. Even all the rest of the strange 
~ people in the vault seemed to sense the utter matter- 
_-of-factness of the littler boy’s tone. Madame Moon. 
hersélf frowned mightily and flung a glare down at 
him, as if he were some newer, pene source of an- 
eg BNET si. es 
"And what foe adi to say, my fine lirtle brat?” 3 
Danny *Partridge’s calm remained undaunted, al- 

S iongh strong arms held him fastened down to the 
_ coffin top and his freckled face shone damply with 
- perspiration. Yet, Ely, his tone was as steady 
as before. ; 

_ ~“T am not a ‘brat, Ma’am. Fine or otherwise. But 

_ that’s beside the point. All I wanted to say is that you 
“are not ae, ee Mi head, yon know, We can set- 

ah -- 
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tle this matter very easily if you will, just hear m d 

: “make you change your mind about things. After all, a 3 

; 

_ “Speak, brat! Or I'll scratch your eyes out. We~ 
~ haven't got all night to waste. What are you trying to 
_ say?” eg eae 

“Tm saying,” Danny Partridge replied, haughtily, 
_ “that it is very clear to me that you have no knowl- 

_ edge of the world and its affairs, I am Danny Par- 
tridge, and this is my brother, Keith Partridge. We are © 
part of the. Partridge Family. And since you don’t — 
know, we are perhaps the very top singing group in 
this country today. That means we sell a lot of rec- 
ords and albums, play all the best clubs and theatres, © and right now, according to Variety, we are about to — _. match the record of the Beatles—” Se ae 

“Danny,” Keith tried to whisper. “Cut it out! It won't do any good, and you'll only make her.madder 
—” He tried to nudge Danny with his arm. ore “Silence!” Madame Moon snarled. “Go on, dearie, Say what you wish to say. Though ¥ confess you con- fuse me—” ti ake 3 

_ “Confuse you?” Danny Partridge echoed, sounding | disgusted. “Gee whiz, Ma’am, All I’m trying to tell 
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you is that we’ré worth more alive than dead. Don’t. - 
you get it? You've already got us in your power so 
vou don’t even have to figure out how to kidnap us. 
Now all you have to do’ is sit down and write a ran- - 

_ som note to our mother. That’s Mom. “Heck, she’d 
~ pay all kinds of money to get us back safely. Why, 
_ even Mister Kinkaid would go along with that. You 
could ask her for just about any amount. I'd say you~ 

tw 

were sitting pretty right now. You have two Par- . 
_ tridges worth a fortune. That’s what I call real bar- 
gaining power, Ma’am. I’m sure all these friends of, — 

5 bie would say the same thing, if you should ask » 
¢< them.” ~ Be , 

The utterly incredible and astounding speech | 
_ stunned the occupants of that tomb. Madame Moon ~ 
_ was reduced to silence, blinking her coal-black eyes _ 
- furiously. The candlelight flickered as her arm low- _ 
- ered, Behind her, close to her, Brother George stirred. 
_ Uneasily. Thoughtfully. ie ‘i . : 
. “Oh, Great One—” His tone was cold and clear _ 
* but reverent. “There is much merit in what the boy 
~ says. And I do recognize the name Partridge Family. 

They are. Meadowyville’s largest celebrities and do 
_ command a certain eminence in the entertainment cir- 
_ cles of the country.” — Ay) . 
_ “So?” Madame Moon’s snarl made the entire assem- 
__ blage in the vault recoil, and Keith and Danny.. 
_ shuddered under the whiplash of her.tone. “What are .. 
- you suggesting, Brother George? Kidnapping instead © 
of the Sacrifice to the Lamb God? I have been look- . 
- ing forward to such a rite tonight—” | 
_ “Forgive me,” Brother George interjected. “I am 
_-only suggesting that the death of these boys, given the 

_ identity they have, would result in a tremendous in- 

__ vestigation, No one would rest until their. murderers 

- * were brought to justice. Surely, the Coven cannot 

Tria 7. a9 Palma Pica. 
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|= afford that Net now. We have this meeting place, our 
_ plans for the future. We have yet to render the Black — 
Mass to the Master of Darkness, to celebrate the de-— 

Ped 

-_ scent into the ‘Pit—we have all been looking forward :. 
_. to that.” 
Madame Moon placed a speculative forefinger ‘on™ 
the tip of her pointed chin. Her coal-black eyes 
looked puzzled. She sniffed the air. 
_* “Hmmm,” she intoned. “No, we cannot have au 
_~ witch hunt at.this time. I do have such beautiful proj- — ’ ects in the making, There’s the water supply to con- — 
~ taminate, that monument to Florence Nightingale in — 

~ the public square which I should like to pulverize into — 
dust—yes, yes, I suppose you are right. Destroying | 

_ these brats might be a large nuisance. And yet, kid-_ 
me 

_ Rapping is not as easy as all that. They would have to 
be guarded every second, we should have to be ex: 4 
tremely careful—” 

“A million dollars,” ae piped up cheerfully q 
a again. “Mom would pay at 
~ Keith and me back, I’ll bet.” «Ga 

_ ing his insane suggestion had saved them both from a 

east that much to get 

‘Don’t be a piker, Danny,” Keith chimed in, realiz- — b 

terrible death of some kind. “Two million, at least. 
Mom’s a real sport about kidnapping.” _ 
___Deep within his chest beat a drum of hope and joy. 
The relief he felt was unbelievable. His dizzy kid brother, with his usual interest in all things financial, - had really saved the day! For the time being, anyway, — and right now that was all that mattered. How he loved the little guy! : 
* Danny had come through with the bases loaded. | And you can’t do any better than that, In a tight ball game. Like Life vs, Death, 

The shrouded assemblage waited for Madarie: 
Theodora Moon’s next words. Her final decision, as it 
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-were. Brother George had his gloved hands clasped _ 
before him, as if he were praying.-A low murmur 

raced around the vault. Madame Moon drew herself 2 
_ to her full height, bringing the candle yet higher - 
_ above her head. The yellow light wavered and ~ 
danced, flickering. The tomb was hushed. And‘hever 
had it seemed more mysterious and evil to Keith and — 
Danny Partridge, who had walked into the sunshine ; 

~ looking for birds and adventure and had stumbled: ze 
back into the night, finding batty, evil weirdos and 
grave danger. The worst kind of peril. A nightmare!’ © 

_ Madame Moon’s witch face and witch body trem- 
bled with inner fires. . mags te? 
_ Her elongated, crooked silhouette stretched along .- 
the wall behind her. _ . ae : ae 

_. “Tt shall be done,” the Wicked Witch of Meadow- © 
_ ville intoned commandingly. “The intruders are to be - 

spared. For a far richer reward that will benefit the’ 
Coven. Benefit us all. Are we agreed?” - 
' “We are agreed,” rumbled the hooded group in full 

_accord.Inchorusagain. = 
_ The Madame clucked her tongue and stared once 
more down at Keith and Danny Partridge, beaming, -— 

* but the beam was a malevolent one. Full of all the 
_ ugly promise and reality of genuine Evil and dark 

Bepower. ke . . 
- Madame Moon was a very chilling lady, all around. 
- “So it is settled, my dearies. And now, since the 

~ time does grow late and the brotherhood and the sis- _ 

- terhood must inevitably turn back to their own every-. - 

day lives, we Shall see to your comfort, eh? You will . 

~ both have to be tucked in for the night, you see. And 
_ for that,.I shall favor you with’a very special guard- 

_ ian, One you will be both privileged and no doubt 

thrilled to have. Brother George!” 



Tye PTO RLS Cat go DET aaa 6 le eer 
“Yes, Madame.” George’s austere voice résounded — 

inthe tomb. - rally go" i ee 
Keith and Danny squirmed to exchange glances. — 
_. They were closer than the pages of a book, on the | 

~\ wide top lid of the mammoth coffin, which both were — 

very Certain had to contain a cadaver—something ~ 

each had tried mot to think about all night long. You — 

-. could never be sure of anything with a mad old witch 

~ Like this Madame Moon. There was no telling what — 

. she might do next. Or would do. It was a disquieting _ 
~\ thought which made both Partridge boys very uneasy. — 
~~ After all, they were still the prisoners of crazy people. . 

---.The kind of bad folks who still believed in Witchcraft — 

_ and Satan, i | 
_ The kind of individuals who are chock full of awfuk ~ 

surprises. ’ . : | 
Like, right now. Right this very second. «_ . 
“Brother George,’ Madame Moon chuckled ina - 

~ strange laughing voice. “Summon our creature of the — 
night. Bring forth the one who will redeem us all — 
-. from despair and misfortune! The Friend and Savior — 

- ofusall!”? — Se Ss ar aed 
An undercurrent, like an electric shock, seemed to | 

race around. the vault. Each and every one of the © 
_ Cloaked figures moved, asif startled. © = 
ss ag Brother George seemed to be the most startled 

r@) > ‘ : "eae , — \ 

“Surely, Madame,” his voice fell to a whisper. “You — 
don’t mean to say that—oh, no—” His hood trembled, — 
as if he were wagging his head. Sa 
~ “Qh, but yes!” Madame Moon’s voice boomed in a ~ 
tone that brooked no argument or denial. “I mean to - 
say exactly that. Call forth The All-Destroying Hex! ~ 
What better guardian can we have for these two - 
young gentlemen than The Thing that walks the 
graveyard?” ey ; Piss ce 

- 
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oe His heart ae pet three beats, then hone a 
_ likea rock. Terrible, te memories and‘images - 
s _ tushed at him like an express train. Roaring head-on. .« , 
» . Madame Theodora Moon laughed harshly, tickled 
with some insane private jest of her own. She could — 

in the faces of Keith and ) Partridge. The 
horror. — ge 

a Danny had shut his bes tight, as if not wanting to a 
look. ee 
_ “Ah,” Madame Moon said slowly and with great - 
a P celich, “You have met The All-Destroying Hex, I see. 

see for herself the sudden stark and unrelenting terror _. 

- You know what it is, what it looks like. Oh, but do -. 
is not fear, my dearies, it hasn’t eaten any small boys.” F 
- ‘Another mocking laugh exploded against the stone 
~ walls of the vault. Ae tae s baleful black eyes 
"sparkled, gleamed evilly. ; 

“Not yet, that is,” she sighed, as if hopefully, “And 
one never can be too sure about these pines can © 

4 one? 99557 ‘ 

_ Keith and Danny Partridge couldn’t have cy s 
— with her more. 

It. certainly looked as if things were going to get a 
~ heck of a lot worse before they got any. better! 

2 a far worse. — : 
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. © Peter Janville was angry. Ripping mad, in fact. 
Shirley Partridge had never seen him so angry. Not . 

. even back in College when he had fought for the 
_ Tights of all students, whether upperclassmen or not, 

to have the privilege of using a. special shelf of refer- - 
_ ence books in the university library. Then he had been — 
angry, but he had maintained an® air of studious, 
thoughtful intelligence, knowing his argument was 

‘right and just. But now—now, thanks to-a slow-. ; 
witted. and ‘rather self-centered Police Chief of the’ 
Meadowyille Department, dear Peter Janville had~ 
really lost his cool. And all because Chief John Joseph ~ 
Jiggs simply refused to believe what Peter was trying 
to tell him. And also equally refused to get-out of bed — 
at one o’clock in the morning to do anything about it. 
Why, heck, according to Chief Jiggs, if he was to an- — 
swer every fool trouble call.at such an hour, even * 

_ when it came from such a highly reputable source as 
one Peter. Janville, Attorney, why they’d never get 

BGe Si SA es el ee 



| cy ork done at all down at Headquarters! Not a - 
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_ Besides, couldn’t it wait until morning, at a decent - 
~hour, when the Police Department ‘could get at the _ 
problem in a more orderly and organized manner?” 
~ No, it could not, Peter Janville had flared back, and ~ 
that was when the fur had really hit the fan. Hs 

'_ But all this came about later. After the graveyard 
incident. 

< = 

© About an hour after Shirley Partridge and Peter 
Janville had-leaped back over the low wall at Mea- ~ 
dowville cemetary. Leaped back because Peter, grow- - 
ing impatient and upset that not even with q flash- 

- light could he discover the source of that horrendous, 
_ gibberish laughter which kept on sounding over the _ 
quiet, spooky graveyard. The terrible laugh had” 
‘seemed to come from all over, and Peter simply 
couldn’t locate’ the source. Certainly the laugh had 

shocked Shirley and himself out of their wits, at first, 
and even level-headed Peter Janville had thought ~ 
twice about poking around the Karloka Vault. Espe- 
cially with Shirley Partridge in tow. Now that there 
truly seemed to be’something funny going on, some- 
thing downright fishy, and.he’d had no success finding 

_ out what that was, even with a trembling Shirley to 
help, he had done the next best thing. He led Shirley 

) back to the parked car, still shaking his head over the 

_ ghoulish laughter, promising to take her back home as ~ 

soon as he.phoned Chief Jiggs at his home. Peter had’ _ 

’ not wanted to talk to anyone else about his investiga- | 
“tion, it seemed. Whatever his reasons were. It also 

seemed that Chief John Joseph Jiggs was one of the - 
_ authorities who knew the purpose of Peter Janville’s — 

and excited state, Shirley had 
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never been more thrilled in her life. It was like a 
_ grand adventure. That awful hideous laughter coming 
-. from nowhere, from everywhere, had filled her with 
. mingled terror and vicarious exaltation. She had quiv- 
ered and trembled like jelly as Peter’s flashlight roved - 
- among the dark corners of the cemetery. She would 
"never forget how the torch beam picked up head-— 
___ Stones and crypts and mounds of earth, outlining them_ 
. ina steady arc of-light. Peter was so brave, so daring! 
Even with the mocking laughter still cackling and® 
floating over the eerie graveyard, he had pushed on. 

_ Trying to find it, trying to pin down the thing or who. 
or what was making such a noise. Finally, when he 
_ had given up, deferring to Shirley’s presence, he had 

_.- herded her back to the car, convinced that further ex- ; 
_‘*ploration could be far more dangerous than even he . 

had thought. So it was that an hour after midnight, he _ 
.. drove into: the all-night diner on the highway, told | 

Shirley to have some coffee or tea, and hurried to 
phone Sheriff Jiggs at home. Shirley, not wanting to. 
miss any of this unique evening, tagged along right be-_ 
hind him as he had his infuriating phone conversation — 
with the chief dispenser of Meadowville’s brand of law 

_ enforcement, ee a von sss ~ Pad 
_ She had long since forgotten about the kids. Besides, 
"safe at home in their beds, what difference did it make 
what time she herself got there? She was that certain ' 
that Laurie could have handled any emergencies in her 
absence. Actually, Laurie was still fast asleep in the. 

