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14 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

Crusades with Louis IX. and later, knocking
around in Zorzania only a score of vears in
advance of Marco Polo, had picked up the
secret.

As a matter of course, the Comte de Saint-
Pol. aside from hunting and making war, did
nothing for himself. The manufacture was
left in the hands of two dependent families,
each halving the secret—and the labor. And
the ladies and gentlemen of the house d’Aves-
nes henceforth possessed their individual
odor. which became as distinctive to their line
as their coat of arms.

Not a member of the club but had heard
Pierre tell the story.

“We must have been a pretty stinking lot.”
he would say, and would blow his nose with
the large white handkerchief he stored in a
tail pocket of his baggy suit coat. The very
thought of himself using perfume was ab-
horrent.

He talked a good deal about his family:
their estates along the Sommc: their love of
the hunt: how Gervase, his great-great-grand-
father. escaped the Revolution and. after a
two-month buffetting in an English brig.
reached Philadelphia with no other capital
than the family formula. But for some reason,
and in spite of the luxuriant growth of the
family trec, Pierre had never penetrated fur-
ther back, conversationally, than old Henri.
He did tonight.

It was Halloween. It was raining. Ben
McCallister had gotten up and said he sup-
posed he'd better drop over to the Bellevue
for his daughter’s party. Pierre had said Sara
would be there, and McAllister left. Grillot
(Biddle, Baker & Grillot, Bonds) watched
him leave. then turned and stood at the tall.,
wide. heavily draped windows, peering out
into the evening trathc of Broad Street. Be-
hind the creases of his frown you would have
thought he was pondering some heavy finun-
cial matter—the City Housing Authority’s
$42.000.000 issuc of debentures. perhaps. or
the pawning of the Municipal Gas Works.
As a matter of fact. he was simply watching
the tracings left on the wet pavement by the
tires of motor vehicles and wondering what
happened to them when they disappeared.
He said. suddenly, without turning his hcad
toward the group of men sitting behind him:

“It's the night when witches walk.”

“Witches don't walk, sir,” grunted Dr.
Hardt. “They ride. Ghosts walk.”

Grillot said nothing: merely kept looking
at the rain. Dr. Hardt added:

“Not that I ever saw one. But—"

The others knew what the “but” meant.
The massive psychiatrist referred to his own
one-time interest in the occult.

There was a silence, of voices. Manning
Trent. sinking buack in his leather lounge
chair and pulling at his corona. squinted at
Pierre. He thought he saw that gleam in
Picrre’s pale blue eves which usually pre-
ccded one of his stories about his family.
Yet there was something doubtful about the
gleam this time: as if Pierre was giving more
than ordinary thought to what he was going
to say: or, more accurately, was weighing the
advisability of saving it at all. Hanling, who
manufactured Dbeltings, saw the gleam, too.

He groaned, “Oh. Lord!"

He really didn’t mean Pierre’s stories ever
bored him. It was simply his way of being
funny. But his exclamation had the effect of
prolonging the silence. of permitting the
fleshy-faced Pierre to chew his thoughts into
finer particles.

Pierre chewed. He fingered. as he always
did when thoughtful. the big mole on his
right cheek. He shifted his not inconsiderable
bulk and he looked at Trent as if asking for
some signal. He always did that. It was a
little rite between the two men. attesting that
their bond was somewhat closer than  with
the others. Pierre’s eyes asked:

“Looking for an argumentz”

And Trent, who always liked to hear Pierre
arguc about anything (indeed, every story
Pierre told wound up with an argument bet-
ter than the tale and Picrre never cared which
side he took), nodded gently. Pierre picked
at his mole.

Pierre said, “'I never saw a ghost walk, either.
I never saw a witch ride. But I've an an-
cestor.. .."”

Grillot. whose sharp financial brains were
gambling on which of two raindrops would
be first to reach the window sill. turned
around.

“I don’t believe.” Pierre said. “F've ever
told vou about old Hughes. He was cne of
the Comtes de Saint-Pol. too.  But consider-
ably before old Henri's time. My father-—-you
remember Father, Manning--was pretty much
ashamed of him. As it what somebady did a
thousand years beforc vou came along had
anvthing to do with you.”
~Hanling’s nose wrinkled.

“A thousand? The last time I heard of your-
family. it was seven hundred.”

Trent said, “Let him alone, E.B.”

ROOVES appeared in Pierre’s wide fore-
head. He didn’t like those interruptions.
“Well. say eight hundred, then. And I'll
say now, gentlemen, it'’s about as far back as
I can trace my people, though I imagine old
Hugues had a father, the same as the rest of
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“Who is he?” David Trent inquired in the
studied drawl with which he had combated
his early specch impediment. Sara could only
shrug her bare white shoulders.

Therc were others at the McCallister party
who wondered, too, as they passed his table.
And even Mrs. Constance McCallister, here
introducing her daughter Cecile to society,
caught herself more than once glancing dis-
creetly at the man. It would never do to let
him know she did not recognize him.