. living-room chair! . dS 
Squeezed into the narrow booth with Peter Jan-. 

ville, Shirley was able to hear the entire dialogue be-_ 
tween Chief Jiggs and Peter Janville. She-knew how 

_ exasperating it was to Peter, too, for he kept clench- 
ing his teeth and looked like he wanted to pound the- 
phone box, — Coa a et ae tae 
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~- _ Huddled up ‘close to ‘him in the booth, she saw that. 

~ casion. ° , 35 mig a 
__ “dag nab it, Mr. Janville,” Chief John Joseph . 
Jiggs’ fuzzy-with-sleep voice rumbled on the wire. 
“You waking me this time of the night to tell me all - 
this? Can’t it wait until morning?” re PLS 
“No, it can’t, Chief Jiggs. Don’t you see? Some- 
__ thing is going on there right now. Even as we're talk- 
_. ing. They’ve hooked something up. A record or 
~ something. Of this insane, horrible laugh. It can only 
_ Mean one thing. A device used to scare away any tres- 
_ passers.” 4 ; ages 
 _ “Couldn’t a been a ghost, I suppose? Or a spook of — 
_ some kind?” aie 4 fs: ae 
_ “No, it could not. Don’t you remember what we _ 
_ talked “about in your office the other day? My whole . 
_ mission here in. town is just for something like this. 
_ Someone is using that cemetary—the Karloka Vault ~ _ 
- specifically—and now tonight proves it. As soon as I. 
"stepped over that wall leading into the graveyard, that 
cf Yes laugh broke out. As if on cue. Or a rigged ~ 
~ hook-up of some kind—” shi 
" ~ “Yeah, Sure. Look, Mr. Janville. You go on home, 
~- now. First thing in the morning, you come to my 
- office, We'll drive out there in a squad car and give the 
_ whole place a looking-over. That all right with you?” — 
_. “The morning will be too late! They'll go under- 
~ ground again. Whoever they are. Hide all the tools 
and trick devices. We have our chance now, Chief. 
~ Yes—to catch them red-handed. There’s probably a 
_ coven sitting in the Karloka Vault right now even as 
- we're arguing—” - 

‘ee 
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> “We're not arguing,- Mr. “Janville.” Th Chief's 
voice was suddenly unfuzzy and no longer sleep- q 

- filled. “I’m telling you. Tomorrow. Now say good- — 
_ night and let me get back to bed. It’s been a heavy . 
day.” ais, ee e ’ 

- Shirley could see Peter Janville fighting to control» 
himself. The smooth-talking lawyer was obviously 

_- losing his grip, for some reason known only to him- — 
-self. Or some deep-seated contempt for small town — 
officialdom, The green was glinting dangerously in his 4 

~ brown eyes. Z8 + . 
_ * “But, Chief Jiggs, don’t youn—” . aay 

: “Goodnight now, Janville, and that’ll be enough of 
_ this talk, You hear a laugh in a graveyard, and you | 
, want me to rush out of bed to go hear it for myself! 
- ‘Well, I won’t. Tomorrow’s time enough for a look—” — 

It was then that the last of Peter Janville’s cool dis- — 
~ solved; He literally exploded® with rage, his words 4 

edged with scorn and laced with righteous wrath. The ; 
', condemnation bubbled out of his mouth like. molten — 
__ lava, and his full glare at the mouthpiece would have | 
_ stopped a clock. eee ee a 

“Why, you poor excuse for a sheriff! You listen to 
me, In all my years in Law, never have I run across. 

~ the likes of you. I present you with an investigation, With some facts to go along with it, and then when_] do find some evidence of crime and fraud, you sit on — your fat butt and tell me to wait until tomorrow 7 morning. Well, hear me good, Chief Joseph John Jiggs — or John Joseph or whatever it is, when the smoke — clears and I do learn what’s going on out there in» Meadowville cemetery, rest assured that you will be” - absolutely the last person who—” OE ae Peter Janville went on and on like that until he ~ suddenly realized just how much he had lost his tem: — . per, and by that time, it was much too late to remedy - ef 3 OO Ue oo ee ee 



‘the situation. It was also apparent from his expression va 
. that Chief John Joseph Jiggs had blown his stack too” a : 
and then hung up on him. When Peter followed Shir- ~ 
ley out of the booth, he looked like a man who’d lost _ 
-his best friend. Or at the very least, something ‘very - 
“important to himself. Shirley took one. of the leather- 
‘lined booths close to the front door of the diner and- . 

ordered coffee for both of them from a tired waitress, 
“nearly yawning in her face. That made her think of 
_the time, so she glanced at the tiny watch on her 

“wrist. It was bearing on one-thirty. And getting later” _ 

~by the second, Time she ought to be home in bed, too. 
_As exciting as the night had been, there was a limit to 
everything. Pyare is 

_~ Especially a time limit, when you have five children _ 

“to take careof; .j. *- = m 

“I apologize, Shirley,” Peter Janville said, a mite — 
Bicerachly, across the table. “That fat old chief simply — — 

getsmy goat.” , ge 
_ “Maybe I should apologize to you,” Shirley smiled, 

trying to cheer him up. “I voted for him in the last 
election.” 
“You're too pretty to fight with,” Peter growled, 
_mockingly. “But I shouldn’t have lost my head with —— 
“him, T'll need his help if I’m going to get anywhere in- 

_-vestigating that vault.” He stare 
“sorry you came along tonight, are you?” 4 

- “What, and miss all that fun? I haven’t been so 

“scared and thrilled, together and at the same time, » 

“since the day Laurie had to make her Class Valedicto- 

“rian speech. You know how that is. You're proud and. 

“hoping that your child won't fumble and mess up her 
lines.” a a : 

Peter Janville nodded, as if he could understand 

that, bachelor or not, but he still looked a little miser- 

able about the phone call. : Page. 

or. 

at her soberly. “Not — - 



-s,. “Cheer up, Peter. Sheriff Jiggs isn’t so bad, really. 
~ “You woke him from a sound sleep, probably, and he 
'. . wasn’t too happy about that.” : ee 

_ “No,” Peter shook his head. “He was pig-headed, | 
_ blatantly stupid, and barely interested. In fact, he 

_. Made me suspicious of his motives.” an 
-. “In what way, Peter?” A. ~ a 

_ “T can’t say for sure. But the Karloka name means a , 
lot of money in*Meadowville, and Jiggs could be on 
_. Theodora Moon’s payroll. It would be in her interests _ 
to have a police chief who would look the other way _ 
while she used the big vault in the cemetery. You see 
what I mean?” ‘ : . : 

_-‘ “I do,” Shirley nodded, “but it’s not very likely, is” 
if? Avself-conféssed witch and nice fat old Sheriff 
- Jiggs? Uh uh. I can’t see it.” , 

“I’m not too keen on the theory,” Peter Janville ad- 
mitted wryly. Their coffee came, so they spent a few. 

_ Seconds suiting their cups to their own particular 
tastes. It seemed Peter Janville preferred his black» 
with one lump of sugar, while Shirley went all the 
way. Cream and two lumps. Wc j 

“Peter, tell me’something?” a ‘a 
“Of course.” epee ie 

é, “About that laugh. Do you think, could it possi- | 
BS cS Rips et ‘y 
He chuckled, not unkindly. “Not a chance. No 

ghost or goblin could ever laugh like that. Consid- 
ering there are none such. That was a manufactured’ 
laugh if I ever heard one. Like the laugh track on a- 
TV show. Canned, as they say. Trouble is, if youre in” 
that graveyard at night and you hear a terrible thing 

like that, you don’t stop to think very clearly: So the 
only reason it didn’t flip me out, as the new generation 

- likes to say, is because I was expecting something like 
that. I wasn’t disappointed, either.” are 
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~ “Tt sounded so spooky and real. Andawful.” 
__ “That it was. But it’s still a fake and a trick. And - 
Im going to pin it down tomorrow. So help me, 
_ Sheriff John Joseph Jiggs.” are ei 
_ They both laughed at that. It was a pleasant, more 
~ light-hearted moment. Peter Janville sipped the last of | _ 

his coffee, looked at his own’ watch, and sighed. 

~ “Well. Two o'clock. Time I was getting you home, 
Benrey. 46 a ae Aes 

“That late already? Time sure does fly, doesn’t it?” 
_ “Sad to say, yes.” His eyes looked unhappy about — 
that, too. one) eer a 

- On the way home in the snappy little blue car, he- — 

_ hardly spoke at all. He was strangely weary-looking 

and quiet, so Shirley let him be. After all, it had been 

~ a hectic night all around. And there was just no telling © 

what an average day in the life of a lawyer like Peter : 
_ Janville was usually like. Was this the norm, or un- | 

- usual for him too? Ries ; eee 
~ There was no way of knowing that without asking 

_ him right to his face, but Shirley didn’t do that, el- 

ther. It just wasn’t her place. When he wanted to tell 

~ her, and if he wanted to tell her, well, that would be. 

~ different. For. now, after just one date, she had no 

_ right to ask. — : 
The house was dark when they wheeled into the 

_ driveway except for a light burning in the front room. 

~ But that was all right and meant nothing, because 

~ sométimes one of the kids forgot to turn everything 

= off, And out. Nothing to be alarmed about. Anyhow, 

~ Laurie could still be up, reading or something. And 

- maybe Keith and Danny were too excited from their _ 

_ Jong day to settle down in bed yet. Anyway, it looked 

all quiet-on the Partridge front. The entire neighbor-. 

hood, the block itself, seemed fast asleep. - 
__ “Goodnight, Shirley. And thanks for your help.” 
i a 1 o ; 93 : te " F 4 
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eC “Not much I did except tag ane Peter.” ; 

_ tomorrow?” 

i ae oa 

“Just the-same. Glad you were there. ‘call you” 1 

“Please do. It was a lovely night, honestly.” ~ - 
“Maybe we can do it again?” 
“That is up to you, kind sir.’ 

_« “Leave it to me, then.” 
* He took her hand, shook it Aye and chen’ 

"ducked his head back into the car. Surprised that-he 
_-hadn’t kissed her but not displeased in spite of that, © 

Shirley waited until the sportscar had nosed out of the © ; 
driveway, disappearirig from view beyond the rows of — 

° ‘hedges and dark trees. The stabbing headlights, going — 
_ away, winked out and she knew the car was gone, © 

-‘turning’a corner. Humming to. herself, light of heart — 
though her head was yet filled with the intriguing 

- mysteries of the evening as well as with Peter Janville | 
‘himself, she found her housekeys and opened the front — 

- door. She was still humming, a catchy little love song, — 
_ as she went to check on the rooms, as was her famil- | 

lar, everyday habit, And maternal duty. | .§ 
She went up the carpeted stairway, running lightly. 

- To one of the greatest pees in her ae And the” 
- worst fears. | 

: Two empty beds in the boys’: rooms. — 
Two beds that should have been filled a peace- 

fully sleeping Partridge brothers, Keith and Danity, : 
_ back from their day-long expedition. == & 

Two beds as empty as a schoolyard on Sunday. * 
As she stared down in numbed disbelief at the va- . 

cant, still carefully-made beds, she tried to still the ris- 
ing panic in her bosom. 

But she was still their mother—Mom Partridge—so | 
that wasn’t very easy to do at all. In fact, it was” 
downright impossible. 
A sob caught in her throat as she rushed back out of © 
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the room, heading for the other bedroom down the. 
hallsLaurie’sroom. = gee 

~ That was it. That had to be the answer.’ _ . 
_ Laurie certainly must know where they were— 

_ Andifshedidnt— Pee cae ths 

_ ~ Shirley Partridge tried not to think about that at all. 

~- Noteven for a second! ee a ae ea 

fe a 

+ 

mi oe 
- ‘ 

- . On the way back to his own apartment in town, e 

- Peter Janville was unable to get something out of his ~ 
~ mind, It kept nagging at him, bothering him so that his _ 

© driving wasn’t as careful as it should have been. He - 

_ ran through one red light and nearly took a wrong 
_ turn before he finally surrendered to the vague and ir- 
“ritating notion inthe back of hismind. = % 

~ . Inthe end, he did not go home as he possibly should, — 

Reaves 6 2h Fey : ‘ <a 
St - Almost- without thinking, he spun the car around at 
~ the corner of Fréeman and Ward Streets and took the © . 

"long thoroughfare that curved out to the main high- | 

way. But the highway was furthest from his thoughts. 
It was something that lay along the route to the high-”. 

"way that was drawing him back relentlessly, like-some -- 

"kind of gigantic magnet, The car leaped beneath the 

feel of his hands and the pressure of his foot on the gas 

* pedal, zooming along the deserted precincts of Mead- 

~ owville. if: 

"9 a 

“s3 

de 

_. He was exceeding ‘the speed limit for automobiles, © 

~ but there was no policeman around to deter him. Per- 

_ haps, he thought with a grim satisfaction, they were - 

all home in bed like their fat Chief, John Joseph Jiggs. — 

~The blue little car shot toward its destination. 

_ . Meadowville cemetery. ; pee 

And crazy laughter in the night. _ a 

_. The moon had disappeared from the heavens alto- 

— gether. ~ . eS ee f- : 
Re ie =e sf ; é 95 ; u 

eee 



~ - 

He jammed his foot to the floorboards of the car. - 
The car raced on through the darkness, leaving the 

lights of Meadowville and the suburbs far behind. te 
Roared on, an energetic little mechanized bug rush- 

ing to do some kind of ee battle with some — darker, greater, more monstrous o Peter Janville stared. straight ahead, watching the 
flashing stab of his headlights Piercing the darkness i 
before him, e: oe He could not shake the feeling that he was on the © ~ right track. , rt 

_ That tonight was the night to strike. ae | 
He had no notion of where that idea ‘came from, — but he:could feel. it right down to his shoetops. Right down to every pore in his body. ° ah ss 
The car motor thundered, keeping rhythmic time 

eae ee oN ew ~~ 
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¢ os. 1g of his eon The :potadg inten- ee 
determined mood. os 

‘Had Shirley Partridge been able to see him ere she 2 
‘ould easily have noticed that the brown depths of — 

Peter .Janville’s eyes were showing Les again. 2 
Bright, angry, glinting-green. : 

oe “The sort of green danger signal Shick had preceded = 
_ the lawyer's explosive rebuke of Chief John Joseph — 
~ Sigs. That blistering tirade! ° 

“There was no telling now what that signal bode for. 
_ Madame Theodora Moon, the Wicked. Witch of Mea- 

2 _ Phat remained to be seen. oe mae 
‘One way or another. 

~ But whatever it meant, it surely indicated one thingy re 

= There was going to be a hot time in the Meadow- 
© ville cemetery tonight. a 
a Hotter than anyone ever could have imagined, In- 
ai ening Madame Moon. . 
ai: Yet not even Peter Janville could have fortold that _ 

e as he raced in his little blue car toward the distant 

4 Leemetery, silhouetted on the dark horizon in the dis- 

tance. That place of tombstones, gravemarkers, and: 

- vaults. - 
<Not even a loighing goblin would have expected 

trouble at that ungodly, pang hour of the © 

morning. Ghost or otherwise. om 

~The Dead just don’t ever expect * Living to aaa 
50 much trouble! 
It wasn’t only unlikely, it was just plain indecent. 

_ And oy, not the’ proper Swe for any ae 

“graveyard Ae 
"Not even the Meadowville cemetery, for all its is 

£ inks and hanky-panky. ~ 
g And ange deriish ree neg 
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i Ol There were two items, or rather things, which no. 
one in the dreaded confines of. the Karloka Vault had | 
paid any attention to. All had been so busy listening to _ 
the Madame’s horrible threats and weird incantations” 

_ that both of these objects had gone singularly un- 
noticed. ‘To begin with, the darkness of the corners of 
the tomb, for all the glow of the candle, was intense, 
And after all, with Madame Moon hovering over the © 
held-down figures of Keith and Danny Partridge, lit- - 
tle reason would there have been for noting what lay 
inthe corners.of the vault, 

Yet these unseen and very interesting items were to 4 
play important roles in the strange a that was | 

* . J 
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still unfolding. Still to come. For with Madame _ 
Moon’s pronouncement that The All-Destroying Hex 

. Was to guard the prisoners, the hooded assemblage had © 
all trembled and shown great agitation of some kind, 

Hex was and had no desire to'see it again, 
oe 100% pegs 

As if they too dreaded whatever The All-Destroying — 



i 

visible 

oe 

Bt ig 
a 
j - unobserved importan 

% 

_ tomb came into play. - 
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- curl up, lie down on his haunches, and stare at the 
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_ Madame Moon. er ; 

- apparent what had caught the attention of the enor- 

_ total darkness. | 
_ _ The other item of interest was Keith Partridge’s 
me feld glasses : , 

_ -This-was lying across the room, in another corner 

‘Madame Moon’s minions when they had dragged the 
_ boys into the vault, stripped them of their hiking 
equipment, and bound their hands in preparation for 

* the arrival of the Witch of the Meadowville Coven. 
~ Ic was clear that everyone had forgotten entirely 

- es ¥ Sia q sae 101. Re: - 

_ing sound. No one had seen the animal at all, bécause 
no one had stared down at the stone floor, having eyes. 
_- only for the spectral mistress of Nicholas. The Great _ 

at attitude, more than anything’else, and clearly — 
le to Keith and Danny, made both boys try to. 

lash out with their feet and squirm from the top of the _ 
* coffin, away from their captors. But the effort was fu- - 

tile. With Madame Moon chuckling in a low, fiendish: 
undertone and motioning Brother George with a. 
wave of her claw-like right hand toward the door of ~ 
fhe vault as if sending him off to fetch the horrible - 
Hex monster or whatever it was, the two-items of . 

ce in the dark corners.of the — 

Ofte of these was Nicholas, the large black cat with — 
- the round yellow eyes, which had entered the vault ~ 
when Madame Moon had made her appearance but» 
~ had obediently and silently stalked to a quiet corner to _ 

_ strange proceedings without so much asa single purr- 

_ And now: Nicholas was stirring. suddenly, strange. : 

yellow. eyes alert and fixed. It was.not immediately” 

mous black cat. It would have been difficult to say, — 

‘since the lower half of the vault was practically in © 

_ of the vault, where it had been haphazardly flung by © 

~ 
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about the hiking packs and aécessories of the two in- 
-truders. . - Ph 4 Hee 
Yet, by some strange arrangement of the Laws of 

Physics and perhaps Fate and yes, a feline’s imagina- 
‘tion, the rounded lens of Keith’s field glasses caught 

the reflected gleam of Madame .Moon’s blazing — 
~ candle. In so doing, two burning yellow spots winked « 
in each of thelens. Winked and glittered like two yel« 
- low eyes glaring from the darkened recesses of that 
corner of the vault. The effect was uncanny and star- 

: ling, Magical. F « x ° % — . 

~ To Nicholas, across the stone floor, staring past a 
ve ental hn ranger t 
- 

+ 

' veritable sea of cloaked legs and moving bodies, it was ~ 
suddenly a warning. A clue that there was another an- ~ 
imal in the room. Another cat, probably! ae 
~~ Nicholas’ great tawny black body rose from the 
‘floor slowly. His back arched and curved like a bow- ~ 
string. His jaws opened, his fangs shone, and his eyes ~ 
sent great messages of anger and death across the 7 

room. For one long supercharged moment, Nicholas ~ 
might have been the statue of a cat crouched to .— 

_ spring, rather than the living animal itself. — ae 
Though Nicholas’ excellent smelling senses gave no ~ 

indication that another beast could have been in that — 
vault, the evidence of his own eyes was too damning _ 
to ignore. Keith’s field glasses shimmered and blazed — 
with the reflected yellow glare of Madame Moon’s. ~ 
candle. . j » Ente? Aner 

_ “Go, Brother George!” Madame Moon’s deathly 
~cackle sounded. “Bring forth The All-Destroying — 
Hex. Our dear boys wax impatient. As for the rest of 
you, if you cannot bring yourself to look upon the” — 

face and form of our Friend of Darkness, I give you _ 
leave to go—” Paar 7a 

& he 

ote 

Upon the word, before the offer was gone from her 
mouth, there was a concerted rush and scramble of 

| SOA ee ae 
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loaked bodies for the door to the vault. Madame ~ 
_ Moon stepped aside, leering like an ogre, and the can-_ 

“dle in her claw-hand moved again, sending another — 
change of lighting into the corner just behind the head — 
of the large stone coffin. ; cag ae 

_ The gleaming lens of the field glasses seemed to 

jump and leap and dance. And change direction, too. — 
Withlightning rapidity. ia 
And that was all the incentive that Nicholas needed. _ 
_ - He balled himself in an electrifying crouch and shot 

* from-his haunches, right across the floor of the room, — 

a in a hurtling, flying, spitting, and hissing bundle of | Z 

_ sheer fury and passion. He flashed like a black comet, © 

snarling and shrieking all the way. A streak of dark-. © 

Pmess + : ' pos i 

- _ ‘And.as if his stunning appearance and violent action — 

" -were a signal of some kind, all pandemonium seemed to — 

break loose in the place known as the Karloka Vault. _ 

"It was as if someone had pulled the lid off the top of a 

_ garbage can, releasing a veritable pack of bawling and 

"fighting alley cats. Nicholas, in his fighting wrath, — 

turned the world upside down, 
~_ All in one lightning-bolt burst of screaming anger. 

" One sudden action always triggers another, and this 

one was no exception. In fact, it was completely typi- — 

_cal of unexpected sources of action. 

- Nicholas’ flying body shot right past the bewildered - 

eyes of Madame Moon, and devil though she was, the 

~ old woman leaped back in great fear. In so doing, her 

_ hand struck the wall behind her, and since it was the 

” ‘claw that held the candle which was the only light in 

the vault, the impact knocked the object from her 

“hand. This development, coupled with the cloaked ~ 

_ forms trying to scurry past her out of the tomb to 

_- avoid confrontation with The All-Destroying “Hex, 
et ere A Me 403: - * seeie 
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whatever that might be, was the only touch needed to ~ 
_ completely upset the order of things in the vault. , : 
_ Even as Nicholas’ lithe black body descended — 
_ point-blank on the Sateen? field glasses, midst cries } 
_ of terror and. wild shouts of confusion and command - 3 
from everyone scrambling to get away, the fresh { 
darkness that closed over the vault was like a terrible — 

. blackout of all the senses; . ee , 
But-not a complete one, for Danny and Keith. 4 

As frightened and bewildered as everyone else was, . 
_ they nevertheless reacted instinctively to the sudden : 
gift of darkness. They couldn’t see their captors, but & 
the cloaked gang couldn’t see them either! And since - i 
_the general direction of the door leading to freedom _ 
was but a scant few feet away, they galvanized into -— 

_ sudden, almost coordinated action, ; Se 
_ Like a pair of circus gymnasts, they rolled off the iy 
coffin top down to the floor, landing on their feet, — 
which luckily were still untied, and then lowered their 

heads and ran, Bulling forward, heedless of the solid 7 
~ bodies blocking their way, mindless of any thought 
_ but one: wanting to get out of that cursed tomb, and © 
the quicker the better! They had lost all sight of - 4 
everybody, and there was nothing now but grunts and 
groans and sounds of bodies smacking together. They — 
_pashed past the scrambling horde streaming through —~ 
the opened door, and the gloom outside was almost as ._ 
intense as the darkness they had left. Keith thought he 
felt the hot breath of Madame Moon washing over his _ 
face as he ran by a dark figure, but he didn’t wait to | 
see if he was right. Nor could he stop to check on _ 
‘Danny. One of them had to get away or they were — 
both done for! That thought more than any sent him ~~ 
flying from the vault like a runaway kite, ee 

Screams, shouts, and the angry, harsh voice of Ma- a 
dame Moon rose on the night air, behind him.-“Stop . * 

¥ 
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them, you fools! If they get away, we're all lost! That 
darn cat—” Nicholas suddenly let out a bleat of pain 
as if he had been kicked or thrown across the room at 

_ But Keith was no longer listening. He was flying 
down the road, hands eS before a legs jacannes Sh 
dimly aware that little Danny was right at his heels. 
_The uproar behind them sounded like a small war and ~ 
“spurred his feet to greater speed. And he could hear 
‘Danny panting and whistling through his teeth. They _ 
had gotten away! vost ME cate ‘ ria 
. “Keith—” _ 2 be A ayy 

“Don’t talk. Run.” Hg . 
_ “But I got a pain in my side! Like a stitch—” 

“Oh, no!” , 
_ “Tcan’trun anymore—honest—”. a 
_ Tombstones shone, gravemarkers thrust up on all 
“sides. The cemetery was pitch-black now, and though _ 
‘there were no sounds of pursuit, Keith could yet hear 
the tumult of shouting behind them. Turning, he 
“quickly took Danny’s outstretched hand, swung him 
“deftly over his own shoulder in a fireman’s carry, and ° 
“was off again. As dark as it was, and in spite of the — 
fact he had no idea how to get out of the Meadowville 
cemetery, he just kept on going. Danny wasn’t heavy 
_at all. Not when you were scared half out of your 
wits! Keith headed straight forward, his feet finding . 

the dirt ppiwey that formed a lane between the plots ~ . 
of ground that held all those headstones and markers. 
There was nothing to do but run. No time to stop and 
‘think, to consider alternatives or anything else. The 
fact that they were no longer in the clutches of that 
‘terrible woman and her faceless followers was joy 
enough. But still—they had to get out of this place be- 
fore they were captured again. And more-bad things 
-happened— 
a " aS ‘ 105 =.» 
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The beam of light suddenly: materializing ahead of 
. him from somewhere on the path was like the abrupt 

emergence of a star. The light was steady and power- 
ful. And searching.Roving rapidly over the earth. 

__ Keith trembled, his heart sinking. A hunt was on for’ 
them already, it seemed, and some of them had circled” 

_ around to cut them off from leaving the cemetery! 
~ His tongue dry in his mouth, Danny ne Ses very 

_ “ heavy load, Keith tried to veer in another di ection, 
_-- hoping to avoid that roving beam of light that surely” 

must have been a flashlight or a lamp of some kind. ; 
~ . It was then that all the former horror and terror rez 
turned im all its terrible glory and ugly magnificence, 
With bursting speed, a a 

That too was like a flash of lightning and thunder in 
* thesky. ney 1G 

_ | HaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHa,.... 
There it was again! ae ‘ ¢ 

7 
* 

the open ground, seeming to come from évery direc- 
tion. From all sides, like a maddening peal of mirth © 

delivered by a crazy man. Or a demon or a ghoul. Or 
a ghost! Keith’s flesh froze; his legs were suddenly - 

_ like leaden weights. He heard Danny gulp out, “O a, 
not again!” close to his ear, and then the circle of light - 
up ahead stopped, centered, and then came lunging 
forward as if propelled by a catapult. Running feet 
sounded, slapping the soft earth of the dirt pathway. 
HaHaHaH@HaHaHa, ... The awful laughter was. 
moving with it! Or so it seemed. Keith whirled, 
trying to backpedal furiously. And it was at that pre-_ 

~ -cisé moment, that flick of time, that he saw he had - 
miscalculated or misjudged the situation entirely, | 
Danny saw it too, for he suddenly squawked like a. 
parrot whose tailfeathers have been caught in the cage 
door. And Keith was just as suddenly powerless. to 

- 106 soa Na eee 
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move. His eyes bugged out, he gasped in fear, and his. 
_jaw dropped ina gape of terror and fresh disbelief. 
Gone were all thoughts of Madame Theodora Moon -.. 
_and her mysterious Coven that held meetings in a dead: _ 
man’s tomb in the cemetery. A ae 
__ Coming toward Keith and Danny was a sight they 
_ did not wish to see ever again. A spectacle so awesome ~ 
and deadly that it paralyzed every muscle in their ~ 
_ bodies and iced over all the blood in their veins... 
_ It was The Thing again! | 
= 

_ward them, billowing and extending, and changing 
form grotesquely. The crawling horror they had seen’ 
; once before and had never hoped to see again, Not on 
ethis planet! © =~ 

~The All-Destroying Hex! 
a It came on. Slithering, squirming, reaching out. ats? 2 
prope and form undulated, as terrifying as a horrible. ° 

‘nightmare. Danny cried out once more, and Keith 
tried to back up. He stumbled! And went down! And 
*the boy on his shoulder fell away from him. And as 
_they lay on the darkened pathway, trying to scramble _ 
“to their dazed feet, the terrifying apparition, no more — 

than five yards away in the gloom of the lane, ad- 
-vanced-like a wave of ugly Death, rolling toward 
them. Ina moment more, they would be ungulfed, for 

a ‘That liquid, «gummy, many-tentacled, shapeless, _ = 

_ glowing-eyed mass of darkness and slime. Oozing to- — | 

‘there was no escape. No place to hide. The Hex — 5 

would be upon them! | 

% ‘Madame Moon’s Friend of Darkness. HaHaHaHa- 

‘Ha... laughing Horror, 3 | 
_ The secret weapon she used to bend men and 

“women and all fools to her will. Whatever it might be 

~—HaHaHoHaHaHaHaHaHa.... | 

Keith, rising to his feet, threw up his clenched fists, 

‘ready to strike out, to defend himself and Danny 
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-against this weird night monster. Plucky Dar 
~~ Jurched to his side, eyes popping, breathing hard, bu 

_ he too intended to go down swinging. There was 
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hush now, a stunning silence, broken only by the slith- 
hing, hissing noises being made by the 

__ Shapeless, glowing-eyed mass closing in on them. 

* 

extended long and stimy tentacles outward. Reaching, 

matter anymore! _ . 