An hour passed. And Sara and David
danced and drank the McCallisters’ cham-
pagne. Then, suddenly. for no reason appar-
ent to her, Sara’s spirit seemed to dry up.
And with it dried up the spirit of this tropi-
cal garden into which the McCallister rail-
road gold had transformed the ballroom. The
banks of misty green acacia lost their loveli-
ness; the artificial waterfall grew less lively;
the exotic fish in the pool at the base of the
fall lost something of their beauty.

She noticed the strange man had left his
table. She said:

“Cecile’s party's awfully dull.”

And Sylvia Ambler, sitting at their table,
said with the crude forthrightness of the very
young, “Let’s scram.”

Sylvia’s escort, Chick Hunt, thought it a
good ideca. And so did Ann Curtis and Beefy
Collins. And Sara said, in an odd sort of
voice:

“I know just the place to have our fortunes
told. Halloween too. They say he’s grand.”

But afterwards, holding up her green chif-
fon gown to step into the Trent's car, Sara
wondered how she knew. She had never been
there before. She was certain of that. And
when she had said, “They say he’s grand,”
she wondered what she meant by “they.” She
could not recall anyone having told her. And
that troubled her; for usually her memory
was tenacious.

She wondered, as Roger, the Trent chauf-
feur, stopped at a red traffic light, if it was
another of those inexplicables which occa-
sionally beset her, such a compulsion as some-
times reached out at her from God alone
knew where. No, no. Not that. She must
have read about him somewhere. She snatched
eagerly at this solution. She must have rcad
about him.

The car reached South Street, the Lenox
Avenue of Philadelphia’s Harlem. Sara leaned
forward and issued a curt instruction to Roger.
The car turned cast.

“My dear,” purred Ann. “You certainly
seem to know your way down here.”

Sara’s full red lips set.

Chick Hunt said, “Say, isn't this where those
. arsenic murderers were?”

Sylvia shivered deliciously.

“Somewhere in herc,” Beefy volunteered.
“Farther east, I think.”

Passage was slow. Sidewalks were crowded;
the street was filled with oddly assorted traffic;
late hucksters’ wagons, trucks, long green trol-
ley cars.

The street was still wet after the rain. And
it was still dirty with the litter of the day.
Cans of ashes and rubbish spilled over at the
curbs. It was a Philadelphia street.

Sylvia thought, What a godawful funny
place! Funny idea for Sara. . . .

Ann thought, She's so cold, so aloof, never
really one for a lark like this!

‘Big, broad-shouldered David Trent frowned.
Didn’t like the neighborhood. He pressed
Sara’s smooth, cool hand.

There were smells in this street you found
nowhere clse. Those rose from the seething
humanity, from the rcfuse, from the hills of =
vegetables and fruits and chickens and rabbits
in front of the lighted windows of the shops,
from exhaust pipes and gutters.

There were noises: the shrill cries of cursing
urchins, the yaps of the vendors, the clunk-
clunk of a trolley car’s flat wheel, the deafen-
ing squawk of an auto horn, jaded laughter.

The buildings were old, rickety Colonial
structures in the best and worst Philadelphia
tradition: red brick, narrow of front, with
slate roofs sloping toward the street.

A traffic tie-up stopped them in front of a
herbalist’s window, first of a string of similar
shops along Voodoo Row. They could see odd,
repulsive merchandise in the window: a bot-
tled rattlesnake, a skull, dead bats and stuffed
owls, and, in a yellowing liquid in a jar, what
appeared to be a human fetus.

These were the shops that pandered to the
ignorant, the superstitious, the wretched; they
were the shops where were sold “graveyard
dirt” and “compelling incense” and “chasing-
away goods.” Behind one of the windows
moved the long-gowned shadowy figure of the
witch doctor.

“Such a palpable fraud!" Sara exclaimed, as
the limousine began to move. And Sylvia, her
eyes narrow, asked:

“But how do you know?”

Sara stared at the scene, and she gave Roger
directions. The limousine swung into Ninth
Street.

“Slow, Roger.”

The car slowed, and Sara, her face pressed
to the window, looked out. She was puzzled.
The street was familiar! Could she, she won-
dered, have seen this street with such clarity
and in such detail by only reading about it?
It did not seem sane. But what else could it
be? Never, combing even her childhood, could
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she recollect having been anywhere near it.

Here the quaint narrow- houses had small
white stone steps with rails of wrought iron on
either hand. They had solid doors set in
arched white frames. A single gas lamp on an
iron standard midway to the next intersection
lit the brick-paved street. And when the lim-
ousine rolled to a stop. it was to the door be-

hind that lamp that Sara unerringly led the
rest.

The maid said,
tor?”

Chick Hunt said airily, ““That was the gen-
eral idea.”

“You wanna see the doc-

HE maid led them into a cold, bare hall-

way. Her slippers scuffing, she beckoned
them along the passage until they reached a
point midway through the house. She opened
a door and guided them into a large, window-
less room. And then she left them.