In a few seconds, it would be over—no aehing 

“The awesome mass grew larger, meared, and then 

clawing, seeming to fill the entire world of darkness” 
and terror and imagination. The moment froze in’ 
Time. , oe tae | 
And then that world exploded with. bursting, 

. shocking violence. . be 5 

. | Something, it felt like a hand, slamméd into Keith 
Partridge’s back and swept him aside. He skittered - 
across the path, almost bowling into a tombstone. He ‘ 

_ Was dimly aware of a shadowy form dashing past him, 
ih " Surprise and fate, And then everything went too fast 

He heard Danny yell, as if he had suffered a similar’ 

Like a rapid-fire cartoon in which everything and ev-— 
eryone moves faster than is possible. “. 
The darkness and the night came alive with or- 

ange gunfire and thunderous explosions. Bang! Bang! 
Bang— : ; pe a ee 

Peter Janville, still clutching in*his left hand his 
_ flashlight, which he had flicked off as he approached | 

yee 

silently to see what was confronting the two boys, 
had quickly stepped between’ Keith and Danny, 
-pushed them out of harm’s way, and raised ‘the .38° 
calibre automatic in his right hand. The one he always. 
carried in the glove compartment of his car. Just in’ 

~ case. Never had it seemed a better idea. Never more. 
than now! 

So eae Taking dead aim, leveling the gun directly into the Pe 4 JOBS oR ee 



that squirming, ee mass, Spetore a 
hich ‘his civilized mind refused to accept as ne 
tt which his emotions had to deal with all the same, 

he started firing. And he Hepes ee on firing. er 
Bang! 

a Bang! : 

4 where in a tree and wheeled off in terror. And when 

“the last bullet exploded and the trigger pulled.on an_ 

stared. He had fired six times. _ 
_ And Keith stared, shaking his head. J 

And Danny stared, his eyes as big as saucers. ~ 
~ Right before the eyes of all of them, an incredible. 
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ee 

‘Tt was difficult to say. yy 

4 
i 

couldn’t have been proven by Keith and Danny ‘Par- 
tridge. Or Lawyer Peter Janville, to tell the truth. 

j " formed magically. 

empty chamber, Peter Janville lowered his gun. And- 

ta 

2B The thunder and rocking violence of the automatic +: 
os erupted i in the stillness. A nighthawk screamed some- 

change was taking place. A change or a reality Be a 

‘Stranger things ‘have probably tha Sag but it 3 

_ The All-Destroying Hex—The Thing—trans- , 

There was a sharp hiss of air, then a rush of violent — 
‘movement, and incredibly, swiftly, too fast for the 
y human eye to follow, the great glowing eyes winked 
4 _ out and hard on a writhing, wriggling, and collapsing — 
"motion of some kind. The monster was no more. It - 
f _ was gone! 
_ It disappeared. Almost ee 

- Inaterrific spurt of speed. 
~ And the darkened pathway on which it had stood - : 

“gave : no clue or immediate proof of just oe such an 

peeing os had epiae . 
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Te was as if the Night had swallowed up the mon- 
Asif The All-Destroying Hex had never been. - 
Asif it had been a mirage. 

| Or just porns po! minds, Bee Oe 

-. Like all the nightmare demons and giggling goblins 
- and distorted images of childhood dreams. Or worse. j 

_._ Keith Partridge, unable to think, continued to stare 
_ at the path before him. Danny, trembling, still 
- amazed, stood at his side, nearly hiding behind his 

_ elbow. Neither of them even had a moment’s thought © 
_ for the mysterious stranger who had materialized in — 
the night, coming to their rescue like a hero in an ad- _ 
venture novel, They were both still too dazed to { 

_ think straight, no longer even considering Madame — 
~ Moon and her Coven, which might still be lurking — 
~ close by. It was as if with the death of The Thing— 

_ The All-Destroying Hex—all dangers had ceased. 
Passing them by, never to come again. Never to be ‘ 

_ seen again, ~ ~ ae 4 
_ “It’s gone—” Keith whispered, awed. “Where did it~ 

por? asa ee. | 
~ “Yeah,” Danny nodded, talking just as low. “First it $ 
was there, and now it isn’t. Keith, I’m scared—let’s 

- get out of here—” ae . 
Peter Janville chuckled, very grimly, and twirled 4 

the automatic in his hand. He raised the flashlight and - 

| 
& 

pointed it. Toward the ground. . 

exactly what The All-Destroying “Hex was. Or 
rather, had been. _ PSUs Se 

_ Either way you looked at it, it was a fiendish thing. — 
MLO Ss he SOS acini Ars ea 
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(J “But where could they be?” Shirley Partridge } 
wailed for the dozenth time in the solemn quiet of the 

__ kitchen. “They should have been home hours ago! |} 
_ Wait till I get my hands on them—” _ Rts, : 
+ “Gosh, Mom,” Laurie Partridge murmured, crest- _ 
fallen and looking very guilty about falling asleep 

_ over her copy of Bury My Heart at Wounded Knee. — 
_At that particular moment of her young life, she felt 
worse off than Lo, The Poor Indian! In an effort to — 

j 
; 

calm Mom’s nerves, Laurie had hurried to make her 

~wake, ‘Thank God, both Christopher and Tracy were _ 
still sleeping. ‘And Simone had long since given up — 
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awing on that pair of Shirley Partridge’s pom~ 

Epommedsipperss ~~ 
After three cups of tea, Mom was drained of all 
e courage and patience. The utter stillness of theyhouse, 
_ the darkness without, and the fact that both her sons ie 
* were out there somewhere, maybe hurt or unable to _ 
~ come home or just plain—well, it was making Shirley” = 
' Partridge’s lovely face take on added lines and signs of — 

anxiety and fear. The pleasant and exciting night with . 

' Peter Janville had gone up in a puff of smoke. The 
pony thing in the world now was Keith and Danny. — 

Partridge, and ob, where were they, the little tor- x3 

"ments? : 
a 

~ “I can’t help it! se been gone so long, and Be ae Ns 

E hey'x just boys, ‘even if Keith thinks he’s big enough. | 

_ for everything.” : oe 

- . “I’m sorry I dozed off, Mom. It was a dumb thing ~~. 
- to do.” ane ae a * : 
“2 
a, - “Whar difference would it have made? You just 
would have been worried a whole lot sooner, that’s 

all, Oh, darn!” — Tig 

- “What's the matter now?” ~ ; ; 

’ “Laurie,” Shirley said very firmly, keeping the tears 
_ back from her eyes and rising from the table, heb ae 

"going to call the police! I have to. Sometimes when ~ 
© you delay calling them, it makes all the difference be- 

tween Life and Death. Oh, I don’t want to be an 

alarmist but—” her eyes happened to glance at the _ 
banjo-shaped clock on the wall above Laurie’s head— - 

“oh, Laurie, it’s almost three o’clock in the morning!” 

- And that did ic. ng 
She began to blubber. Like a baby. And Laurie 

rushed to comfort her, and soon Laurie was sobbing, 

too, There was far more than hit tunes and show- 

Business success that bound the Partridge Family. — 

They all adored one another, let the-truth be told. As 



_. all families should but sometimes don’t, which can be- 

“I khow, [know. But where arethey?” = 
_. “On their way, probably. You know Keith. Mr.” 
- -Excitement himself. Probably saw something interest- © 
~-ing and lost track of the time.” Bes. | 
__ “But it’s still three o’clock in the morning, honey!” 3 
« “Yeah. I know. That is a little too late—even for” 
< Keith? - ee he : ; 

. | “All right—Tl give them ten minutes more—then * 
I don’t care whether I’m being hysterical or not, I’m | 

_ phoning the Police. And I don’t care what Chief John — 
_ Joseph Jiggs has to say about that, either!” oe 
- Laurie smiled at that through her tears, for Mom — 
had told her alt about the wild adventure with Peter 
~., Janville in the cemetery, but Mom’s fears about the 

_ boys had taken all the fun out of her recital. Darn that — 
- Keith, anyway. Always getting into scrapes of some © 

kind. Only this time he had included little Danny in. 
_ histroubles. Trust Keith! 

_’ A minute was left of Shirley Partridge’s ten minutes. 
__ of grace when both women suddenly heard a familiar } 

» sound. The front door had closed with a slight thud,’ 
_and footfalls were coming! The radiant smile on Shia 
ley Partridge’s face was a portrait no artist could have * 
ever painted, And Laurie herself felt a quickening of | 
her own heartbeat and a flood of relief that was very © 

_ nearly dizzying. Both Mother and Daughter sprang — 
_ from their chairs, racing each other toward the living — 

_ room. They could hear a low blur of voices—Keith’s, ~ 
_ Danny’s, and—and— ye 
_ . Peter Janville, looking tall and handsome and still’ 
grim, smiled very pleasantly as Shirley and Laurie © 
burst into view. “Hello,” he said evenly, “I decided © 
not to wait until tomorrow to see you again, Shirley.” © 
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Keith Partridge at Diy ‘Panihiye, Fetisgetedl 

_ ners, were both looking down at the -floor, as if they - 

_ was as if they were both stubbing their toes in embar- 
Tassment. _ = 
_ Shirley Partridge braked to a halt, staring at them, = 
Laurie was at her elbow, here 3 close by, just in. 

Bs “"Keith—Danny—” Shirley Partridge said in a faine 
whisper. 
a At that, Keith raised his head. His eyes winked 
pu a little smile creased his unforgettable face. Love _ 
_ and admiration filled his expression. He shrugged and: 
~ put out both arms, like the rascal he was. g 
:. “Hi, Mom,” he said.. “A Peney thing happened on : 
the way to the cemetery—” | 
z Shirley Partridge saw no more and heard no more. — 

‘Through a haze of. tears, she gathered both Keith’ 
“and Danny into her arms, hugging and kissing them’ 

like the affectionate and adoring mother and woman 
tha she was. The hen with her chicks back. And safe. . 

Peter Janville and Laurie ae ie looked on, smil- 
ing happily. 

“Tt was an idyllic moment that even a bachelor like 
Peter Janville could understand and admire and re- 
~ spect. And regret, somehow. 

_ But perhaps something could be done about that 

2 Given enough time. And encouragement: from the - 

* Proper party. 
Yet, first there was the not-so-slight matter of the- 

ow itch of Meadowville to be taken care of. And the 

Karloka Vault mess. 
For which he already had-most of the answers. 

2» If—not the solution. . . 
Secp ha et i SES 

oc imy, and without their usual flippant, breezy man-- 

- found it hard t6 stare directly at their own mother. 4 ate ee 
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SSR nt. ae aes : Bot 
_ Before the satanic old witch took over all Meadow- 
ville! . ae Pe adisen 

oa _ Later on, in the happy household, after all the em- : 

.. court in the living room. He kept his voice down, for — 

._ ville’s miraculous rescue and the disappearance of Ma- 
-.. dame Moon and her Coven stilled all the panic withir 

fea”, Something had to be ete about Madame Moon, : ; & 

_. And maybe everything else there was to take over. ; 

- 

- God willing. nt ies 
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braces and the joys of reunion, Peter Janville held 

"It was still very early in the morning, and upstairs in 
_ their own bedrooms Christopher and Tracy slept. 
_~ away the night. Keith and Danny had recounted their 
_. incredible adventures and close brush with the Devil. 
- and Death, and Shirley Partridge felt that pang of ma- 

ternal fear, realizing how close the boys had come to 

- her. At least, it was over now. And that terrible old | 

» genuine trouble. But the happy ending of Peter 4 

g 

* woman would get her just desserts in the morning, 
- when Peter Janville told the whole story to Chief 

-. John Joseph Jiggs. The fat old sheriff would have to 4 
listen to Peter now! Think of it. A real witch in a 
quiet little town like Meadowville! It made you think, 5 
didn’t it?. . . oo > Sean Be 
And that gobbling laughter, which she had he 

herself. 
And that thing which the boys had described in | 

awed voices, ~e 
Thank the good Lord, she hadn’t seen it herself! ; 

_ She was certain she would have fainted. Trick or no. 
trick, real or not real. ae Ao 

“A. balloon, you said?” Laurie Partridge asked 3 
keenly, deeply interested in the ‘Televancy’ of the 

ALG Oe 
ee. 

oe 

an ‘ Dic os ere Poachers 



“story. 3. “You: mean. like % one of on eee Scene ve 
floats in say the Macy’s Day Parade on Thanksgiving a 

s in New York? Something like that, huh?” ‘ 
a “Exactly,” Peter Janville took it from there in a — 
] quiet “courtroom voice which held all his listeners 

aaa 

spell-bound. “Maybe the Madame is a real witch, _ 
‘maybe she isn’t. Maybe she has strange powers, per- — 

i haps not. But it is obvious now that she is not above ~ 
using tricks and fraudulent articles to increase her — 
_ power over her followers. True, she looks more like a _ 

_ witch than Margaret Hamilton even did in The Wiz- 
~ ard Of Oz. But her All-Destroying Hex, as she _ 
~ called it, was no’ more than a hoax. A large balloon, — 
"rendered i in the art and shape of a mythical monster, 
which when inflated and operated by an electrical S 

_ cord and other mechanisms, was enough to scare the * 
~ pants off—well, let’s say John Wayne, let alone boys. 
_ walking in the cemetery after dark or gullible mem- 
2 bers of the Coven**You see, the Madame was using the 
_ tomb of Karloka because it was so big and convenient. - 
' And the old caretaker of the cemetery, one Finlay by 
“Mame, was no problem. He’s over seventy, should 
have retired years ago, and is easily drugged, so that 
he’s not awake to see anything. Or hear anything pe- 
a culiar, either.” 4, 
- “Like a goblin laughing,’ ’ Shirley shuddered, re- 
% calling the awful sound. “Flow was that done, Peters 7 

_ “With a wiring device rigged within the vicinity of - _ 
~ the walls and close to the vault. So that it tripped off | 
~ the laughter, whenever anyone stepped into it or 
BS eros it. You’d never know you had, actually. Keith 
' and Danny tripped the wire, as you and I did earlier ~ 
_ tonight when you and I stepped over the “wall on the 
oa 

Bs west side of the cemetery.’ 
_ “The Coven,” Keith cut in, warming up to the grim- 
ae Dye 

ea ~ 



-» details again, his eyes glinting with interest. “And the 
. Madame. They wanted to kill us. Would they have 
~ gone through with that?” a 4 
“I don’t know,” Péter Janville admitted wryly. — 
_. “But I wouldn’t bank on anything when it comes to) 
eccentrics like Madame Moon. She might do anything © 

_ when it comes.to protecting her rights and claims to © 
_ witchcraft. My firm was right, you see. Tollings Kar- © 
- Joka had no right to give such a notorious woman the — 
it key to his father’s vault, to use as she wished. That is 
"against the law, whether he’s the legal heir or not. As | 
for the rest of the Madame’s Coven, I’m sure they ate 

. just plain ordinary Meadowville citizens looking fora — 
_ thrill. Not really believing in witchcraft at all. When. — 

_ we find out who they are, don’t be surprised. They 
‘ could be your local farmers, grocers, druggists, or just - 
__ about anyone. Chief Jiggs had better cooperate with — 
“me tomorrow or I’ll have his star.” 7 ee | 

Danny Partridge squinted, looking thoughtful. _ 
“Mister Janville, sir”? => - : it 

' “Yes, Danny?” — ob ‘ See 
“Did you can The Thing was a balloon when 

you fired your gun into it? That took a lot of nerve, 
you know.” aes! 2. 

_ “Tonly knew it wasn’t a monster,” the lawyer said — 
easily, “There are no such things. But it was a menace,~ _ 
certainly, As you saw, it just deflated when the bullets 

hit it, same way a balloon crumples when you stick a 
pin in it and all the air rushes out. We didn’t see it 
right away lying on the ground until I put the flash on 4 
it. That’s why you and Keith thought it had vanished. _ 
It was nothing more than black rubber, painted and - 
_shaped to resemble a monster when inflated.” ely 

_ “Wow,” Danny murmured. “Was it -ever real- FE 
looking! They haven’t got anything like that at Dis- ~ 
neyland,” . PA: ee 
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ae Thank ea Shirley Seas oat ee ee 
~ laughed. “All parents would g° on strike and Picket ee 
~_ the plice.? +> 
a “Yeah,” Keith agreed grimly. ‘Who needsit?” ©. - <2 

_. Shirley had another question for Peter Janville, the — 
fount of information and Cg aed charm. And ee 
4 hero, besides. A real one. = s 
Be “Where is this Tollings Karloka now?” 
“Skiing in Europe, of course,” Peter Janville — 
snorted, “A genuine, irresponsible playboy type. He 
( ‘doésn’t care what Madame Moon does with the vault, 

_ obviously. No skin off his nose, as long as he has all 
"the money he needs. And that he has. Old Man Kar- 
» -loka left him a millionaire, twice over.’ 

~ “Money corrupts,” Danny affirmed, nodding his .; 
* head. “And Power. Me and Mister Kinkaid are always 

having discussions on that subject.” 
_ “Arguments, you really mean,” Laurie interjected, 
Janghing. She stared around the little group. “Well, 
“what’s next on the agenda?” 
_ “Sleep,” Shirley said very firmly. “Time you all got 

some real rest. You’ve had a busy day, all of you. Me™ 

_ too. And I’m sure Peter has a lot to do in the morning. — 
a Arresting that old witch woman.” 

“Amen to that,” Peter Janville said quietly, rising 

from his seat on the lounge. He grinned at Keith and _ 

Danny. “You two warriors get to bed like your 

Mother says. Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry, Finn » 

never had what you had Soe Believe me, Mark -- 

~ Twain.” 
4 “T believe it, I believe it,” Keith chuckled. “And 

- thanks to you, we'll be able to tell our grandchildren 

_ about it.” : 
“What. grandchildren?” een, blurted. “I ath not 
even 1 married oe | / 119 



-_ tlemen.” 

- time. I know that somehow.” 

Pacer n pokes hi “Thank Mister or Jonville agein ye e 
: ‘saving our lives.” | 
Danny, with great dignity, said, “Thank you, Mis- 4 
- ter Janville.” — 4 

~ — “You're both deme It was-a real pleasure, geny 4 

_ “That’s enough now,” Shirley Partridge at last’ put : 
her maternal foot down. “Off you go, all of you. a : 

“stairs to bed.” 
_. Whert the last Partridge offspring disappeared up. | 

- the steps with goodnight, happy kisses all around, — 
_ Shirley saw Peter Janville to the door. There was one 
thing that still troubled and puzzled her. She asked © 

_ him about that just before he took his leave for the. — 
~ second time within the space of a mere four hours: : 

What a mad night it bad been! 
~ “Peter, I want to ask you something.” ~ 

“Fire away, Shirley Partridge.” — - | 
“When you left me tonight—why idl; you go bac | 7 

to that cemetery? You weren’t planning to all the” 

“You know, you're right? I intended to go straight 
home, as mad as I was about Jiggs. But something 
kept gnawing at me. You know what I mean? L felt ‘% 

_. like I had left something undone. So I went back.” _ q 
Shirley fstraied a cold chill that raced up her ‘ 

spine, 
“Thank God you did. No telling what would have. 1 

happened if you hadn’ f Those poor kids. It must have _ ’ 
been horrible.” “% 

“Tt was,” Peter Janville said soberly. “Tell you this. 
_ Much, my dear, ESP—extra-sensory- -perception—can _ & 

also. be on the side of the angels, too. ‘Something © 4 
pushed me back to that cemetery. Something that was" ‘ 
‘a power a0 good. Do you believe that, abe eos q 

| LOE : 
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i ‘T believe it, Phelieve it,” she smiled, aping Keith. 
Berrie ee Fy. As . ata ye ee 
Peter Janville chuckled, and then, quite suddenly .- 

_ and unexpectedly, he lowered his head and kissed her _ 
4 full on the lips, without touching her with his arms. 
_ As she stepped back in surprise, he winked at ‘her, 
"sumed on his heel, and swept through the open door- 
- way. She watched him go, pleased and surprised anda 
ae e sad. Sighing, she closed the door, put her back to 
ae looked at the house around her, reveling in its ._ 

a 

warmth, in its coziness, in the fact that it was her own _ 
place, her own corner of the universe. And a house - 

_ with a foundation of love and mutual ee ws 
_ Above all, she gloried in the simple fact that all of — 
her children were now safe-in their beds, and another 
~ hectic, dangerous day had come to an end. A day — 
~ which might have ended in tragedy. And despair. Big: 
~ _ Instead of happiness and a fresh new joy in the © 
sesuture, <.*- . ex aS cage eh 
__ A future that would be much brighter once Ma- 
~ dame Theodora Moon was finally gone from Mead- - 
~ owville for good, and could no longer put her evil 
_ hand and ugly spirit in the hearts of people. 
Ee. A-future that just might have a man in it. A good 

_ man, too. 
_ Mr. Peter Janville, Attorney-at-Law. Nice sound- _ 
ingname,that. ere 

_ But first there had to be tomorrow. An important 
_ tomorrow. Eee ee : 
_ And taking care of that wicked old witch. The 
*.Moon woman. | 
4 First things first! a 

- Humming happily once more, Shirley Partridge ex- - . 
_ tinguished all the lights in the house and went upstairs 
_ to bed. ; : Bee ot 
~ Dawn-was already streaking the sky beyond the 
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A Re eee 
Re ae yy ate ee ; , ae ie * ee “ten 

__ white-painted outline of the pleasant little house in the © 
- suburbs of Meadowville. a. ee | 
It was later, much later, than even Shirley Partridge 

_ had thought. . | i ae 
The cock would crow soon enough, pine. the 

_ beginning of another June morning. Another twenty 
for hours of life for the world. ag c 
And for Meadowville, U.S.A. _ or eae 
And, of course, the Partridge Family, one andall, ~*~ 

~ Including Simone, the dog, who liked to chew on | 
_ slippers. geht i 

: The naughtiest canine in existence, ; 

coe if 
; 

, 

In that blue-tinted boudoir in the lavish and oddly 
adorned apartment somewhere on the outskirts e a 

', town, Madame Theodora Moon was on the.*t el 
phone. Not even the weird blue lighting nor the 
cringing form of Nicholas, a much-chastened black 

_cat with yellow eyes, hiding under the bed, would | 
have indicated that the Madame was in a terrible 

_ mood. She had raced home from the frenzied ceme- 
tery with all of her plans and projects in ruins, but 
even a witch can control her temper and her nerves. It” 
is that S ons which makes witches. The ability to. 
create disaster from success, to separate issues and 
events. Not even the shambles of the Meadowville - 

" cemetery were going to make Madame Moon 
surrender, ‘The mob scene in the dark, with all of the © 
flock scattering in terror and those boys escaping and” 
somehow destroying her wonderful apparatus, was 

' simply but a stumbling block that would have to bel 
put aside. And so, the Madame, stealing home before © 
dawn on her own very private motorcycle, had_ 
quickly phoned Brother George, whom she was sure. 
was already home, trembling in his underwear, the. 
fool! George Dunne, the respectable shoe* salesman 7 

oat aa 



eee 
| ae 

who wanted to be a warlock by night but didn’t have. 

_ all the others into the Coven, with their sizable dona- 
~ tions of money and equipment. And time. s 
_ As.the floating, dangling, stuffed frogs, toads, and _ 
peepiders twirled above her head, Madame Moon dialed _ 
_ George’shome number. | et Oe 
__ He answered almost immediately, his clear voice _ 
hesitant and guarded. “Yes? Who is this, please?” eet 
~ “Idiot! It is I. Have you stopped running long . — 

_ enough to listen to your’Leader? There is much to do, . - 
Brother Geor Ce rey eRe 
_ “Madame!” The relief in his voice was an explo- — 
“sion. “We are lost! Our hiding place is known—and 

_ The All-Destroying Hex—it was only a toy! A con- 
_ traption—that man with the gun—I ran away—I was 
“frightened! Oh, Madame, what are we to do now— 
_ our beautiful Coven—” ; ie 
__. “Stop babbling, you fool, and listen! Control your- 
self. I, Madame Moon, cannot be beaten. Hear me,° - 
“now. Disband the flock. Tell them they are never to 
"go to that vault again, The police are sure to raid it 
* soon, once those brats tell their story. As for the man, 
I’m sure he is one of those nosy private detectives or 

_ the brains of a flea! Still, he had been useful, bringing — 

some such. In any case, we will all go underground.’ - 
"Tell the others to hide their robes and instruments. I 
_ will find another place for the Coven to meet. As soon 
~ as I do, I shall contact you. Understand me, Brother ° 
_ George. Fail me now, and you will wish you had 
- never been born! Would you like to wake up some 
_fnorninlg with a thousand warts all over your body?” 
* “No, no, no—” He was whimpering like a fright- 
ened child. ra te 
‘4 “Then do as I say! And nothing will happen. We ~ 
_ have ‘only lost a meeting place. We have not lost the 
- Coven and our calling.” 

Be Angle 



: . Oey ee Madame—” sane i | 
~ “Yes, Brother George. Till the Hour of Thittees a 

2: then. Goodbye. . 

The Madame hung up. She lay back against her 
_ bluish pillows, hooked nose and blazing eyes and. in-_ 

ad 

aa portant things to consider. 

> credible face somehow tranquil. She heaved a vast _ 
sigh, and her brain whirled with fresh plans. 
. Underneath the dark bed, Nicholas whim pered, 

zs also like a terrified child. He, like Brother George, 
- was afraid of the Madame too. 

The Wicked Witch of Meadowville was just amt 
“someone to anger or ever to cross. Nicholas would go. 
to his feline grave never really knowing how’a pair off 

- field glasses could resemble another cat. eee : 
But, no matter now. 

Madame Theodora Moon oa forgotten all about | 
Nicholas’ fall from favor. There were much more im- 

inthe « ATE 

Such as how to leave town in a hurry and where t to 
a 

And how soon to perform such a deed, 
Meadowville had already become too hot a placea 

for a confidence woman well versed in the’ black arts § : _ ee oe 

_ and the gullibility of suckers, 
It was time for the Madame to pull up stakes and 

find fresh fields to.conquer, And fresh sagkers to ‘trim = 
of their money and their dreams, — § 

Theodora Moon had realized at twenty-one that 
_ She looked like a witch and talked like a wicks so she — 

had been cashing in on it ever since. 4 
To the sorrow and the fleeced pocketbooks of a 4 

world of fools. 
There was ibe more hae’ one way to skin-a cat, 

you See. 
ens: other har black Nicholas, - 
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[] The next morning was a very fine day: blue sky, 
_- white clouds like boat sails, and a sun so warm and 
-blazing that it seemed more like late August than the "| 
calm month of June. The thermometer soared. | et 
And there were goings-on in Meadowville that be- | 

lied the serenity of the peaceful day. Indeed, behind 
the scenes, the little town was jumping. A circum-_ 
stance that only the Partridge Family was aware of; _ 

_ thanks to their inside, front-row seat to the entire © 
drama of The Wicked Witch of Meadowville. Peter 

Janville kept them posted all the way. “oe aa 
For one thing, he had called on Chief John Joseph 

- Jiggs as soon as the sun was up and related all that had © 
_ happened the night before, and even the fat old sheriff — 
"was impressed sufficiently to fill two squad cars with _ 
armed deputies and race out to the Meadowville cem- — 

_-etery. The’ lawman acted so fast that Peter Janville © 
buried the hatchet with him on the spot. ‘Together, 
and with the ready guns at their disposal, they ex- | 

a ee MN ee Ns 
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ag 

we. 

~ in the daylight; was a hideous contraption. There was 

of the Karloka Vault, from which point the monster 

the vault itself, was an eye-opener. It had been cur- 
3 tained ‘inside, and there were odd floor rugs with oc- 

5 long bit of aa wiring which connected to the 
, thing and led arsed to a spot just alongside the door. 

t 

ep ee spaiving ike They. Crone. oe: ee 
‘wiring leadirig to a metal box which contained a _ 
long-playing tape whose only recorded sound was the _ 
most: fiendish, gibberish laugh that Chief Jiggs had . 
“ve heard. They found the collapsed rubber mass ~ 
’ with six bulletholes in its rubbery body, which, even. _ 

‘balloon could be manipulated i in any direction. And~ 

t designs woven into their woolen surfaces. As well .~ 

a 
© Nicholas’ fury had scored a blow, anyway. 

” asa host of blunt clubs, a deck of Tarot cards for tell- 
ng fortunes, and of course the remainder of the hik- 
_ing equipment that belonged to Keith and Danny Par- 

idge. The field glasses, which had so fooled Nicholas ._ 
d contributed to the boys’ escape from the hooded ~ 

* conclave, now had one of its lens glasses broken. - 

Lastly, and far from unimportant, Chief Jiggs’ 
eo rf deputies raised the heavy and cumbersome — 

of the ornate stone coffin. One look was all that 

Madame Moon had not gone too far, after all. Old 

‘Miser Karloka’s mummified cadaver was intact, 

_ exactly as it was the day it was interred in this bald — 
* vault. ° 
al Finally, with nothing lefe to claim or bring back to 
a “Headquarters as evidence, Chief Jiggs gave Finlay, the 
" Caretaker, a thorough, scathing sermon on the ea 
care and keeping of nice old cemeteries. = * 

_ was needed before the lid was lowered once more. - 

Then he and Peter Janville piled back into the po- ; 
lice cars and sped back to town to try once more to - 

eo ase anew apartment of Madame Theodora 

Bese sit oS cae 
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ze Soon Ste 3 was Pualeeed in the Meadowwille Dire at | 
__ tory, but after a frantic hour : ee the a e6 | 
‘strings and cu red tape, Chie ay | 
eae oficial af the Bonk of FP i ee revealed j 
_ a safe deposit box in the Madame’s name and a corre-_ 
~ sponding address. The Chief himself drove the squad — 
"car out to the residential area where Madame Moon — 
~ ‘had lived since she came to town a few months back. — 

_ Peter: Janville was amazed at Chief Jiggs’ sudden and © 
zealous devotion to uty, considering his talk of the | 

. night before. ~ | 
_ Well, a new day was a new day, after all. | 

Tele a bs. Moon apartment, once they had brakes the | 
_. door ‘down, was as empty as a cookie jar ina house 
_ with seven:children. The witch had flown, leaving all. 
the furnishings and all the weird artwork and figures. 
and ornaments she had owned, but all the clothes © 
closets and dresser drawers in the bedroom were bare. 

* Not a stitch of apparel or an article of footwear could © 
‘be found. Not even Nicholas, the large black cat. . 3 | 

“Dagnab it,” Chief Jiggs rumbled. “Flown the © : 
. coop. We're too late.” 

“She can’t have gotten far,” Peter Janville reminded 4 
him. “It’s ten o’clock, and we last saw her around ed 
this. Morning, If she drove out of town or took a train i 
or a taxi—” 
“Maybe she flew out on ies broomstick,” Jig ges i 

winced sourly. “Darn slick woman. Wish I’d listened: ; 
_ to you last night, Janville.” 

“You can make up for it; Chief.’ ” Peter J ane oat 
$ 

“How’s that?” ree ae a ee 
~ “Just hel ae me, catch hee before she Bets much far- 

ther away. Fair enough, Chief?” s 
“Fair eh ” Chief John rel Fors beamed. : 

~Det’s pit!” Speak 
aah | me SDR ot ros, ete 4 ; 

~ pe 



~~ They got, hurrying from the apartment, the armed. 
‘deputies pounding down the hallway stairs right be- 
~ hind them, disturbing the whole house. hog Fe 
As Peter Janville had just said, the time was - 
‘roughly ten o’clock in the morning. And he was - 
closer to the truth than he thought. For at that — 
" approximate time, Madame Theodora Moon was still 

in town. In fact, her tall, gaunt, incredible figure, — 

_ garbed in the familiar black, was very much in evi- . 

* dence in a very particular location in Meadowville. A ~~ 
definite spot. WR Ba: Sp Beem 

_ Walking purposefully and grimly toward the front — 
door of the white-painted house known to one andall 

~ as the home of the Partridge Family. : be 

_. Actually, she was no more than a moment away © | 

_ from ringing the front doorbell. Standing before the _ 
- house was a small, dark, touring car, whose trunk was 

packed with all her worldly and witchly possessions.< — 

~ Nicholas -himself was purring silently on the front - 

eat, watching his Mistress and keeping an eye peeled - 

for enemy animals. And suspicious strangers. ag 

_- Madame Moon had a reason for calling on the Par- 

_ tridge Family. ange 
a A very dire and dark reason, One that was truly no 

"good reason. * ie Pxitee 
' _ She was going to put one last and masterful hex on 

* the boys known as Keith and Danny before she left, 

_‘town to elude the Law, which, she was certain, had no ~ 

_ way of knowing where she was or what she was * 

meaoing. oe oe 
_ Madame Theodora Moon wanted to leave Mead-  . 

" owville a legacy it would always remember. Some- 

_ thing they would talk about in fearful whispers for — 

the years to come. To add to-her own slick confidence 

_ game, the Madame also deluded herself, She really be- 

lieved she could put a curse on people. 
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4 Noryetat any mateagn : et S| 
. “Icky-ticky-ricky-roo,” Madame Moon chanted as’ 

_. she stretched a long and bony forefinger toward the 
black enamel buzzer on the front door. “I'll bring you. 
magic and burn your housedowntoo!..... * ae 
"She pressed down on the black buzzer, hard. oe | 
_ A long, cheerful, chiming melody sounded from 

_ within the house. Madame Moon licked her pendulous 
' - lips, her hooked’ nose quivering. Her coal-black eyes” 
blazed, In-broad daylight, she was truly a frightenin 
- apparition. Dressed all in black; bony and tall, she was 
a visual horror, complete to the last wrinkle on her - 
crone’s mask of a face. 4 SS, | 

Light footfalls came from behind the bright yellow 
MOOR fea A gic 

__ Madame Moon tensed, prepared to hurl a curse and. 
_ #malediction into the face of whoever answered the 

doorbell. Anyone with the name of Partridge would” 
_ serve. Blood was thicker than water. me: | 

_ The door swung inward, and the Madame raised a” 
long and claw-like hand, eyes burning, . fingers” 

~_ crooked for a withering hex sign. ee : 
Reuben Kinkaid loomed on the threshold, smiling 

_ and courteous. That is, he was until he got a full view 

oT eae es ese aes Yt eee DR 4 :™ : ~ 4 

ER ot re ¢ £ 3 oe m a po: ag re a Pa ee, Ff No one had ever proven her wrong in that surmise 



shen 

Ww ee to ae. for Reuben f Gefore ie had't to fetch the : 
p ane back to Chicago late that'afternoon. ee 

- Reuben blinked, the smile faded, and he got a good e 

‘a 

a was Mr. panies OF head of the family, instead : 

4 ey? called by Danny dete He. was born to. . 

- “TO YOU I SAY, THE HOUSE WILL BURN — 

weak ESCAPE NO MATTER HOW YOU _ 
as Yy!” 

~ And Madame Moon glared, her eyeballs willed: and 5 
her thoroughly evil and horrible ae was like a night- 
mare come true. Amaskofterror. 
Reuben Kinkaid did the only ‘thing he could do | 
under such extraordinary circumstances. Ten o’clock ~ 
in the morning is just no time to meet a witch. Or 

ig even see one. Much less be cursed by one. . 
a.  Hefainted. * 
ae porad away < on the Partridge Family threshold. 
; 

4 ix the noisy garage, with Keith trying to restore 
some kind of melodic semblance of music to the com- 
“bined guitars of Danny and Laurie and Christopher’s © 
drums and’ Tracy’s tambourine, things had come to a 

"moment of truth. The kids just weren’t cutting it. 
‘They hadn’t found the true combination to the mood 
“of his latest original composition, When I'm Blue 1 
Want You. Slightly annoyed, he called a halt and sur- ~~ 
a peucesed to the general. feeling of ee me he felt i ra 

sale 

5d See es es . poset Cae 

‘of the much-harassed, much put-upon business man- ~ 
ager | he usually was. Poor Mister Kinkaid, as he*was — 

AND YOUR CHILDREN WILL FRY! YOU .- 



_* know just what you mean. I’ve had»the heebie-jeebi 

eS a, 

the atmosphere of the very garage in which the first 
_  hitPartridge Family recordhad been born. 5 
- > “Okay, crew,” he sighed, putting down his own 

- guitar. “Let’s take a break and get back to it later. ’m_ 
' not feeling right about it, either. We'll try it again’ 
about an hour from now.” , ot <a 
__ Everybody seemed.in favor of that, even Simone, 
who was never very far from Traty’s feet. As they all 

_ filed out of the garage, Danny fell in step with his 
older brother, making certain that Laurie and the rest" 
__ of the kids couldn’t hear what he wanted to say. Si- 
mone was barking. it * 
- + “Gee, Keith. You feeling the way I’m feeling?” > 

“Say what you mean, squirt.” 3 a 
_ “I dreamed about that woman, you know. Madame 

_ Moon? Worst nightmare I ever had. I dreamed she 
was chasing me on her broomstick, trying: to stick | 

very long needle into me. Like I wasa balloon.” “ — 
“Yeah,” Keith sighed again, as they swung around 

_ the corner of the house, heading for the front door. ‘S 

_- since I woke up. I keep expecting her to pop right out | 
of the ground. Man, was she ever ugly.” ° ae 

“The ugliest,” Danny agreed very seriously. “Do 
you think Mister Janville and Chief Jiggs will ever 
catch up with her?” , + 

“I hope so, Danny. Woman like that. She shouldn’t ” 
be allowed out after dark. Brrrrrr. Gives me the’ 
creeps just thinking about last night.” Keith headed* 
for the porch. “I know Reuben wasn’t very happy. 
when Mom told him about it. He lectured me plenty 
again about all the scrapes I get into. Though I’m sure 
he didn’t believe a word of it.” oe he a 

_» Danny Partridge rocked to a full stop. He stared. 
long and hard at the front door of the house, His_ 
freckles and his eyes both seemed to do a dance. Keith’ 
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| him, tugging at’ oe arm. n. Danny was s shake | 

Hey—what’ S ie matter Sets you—” < 
‘Danny was having difficulty speaking, it se seemed. 
nd his eyes wouldn’t stand still. Nor his freckles. Fi-” 

nally, in a burst of desperation, his arm raised and his ( 
and ointed, or rather his index finger. Keith. Par- ; 

ge, baffled, wheeled about to see what had upset ~ : 
procher-so.tt). 4 * 
is mouth esopped, and his own eyes bugged out — 
isbelief. 
© saw Madiae Theodora Moi stepping ret 
m the porch of the house, her tall black figure in- . 
cribably unforgettable in the bright sunshine. He — = 
the prostrate form of a man. He didn’t recognize: _ 
iben Kinkaid immediately, but he could clearly see: 
soles of two shoes on the threshold, poking into. ~ 
w from the depths of the inner doorway of the 
use. The Madame was starting to hurry forward, 

asting darting looks all about her, and for one para- | 
zed moment of inactivity, Keith Partridge was - 
oted to the ground where he stood. As was Danny. — 
was last night in the Meadowville cemetery all over 
n. Come back with a double vengeance. He was 

theF seeing things or just living a very bad dream: © 
htmare, when Madame Moon was involved! 
uddenly, somebody was yelling. Shouting. 
He was startled to realize that his own voice was 
e one that had shouted. Though he had no conscious — 
emory of so doing. Nor of what he said. eh 
“HEY—YOU THERE—WHAT DO you 

HINK YOU’RE DOING— 
Madame Theodora Moon jerked as if a string had. i 

~ pulled her. Her face rotated like a top, and suddenly, . 

' burning, blazing eyes were staring across the meas- 

ee oe directly at Keith. The Witch of © 
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-~ Meadowville hissed and lifted both her hands, ‘and | | 
both those terrible claws looked as if they were going 

-. to hurl lightning bolts across the intervening space be- — 
-_ tween her tall, elongated black figure and the cower-~ 
~~ ing Partridge brothers. ei): 

— “Icky-ticky-ricky-roo—” ~ a 9 Se 
The dreaded chant, the crooning curse, rose on the 

_ morning air. Profaning the sunlight, the clean atmos- 
"phere, the pleasantly rural environs. A great flash of | 
anger went off in Keith Partridge’s brain. And for a — 

_ few chaotic, frenzied moments, he was more than just . 
_ agrowing boy. ~ P BR ee 
~_ He was an outraged human being, a giant ten feet 
tall, a bold warrior out to protect the sacred precincts _ 

_, of his own home. His own way of doing things. His _ 
_- own bag, to put it very bluntly. His very life. ae | 

_ ~. Crimson with rage, his muscles tightening into hard ~ 
~ steel, he left his transfixed feet and literally leaped © 

across the green earth. Directly at the fantastic, ugly, 
_. Godless creature trying to depart as she had come, © 

_ Likea witch in the daytime. F urtively, stealthily, =») 
- Madame Theodora Moon saw him coming, and her’ 

ugly face leered in the ghastliest smile this side of — 
Dante’s Inferno. A venomous mask of a smile. . 

_ Her claw hands reached out, long-fingernails ready © 
to rip and tear and rake at the oncoming boy’s unpro- — 
tected face. To scratch and kill. ee 
And then Shirley Partridge screamed. A full scream © 

from the doorway of the house, for Reuben Kinkaid a 
had just never come back from answering the door- — 
bell. Shirley’s flour-streaked hands left fingermarks on ~ 
her own pretty face as she flung up her hands in hort 

‘Tor at the sight that greeted her eyes. Keith—that 
woman—her own front lawn—it was just too wild — 

_ and impossible to accredit so early in the morning. 
- 



Se soon 4 i the hideous nigh before. . Seemingly 
y hours ago! 
Bees Partridge. emitted a eae of eainstastic sup- 

port, and he too flung himself across the lawn, going 
to his brother’ s aid. Shouting encouragement. ° 

Keith Partridge. reached Madame Theodora Moon 
less time than it takes to tell it. The old crone’s. 

" fingernails, long and horrible, flashed out at him, as 
~ deadly and dangerous as any. “knives could be. Filthy 
and-ugly weapons. The further armament of a eae 
“bad woman, indeed. © cue 

And the battle was on. In he glin of a long finger- iy 

One that all Meadowville would never forget. . a 
‘Keith Partridge vs. The Wicked Witch oF oe 
eadowville. a 
‘A young boy against a very ‘old lady. , 7 
But the ee was an Eagle Scout, and the old indy ; 

was a witch. . . 
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a - [The fight was quick, violent, and unbloody. | 
After all, Keith Partridge didn’t want to hurt an old 

woman, no matter how much of a witch and evil 
character she was. There is a limit to everything. Anc 
hitting little old ladies was one of them. For Keith, at 
any rate. Though Theodora Moon was not little at. 

.° all. There was hardly a taller woman in all Meadoy-_ 
ville. : 3 : ae 

Still, there was none more dangerous, either! «= - ms 
The vicious fingernails, long and sharp, were ve y 

_ deadly. Even as Keith waded into ‘Madame Moon, 
_ . diving to one side and ducking and dodging, it would 

have gone very badly for ‘him if one of Madame » 
Moon’s claws had raked his face. The witch was Spit-— 
ting and snarling, her face twice as ugly as ever, and 

~-even the smell of her made Keith’s nostrils curl in dis-- 
gust. It was. that smell of burning sulphur again. Lik 

” fire and brimstone, the very scent of all things satani 
Danny saved the day again, as he had with } es ee Teak - es 
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ge Karloka Vault. Good old Danny! — 

r of the Partridge boys with one of her terrible 

“eyes on him because Keith was keeping her busy in | 

Keith took the cue, immediately. He charged right 
to the~ 
dly swinging claws, and shoved. He shoved very 

witch. And the move worked perfectly. 
Theodora* Moon reeled backwards, and her le 
oke in half right across Danny’s obstacle course of 

yack. She shrieked as if she had seen a mouse running 

| bowling alley. And now, the rest of the Partridges, 
‘all holding back in horror, seemed to lose whatever 
terror had frozen them to motionlessness at the sight 
of Madame Theodora Moon. As she spilled to the 
earth in a tangle of arms and legs, Laurie, Christo- 

cross the green lawn, and went down like a tenpin in - 

adame, thrust both arms between her ~ 

rd, pushing against the scrawny, bony chest of the — 

ee 

é er tal about kidnapping instead of sacrifice in the © _ 

With Shirley’s screams still ringing in their ears, 
both boys combined with that sort of teamwork that 
wins baseball pennants, overcomes stronger oppo- ° — 
nents, and does seem to work when it’s coordinated so. 

ll. The Madame was kicking with her feet now and -. 
ing her arms in wide circles, hoping to catch ei-.. — 

ws. Danny shrewdly avoided the ancient crone and : 
around behind her, where she couldn’t keep her 

. front. Little red-haired Danny went down to his 
1ands and knees, as though he were playing a game. - - 

pher, and Tracy rushed forward en masse to help ~— 
their brothers. Simone came at a run, yipping and 
“barking. And that was the ultimate end of the Wicked 
Witch of Meadowville. ; 

squirming body as she struggled to get up. And then 
Danny sat on her legs, adding his wiry weight to the 
- 

em 

oad. Aisd then the other kids all piled on too, and Ma-. 

_ Keith jumped on her hard, literally sitting on her 



~* _“Brats!”” Madame Moon screamed from somewhere 

- Se ae: ay 

_ dame Theodora Moon seemed to disappear benez writhing, twisting, heaving pile of children. Anyo: 
_ walking by the Partridge house at that particular mo 
_- ment might have been forgiven for thinking that Shir 
_, ley’s brood was only having a roughhouse with some 

- agreeable adult who liked to play with children. In- 
_ stead of the wickedest woman in all Meadowville his- 

; “Nice going, coach,” Keith grinned at Danny 
__ they both held the struggling woman down. “Unless 
_ I miss my guess, you really do have some brains after 

all! Boy, that was close!” 
‘cc _“Hold her tight‘now,” Danny cautioned, his freck-_ 

~~ les gleaming in the sun. “She’s still a witch, you know 
—don’t let her make any more spells, or we'll be. 

_. for itall over again.” - see sete 
Laurie, Christopher, and Tracy, to whom first sig’ 

of Madame Theodora Moon had been like a punch : 
the nose, could only continue to hold the terrible aj 
parition down, their faces awed and duly impressed 

"with the entire situation. Simone only barked. | 

~.. beneath the pile of human flesh. “You little brats—let me go, do you hear—let me go right now or Pil icky | and [ll ticky and I'll ricky and roo” Babes | 
The strange words came out muffled and garbled, 

but Keith Partridge heard them all the same, Hey 
_ stared grimly down at the crone and kept her arms pinned, as well as her shoulders. He was still very angry. | ae “No, you won’t, you old witch,” he puffed, “You've ridden your. last broomstick, you can bet, 
The party’s over, Madame Moon!” ee 

_ He got another imprecation for his pains. A blasting 
oath of a curse. m , we _ Meanwhile, Shirley Partridge had retained enough | 
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nce of mind to rush back into the house to phone’ 
‘olice Department. it eae 

The entire world might have been crumbling, but . 
it’s always.a mother who knows just what to. do in a ~ 
pinch. When someone has to do something construc-. — 

_ tive and intelligent, like calling for officialhelp, = 
_ On the shaded porch, blissfully unaware of all that 

a 

d: 

ell. For that, he had his usual and: somewhat pleading _ 
answer. His eyes rolled heavenward, as if seeking di- 
vine assistance, and the familiar Kinkaid prayer ema- 
nated from his lips. a mae ne 
_ “Why me?” he asked, almost whimpering. “Why is 
it always me?” | Fat 5. 

~ Nobody could have answered that one, 
_» Not the Good Lord. 
And certainly not the Partridge Family. 

All the rest of that sunny,day, the Partridge house- 
hold continued to be a veritable beehive of activity. 

“The weird incidents and events which had begun with 
a shortcut through the Meadowville cemetery had 
some to a happy conclusion. Meadowville squad cars - 
nad driven up, sirens all ascream, and Chief John Jo- 
eph Jiggs and his men had grimly and happily put - 

‘Madame Theodora Moon in han cuffs and led her - 
_away. The old woman, still shrieking curses and spit- 
ting out venomous threats, was hauled off to one of 

the many cells down at Headquarters. No one was 
ry sorry to see her go. Least’ of all, Keith and 
anny Partridge. They were quite sure they would © 
emember her all the rest of their lives, and they were_ 
ae i ) Vee 

Phy 1 ade 

was taking place, Reuben Kinkaid began to stir wake- 
y. Yet, when he managed to sit up, blink his eyes, 
pass a hand over his damp forehead, he had total. 

all of the ghostly face which had greeted him -~ 
en he had answered the chiming of the front door- 



_ . handcuffs. What a monster he was! 

- rendered meekly, 

-» equally positive they would dream about her often. 
_ Especially during Halloween or any night when th ~ 
- moon was full and there were dark shadows in. the” 
_ sky. She was a thoroughly unforgettable person. Bad; 
all right, bur memorable, no matter how you looked 
at it, As was that old black cat of hers—that b gy 
i yellow-eyed animal which had tried to run away. 

when he saw the deputies coming with his mistress in 

| It had taken three of Chief Jiggs’ youngest deputies | 
_. to hunt him down before he bolted out of the neigh-— 
 borhood like a black flash. After all, nobody wanted : | 

_ creature like that roaming about the town, frightening _ 
- children. Enough was enough! Simone had leaped to: 
help collar black Nicholas, cornering him in the back-— 
-yard garden behind the house. Just this once, Simone + 
usually a lazy cuss, had jumped in and helped, yipping 
and barking like a pack of hounds, Nicholas had sur- 

. » “Ugh,” Danny said when Madame Moon and her cat were finally gone. “Seeing that ugly old witch has _ soured me on The Wizard of Oz forever. I'll never be — able to watch that on the tube again. Never.” ~ @ 
“Don’t be silly,” Keith smiled. “What’s one thing — ‘got to do with the other? The movie’s great. And — funny, too, It won't remind me of old Madame Moon. | Don’t let her spoil a good thing for you, Danny.” _ s" “Just the same,” Danny murmured, still uncon" ' vinced. my ONE Reicgte wey 
Laurie wanted to know more about eve thing, so - Keith and Danny filled her in on the rest of the story _ while Shirley Partridge apologized to Reuben Kinkaid | all over again. The hapless manager of the Partridges was taking everything in with his mouth hanging — open. How could such a nice family get in so much - darn trouble? It was incredible, teally, but they al- 
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Without f fail: 1 They w were as pena as ee : 
‘m sorry, Reuben. These things just seem to. 

ppen.” ~. 

_ Don’ t they though?” agreed Reuben, feeling eee 
"m’ surprised you haven’t got a gray hair in that. 
eautiful head of yours, Shirley. Honest to Pete. 4 

‘Don’t these things age you at all?” 
“A little,” she had to admit, ruefully. “VW heseven S 
ry of them is overdue, like the boys were last ike . 
ell—I’m no Joan of Arc, you know. I ple up 
;umbrella.” 

_“That’s what you say,” he sniffed. “But you eee ; 
seem to keep your nerve and a stiff upper lip. That ~ 
-eith—wow. Spy hunts, haunted houses, airplane. 
rashes—though I was in on that one, wasn eTp—and. 7 
at time he thought he wanted to be a ballplayer and ~ 
ve up the guitar. And leave me not forget little 
anny Partridge. Now, there, there is a bundle gis is 
ouble, all right. If he was my son, ’d—” _ : 
Shirley chuckled. “Yes, Reuben? If he was your 
n, what would you do? ‘d really like to know.” °° 
Reuben Kinkaid shuddered grimly. 
“Td join a monastery in Tibet, where there was no - 
hone, have my food sent in to. me, and never ever ~ 
bscribe to The Wall Street Journal. That’s what Td 
o, so help me, Shirley Partridge.” . 
At that particular moment, Danny Partridge and 
eith and Laurie came wandering in from the - 
tchen. Tracy and Simone trailed after them. Seeing. . 

the woebegone expression on Reuben Kinkaid’ s.face;. 
anny arched his eyebrows. There wasn’t a nuance of 
euben Kinkaid’s face and many moods that Danny 
vas’ "¢ tuned in on. 
“You don’t look so good, ‘Mister Kinkaid, ee. 
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___ ing. Passing the time of day, you know, before I cz 
_ my plane back to Chicago,” oe i 
_. “Happy talk, Mister Kinkaid?” ae 

“OF coursé, of course—” The manager looked at 
him in surprise. “Why, you little refugee from a Swiss, 
_ bank account, what makes you think I’m unhappy?. 
Do I look unhappy or something?” — Aas a 

__-* Danny nodded sadly. “Yes, you do. You look as if 
_ you're still bothered about seeing old Madame Moon. ~ 
__ Must have been:a shock to you, all right. Opening the © 
__ door and seeing her. She’s no pretty valentine.” ES | 
> Reuben Kinkaid shuddered again. “That has got to _ 
_be the understatement of the year, Danny. I'll see her 

~ in my nightmares.” ¥ ata Se 
* There was a murmur of assent from the rest of the © 

‘kids. é Zz : i | 
- Danny shrugged. “One has to live with these aan 

_ matic experiences, You'll get over it. ’m sure of that. 
Be brave, Mister Kinkaid.” , 

~ “Tl try,” Reuben Kinkaid sighed. “Honest, I'll try, © Danny.” vi . es a | “Good man. That’s the spirit.” a 
Keith Partridge changed the subject before Reuben | had apoplexy right in front of all of them. “Gee, g Mom, Where’s Peter Janville? Thought he was com- — ing back after he left the Chief’s office.” ese | 
“He'll be here, Keith,” Shirley frowned a little, for 7 

_the lawyer was now overdue. “He wanted to call his — - people in New York to tell them he straightened out the Karloka Vault business, And to remind them to” put a bug in young Tollings Karloka’s ear that he can’t " give keys to tombs away, the way he has been doing,” © “He's a great guy,” Keith exulted, “You should’ | have-seen him with that gun last night, Pow, pow! A regular Fastest Gun in the Cemetery.” "34 “Yes,” Laurie Partridge said very slowly and, very... 
144 oe } 

e 



fine husband. He’s a real. catch all down the line. 
s, intelligence, money—” > = 

__ “You,” Shirley Partridge said, with a smile, “bite | 
_ your tongue, young lady. Andthat’san order.” ee 

_ The Partridge Family all exchanged knowing grins, | 
Reuben Kinkaid stared around the room, puzzled. 

‘Something was going on again, as usual, and as‘usual, 
d perfectly according to schedule, he was sure he _ 
going to be the last one to know. But he was too _ 

imp to protest, so he sat back in his stuffed chair and 
wearily wondered aloud if he could have another cup: 

‘coffee and another slice of the angel food cake. 
which Shirley had finished baking when all the excite- ~_ 

hent had died down. a PO Te 
“Reuben,” Keith said, “we will play the new song _ 

for you. Right before dinner. Okay?” Coe ta 
‘Sure. We can always use a new hit record to swell 

1e coffers,” A sir % an 
‘This one is good,” Keith said firmly. “It’s got the. 
t. I like it myself, and that’s a pretty good sign.” 
‘Mister Kinkaid.” Danny Partridge had that old fa- 
liar note in his voice. “About hit records. Now that 

you've brought the subject up, I'd like to give you my 
ideas. on profit-sharing. It strikes me that the author 
nd composer of the tune should receive a bit more © 

an ninety percent of all the rights—” 
euben Kinkaid raised his eyes to the ceiling of the 

He closed them. 

~ Why me? Reuben asked silently once more, why is 
ways me that these things happen to? 

As ever, there was no onetoanswerhim. 
Nobody ever gets answers to questions like that. 

Bias Bt cage ete AA. 
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~ or handsomer, Or yet grimmer. It was as if he might ; 
__ still have been thinking of the Meadowville cemete 2 | 
and all the terrible things that had happened. Yet Shir- 

“called my firm in New York, as you know, : 
_ They’re very 

thing I can’t refuse. A branch office. In England, no 
, less. They want me to head it and they—want me to — 

- go over right now to get things going. It means at least’ 

_ She smiled, happy for him and a little sad for her-, | 

~ block and out of her life almost as quickly as he had j 

. ign OF ne bone Z ees eee Al gS a ie ae eee oe =. - F a = ne eta fe _: 

Shirley. ~ “Thanks “for coming out to the car, 
wanted to make my goodbyes in private.” 
_ “Goodbye? Bur—” ie ae | 

-_ Peter Janville, standing alongside his blue sportscar 
» on the sidewalk before the house, never seemed talle: 

ley somehow sensed that his attitude had nothing to © 
_do with those things. It had to be something else. He | 

~ was too brave a man to dwell on the past. It must. be — 
_ something else, something perhaps far more serious. __ 

It was. Unfortunately. ‘ 

appy the investigation worked out so © 
well. Too happy, in fact. They’ve offered me some- 

_six months in Europe, Shirley. If I take it.” 

self. , a | 
“You take it. You’d be a fool not to. Six months — 
isn’t forever, Peter. The Partridge Family will still be = 
here when you come back. And I will to. So what’s 
the problem?” a 5 an 

is smile was almost as wide as his shoulders, ol _ - “There is no problem, not now. Kiss the kids for — 
me. There’s no greater gang of kids in captivity. I love them all. Not to mention their dear lovely 
Mom,” les ; i 

“Oh, Peter—” ‘ Or, Soa 
He kissed her,-a long and ardent kiss, and then he — stepped.back into his car and drove away from the © 
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nv ante was. oe Hea ike eS 
A oman a very f fine husband indeed. - eile 

Shirley Partridge walked back into her house, con- 
_vinced that God was.in his Heaven and all was right — 
with the world. As Browning had so joyfully com- 
mitted to poetry. With a song in his words. a 
The Wicked Witch of Meadowville was a 2 thing of es 
e ast. . ., 

* 

‘And | Mother Partridge and her Hock were sa 
n_ all six cylinders again. As oy usually did, when — 
he chips were down. 
_ Not even a witch and all the heres in the world 
would ever ruin what Sak a Not all the witchcraft — 

n the underworld, 4 Day x 
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“ oy Pan, ea ' : Res LR Moni sts 8 Sk 
d “Yes, Keith? 2 : . aa . } ‘e's - ; . ¥ ¥ » ‘a 

“Can we rap a little? There’s something I want to — 
talk to you about: It’s been bugging me alittle.” = 
“Certainly, honey, We haven’t had a good ol 
fashioned mother and son session in—well, a week, a 
least.” . aati” 

_ It was several days after the sensation which hac 
rocked all Meadowville. The discovery and apprehen- 
sion of a famous witch. Also, Peter Janville had fown 

_ to Europe, and Reuben Kinkaid was back at his desk _ 
_ in Chicago, busily managing the affairs of the Par. 

tridge Family. Things had settled down, just a littl 
bit, for a mother of five. eee 
The weather was still beautifully seasonal an 
“pleasant. There was always sunshine, blue skies, fleecy 
. Clouds, and balmy breezes, i gt 
“Well, what’s bothering you, Keith? ==. =e 

They were in the kitchen, and’ it was almost higt 
see ic thaiy oe DBO ee 

+f 



of the new ae Then rest of the kids were in the 
“garage, tuning up their instruments for a rehearsal _ 

~~ that Keith had called for after lunch. Reuben Kinkaid. 
had found them a playing date, and their vacation was _ 

t. Two weeks in late July at the fabulous Mon- : 
th Room in St. Louis. he 

_-“T?’s about’ Madame Moon—and all that fuss.” * 
Keith looked a little pale around the gills. Which was — 
surprising, because he was wearing a blue turtleneck 
hirt and cream-colored bellbottoms, and those sort of — 
othes usually complemented his appearance very 
icely. “I think. maybe that old witch wasn’t as ee 
weallthought.” _—* | 
“What do-you mean by that?” 
‘Shirley stopped stirring the pot of simmering toa o 
ato sauce. She didn’t like Keith’s tone one ee, nee : 
uinded—funny. 
: “Well, you remember the curse she put on Pe: On is 
1e Ghole house? And she even threw Reuben in for - 
ood measure. Now, I don’t believe in ghosts or _ 
itchcraft or—gee whiz, Mom— | 

. “Keith Partridge, if something is wrong, “you'd 
‘Detter tell me quick. I can’t stand surprises—” 
: He looked as helpless as he had when he was six” 

ears old and couldn’t get his hand out of the cookie | 
‘jar he had tried to steal from. 
~ “Mom, I—oh, darn—will you look at this?” ~ 

‘Suddenly, he had put both his hands on the bottom. 
of the turtleneck shirt and rolled it up rapidly. He. 
never wore an undershirt, as his mother knew, but all 

e could do was gasp and drop her spoon at the sight 
his bared flesh. His stomach, in particular, was 

nough to make the heart within her drop to her shoe- __ 
ops. Enough to scare any mother. . 
_ Great, ugly, red, poisonous-looking welts and - 
eplotches covered. nearly the entire area of his. 
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_ abdomen. Even his navel was spotted with a flaming — 
_ patch of infection. The surface of his skin was nearly | 

completely dotted and.spotted with a rash of some in- _ 
-eredible type. pe ss | 

. .» “When did you get ‘that?”™she wailed, like every | 
“other mother in the world, rushing to him to examine — 

~~ the sight more closely, 7 . ae 
- *_ “Came on me last night. I tried not to scratch it.” 
- Used a ton of that pink ointment in the bathroom. But — 
~ nothing worked. It’s worse this morning—I had 
_ chicken pox when I was 2 kid, didn’t I, Mom?” ~ 4 
+ “You certainly did! And the mumps and the mea-_ 

sles and scarlet fever. Oh, Keith—I’ve never seen 

on 

rash like that before—”  e8 
_ “Then I was right,” he mumbled, in an awed tone, 
“The old witch put a curse on me. She’s paying me ~ 
off. But the rest_of the kids are all right, as far as 1 

+ ‘know—" "=, | : oe) nn 
_ “You stop that kind of talk, right now,” she flared 

at him angrily, because she was frightened herself. 
“It’s that dirty old cemetery: you were in all night. Or 
your hike to Grove Wood. You must_have brushed 
against a poison ivy bush or something. Don’t tal 
nonsense, Keith.” sag eg ; 

“Then what is it?” he demanded truculently, “Yo 
sald yourself you never saw anything like it befor 
Well, I never have either.” ‘ Be 
“Get out the bus,” she snapped with authority, tak: 

“But, Mom—” + nC. = 
“No buts, young man, I’m still your mother and ie 125, as A 



‘ill your boss until you get a woman of your own. — 
nd don’t you forget it for a minute! Now, you go | 
rm up that bus of ours while I phone Dr. Argus — 

nd tell him it’s anemergency.” ee ee 
eith Partridge nodded, very, very meekly. 
ea Mom,” he said, still sounding like a scared ~ 

Within less than ten minutes, they were off and run- 
ning to the kindly doctor’s office, leaving a puzzled 
family standing in the driveway, wondering why — 

th looked like he wanted to scratch himself to 
-es and Mom looked as if she wanted to eat nails. ~~ 

“Oh, well,” Danny Partridge sighed to the rest of © 
ie children. “Never a dull moment. That’s. us 
artridges.” ‘ a a Ses HB ae 

“We Partridges,” Laurie corrected him, as puzzled - 
everyone else. She’d seldom seen Mom so intense 
ad scared-looking. _ , ar hs 
“Either way,” Danny said. ““What’s the difference?” _ 
Laurie Partridge had to agree with that. a 
There was none that she herself could see, 

Keith Partridge, a real genuine smile on his face, got 
‘behind the wheel of the big bus. Mom had driven him 
to the Doctor’s office. But-he felt so relieved and so _ 
good, he had to do something. So he was going to 
drive Mom back home in style. The sun was shining | 

rain. | 
Shirley lingered a moment longer on Dr. Argus’ 
oorstep. . 
I knew it had-to be something,” she said brightly, 
yut I just couldn’t tell what for sure.” . 
Dr. Argus was round, chubbily cheerful, and wore 

glasses as big as Keith’s binoculars. A kindly man who 
ad been the family physician for years. But not even 

he had ever seen a case like the one young Keith had 
Mi: 153 ioe 



Ny ty — a, eg OT ee ee ee ee he ; 3 2) pa ras 

fallen victim to. Oh, well. One learned something é 
every day. Especially in a community with so many 

young people. eis ere in | 
__. “Poison Oak. No more, no less, Shirley.” 
_ “Thank God,” Shirley Partridge said fervently. | 
“Sweet, blessed, scratchy old Poison Oak. I couldn’t 

be happier, Dr. Argus.” ~ Ay Per | 
-. The Doctor blinked at his office door. Patients 

_ could be peculiar. > a ee 
~ “Poison Oak makes you happy?” “, ee | 

“You'll never know how happy. When I think of : 
what it might have been. There are far worse things in © 
the world, you know.” yt $ aad 

“Well, it’s ‘a lot more severe and dangerous than’ _ 
Poison Ivy, of course. You'll have to watch him. Use © 
plenty of -that lotion. And above all, he mustn’t 

go watch the birds somewhere else, can’t he?” 
“Don’t worry. He will. He’s going to stay -home 

and watch the Partridges. That’s all the birds he’ 
need for now.” _ we at | 

Dr. Argus chuckled at the jest, waved a hand, and — 
_ went back into his quiet office. Shirley tripped gaily = 
down the stoop, walking with a bouncing stride back | 
to the big bus waiting for her. She felt very young, _ 
just about nineteen years of age and going on her very 
first date. ~ re Nae : a 
The sky seemed bluer, brighter than. ever. Se 
“Home, James,” she caroled sweetly to Keith as sh 

stepped up into the bus and took the seat just behind 
the driver’s place. ., Regi 
“Well, you’re feeling okay, aren’t you?” 
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why not? My loving son has a bad case of — 
Poison Oak. But he has not been put under an evil — 
spell, there is no such thing as curses and the house - 
will not burn down. Amen to that.” : pee 

‘I was scared,” Keith admitted, putting the bus into 
. It roared. with life, throbbing. “And you ‘were — 

o. Come on, now. Fess up. Confession is good for 
e mother.” — ; ae 
“Good for the son, too. Yes,.I was scared.” 
“Then that makes us even, Mom.” 
“We'll always be that, Keith. At least, I hope so.” 
Keith Partridge nodded, swung the wheel, released: 
1¢ brake, and the huge old rainbow-painted bus 
osed into the street and headed home. This time a _ 
NERVOUS MOTHER was not driving. Just a RE- . 
“LIEVEDSON. __.. Le oy 

“Say, Mom.” : 

“Yes, honey.” | Fig Aaa 

“You really kind of liked that Mr. Janville, didn’t 
Tigo Rent agli irate aes : 

~ “I can’t say no to that, Keith. He’s a fine man. Al- 

most as fine as your father was. I like men like Peter 
nville.” 

“Good for you. The kids and I all took a vote, and 

we think he’s aces, too. So if you feel like marrying 

him, why, you go right ahead.” Sho Sey 

< “Gee, thanks. That’s awfully sweet ofall of 

ees 4 See: 
“You being sarcastic, Mom? eae. 

““Who—me? Whatever gave you that silly idea?” 

Keith Partridge did® not answer but merely 

hrugged, and concentrated on his driving. Traflic . 

as heavy for Meadowville at that hour of the day. 

Everybody seemed to be out, going somewhere. 

Shirley Partridge stared at the back of his handsome 

head, and her heart filled with love. And that never- 

7 
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changing er anonee that a mother it have for: he 

Lest child. Keith Partridge, 
“My son, she thought. Fe Na 

. The Geenests eas a he 
Even if he did have the worst case of Poison 

Dr. Argus had. ever seen, 4. classic case, the Doct 5 - had admitted. as 
_ Rash, red patches ae Te she adored her Nur nbe: 

ne Son. . ‘ 
- There was always aioogh ove left in , Shirley 

tridge for all the rest of the children, from Keith aa 
on down to little Tracy. : 

With Laurie and Danny and Christopher in 
“tween. 

eS Ehe family that truly played ce did stay 0-3 
- gether, 

And mee ever ake: any betcer than ae P: 
- tridge F sa 





an ee (SR “we 
¢ res af ™ a Sees 

é ty - as 

rd ; ¥ ¢ * 

. ‘ , 
5 bd ee 

- 

* 
~ 

. - 

= 4: . 

. - ah 

¢ 

7 ae 

* - . 

: ¥ 
* 

aad - = 

There was a rather bizarre postscript to_ 
strange tale of Theodora Moon, the Wicked Witch . 
Meadowville. An eerie finale which did very little to 
make the citizens of that little town, as well as rhe 
Partridge Family, very happy. And something that 
made many an idle tongue wag, a frightened head — 
shake, and a God-fearing person look fearfully o 
his shoulder on dark and moonless nights. a 

Sometime in the last days of July, when the P: 
tridges were in St. Louis, playing to delighted au i- 
ences in the Monmouth Room and making music — 
lovers stomp their feet in appreciation, something ba 
happened down at Chief John Joseph Jiggs’ very fin 
police station. hi egy Ay a 
Madame Moon was a guest of honor, of course, : 

cupying the strongest cell, the one with a doub 
_padlocked door and very thick steel bars. And ye 
well, on this particular night, when the turnkey cam 
to bring the old crone a tray of dinner, he experienced 
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dous shock ‘of surprise. In fact, he was so. 
rtled, he dropped the tray of food and made an— 
ful‘mess,  ~ ae ete 

For the door to Madame Moon’s private cell was 

~ ” 

_.- Certainly not the Madame, and neither was Nicho- . 
~ las, the large black cat which Chief Jiggs had let her 

pforcompany. _ fers pees, 
A hue and cry-was raised, of course, and squad cars 
d deputies went on a witch hunt that lasted through 

> night and the next day. Without success. The Ma- - 
ame had vanished into thin air. ate’ See 
No one knew how she had gone or where she had © 
ne. rae j 

__ And the biggest mystery of all was how she had es- 
» caped from a well-protected, double-padlocked cell. 

he Madame’s trial for witchcraft-practicing -and 
semetery-trespassing had been but a few days off, but 
hat alone didn’t seem to explain the fantastic flight 
rom jail. There had to be some other explanation for 

‘sudden escape. . . 
ut—Madame Theodora Moon was never. found, 
to say. : z | 

And neverseen again. Notever.-- 
It was as if the earth had swallowed her up. _ 
And all anyone could do, in their heart of hearts, 

» was hope and pray that she never decided to come 
_ back to Meadowville again. 

Meadowville didn’t need a witch. And never 

ould. ere. ; 
~The only sign that the jail cell had held the fabulous 

awesome personage of the legendary Madame 
on was a curious bit of chalked writing on the 
k wall of the chamber. / : 
eee i 2459 



sates ea Pode : 
ICKY-TICKY-RICKY-ROO— ~ 

. To this day, no one, not anybody, Biss oe ne 
stands what the quaint and pile bis means. 

_ How could anybody, really? ; 
eo ness he was.a witch himself, . 

~ 





SPOOKED! 
The Partridge family had always come out on top i 
battles with the forces of evil—but now rock’s firs 
faced a new and weird creepy kind of danger. 

Theodora Moon, the witch-i-est witch of the V 
Partridge hunting. Aiding her was her satani 
Brother George. And at her command was the o 
thing called The All-Destroying Hex. 

From the moment the first icy shivers of ter 
the Partridges knew that they were in for 
that was really out.of this world! 

A thrilling, chilling, new novel based on the great 
_ Screen Gems series on ABC-TV, starring Shirley Jones. 