The toom was as naked as the hall. There
were no chairs, no tables. No carpet covered
the wide planks. There was light, but its
source was obscured and it seecmed unreal.
As they entered, a gaunt gray cat—either so
old or so serene as to be oblivious to their
presence—stood up, stretched, and paced im-
perially out of the room through a far door
that stood half open.

Through that door the sounds of words lift-
ed.

“Well, what do they want?”

The question was imperative. The tone was
cold. Sara thought there was an overtone
faintly familiar of something—the time, per-
haps, when she heard the gasping rattle of
death at the bedside of an aunt.

There was a mumble from the maid. Ann’s
flesh crept. Then, without warning, the doc-
tor appeared at the door. And Sara gave a
little cry.

It couldn’t be, she thought. It couldn’t be!
Yet here were the same face and the same
eyes of the man who, only an hour before,
drew so many questioning glances at the Mc-
Callister ball. He advanced a few paces, tee-
tering with each step as if either he were
slightly drunk or his shoes—of such fine-
grained leather they might have been tanned
from human hide—pinched his feet. And yet,
despite  this  ambulatory uncertainty, he
scemed at case, his hands shoved into the
pockets of his gray double-breasted suit coat.

Hec stared blandly at his intruders. He in-
spected them, onc by one. Finally, his eycs,
from their small sockets, rested upon Sara’s
white face. Yes, they were the same eyes that
in the ballroom had denuded her soul; there
could be no other pair seeming, as these, to
hold the wisdom of all sin.

Yet Sara’s companions did not reccgnize
him.

Beefy said feebly, “Look here—"

But the man was attracted only to Sara.
She wondered why. Sylvia's fresh face was pret-
ticr; Ann's more inviting. Her own: the check
Lones were too high, the face too long, her
mouth too big. her nose too prominently
French, and her complexion—except for the
garnet red of her lips—much too pale.

At length, the man demanded of thc room
at large, “Why do you come here?”

Chick Hunt said. “Why the idea was. . . .
We wanted our fortunes told.”

The lean face clouded. It
Hunt.

“You think I use my wisdom to tell for-
tunces?”

Sara detected a note of derision. Hunt
Jooked at David Trent. Trent glanced ques-
tioningly at Sara. Lamely, she said:

“l thought. . . .”

“I do not tell fortunes,” the man said. The
tone was final. But when he added, “I am a
healer, I cure souls and I cure bodies, I cure
them with faith,” Sara knew he lied. And
somehow she felt the lie was directed more at
the ears of the others than at hers.

Chick reached into his pockets, drew out a
roll of bills.

“If it’s only a matter of money,” he began.

He ncver finished. With tottering yet light-
ning movement, the man was before Hunt.

“Son—" And his tone was now cold con-
tempt. “You are indeed naive if you believe
that money buys all things.”

Chick—the hot-headed Chick Hunt of Penn’s
Varsity—shook with anger. His hands clenched.

“Why, damn you!” he snarled. And before
David could check his arm, he'd struck. But
the man was not there. He was back in the
center of the room, teetering in those queer,
uncomfortable shoes. And Sara saw something
else; he had lost his composure. At the blow?
He had not been struck. At what Chick had
said?.

Chick struggled to free himself from David.

“Now here,” Beefy pleaded. ‘“Let’s scram.
It's his place. Somebody'll call the cops and
we'll all be in a jam.”

David and Beefy led Hunt toward the door.
The girls followed. But Sara feund no will to
leave. She moved, yet muscular progress
seemed impeded by a wall of unfelt force.
That was why she was last to reach the cor-
ridor, the last to reach the outer door. It was
why, standing doubtfully at the door, she felt
the tall lean man immediately behind her, his
awful eyes upon her. She felt a touch, ice
cold, upon her wrist. When she glanced down,
she saw his hand.

turned toward
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Pierre persisted. “I ask, what would be so
incedible about this room we're sitting in,
sealed tight, windows locked. doors bolted, hav-
ing that chair you're sitting in, Hanling, re-
moved [rom it along the fourth dimension?
Yes, and you along with it. too!”

THE train rolled to a stop at the Oak Lane
station. There was a momentary pause for
the discharge of passengers: then, smoothly,
the train rolled out. Now Pierre’s face was
sober. The left eyelid drooped a bit more.
He stared out into the night. seeing nothing.
Was there, he wondered. just a grain of truth
in the argument he'd used to try to convince
the others?

He'd never given much thought to things
like that. The world. in which he'd always
had a prewy good time. was quite an object-
ive thing to him. Ard he'd never bothered
his head a great deal about what might lie on
the other side. He heard Hanling again:

“AlL suppositon!™

He heard himselt replying. “Certainly. But
the three dimensions are only a hwman con-
ception. Do vou think they're necessarily the
only combination?”

Now. why in the devil did he think of that?

Justin Harde had coughed importantly and
inclined his houndlike head and had finally
spoken with that bombastic air of lust-word
authority for which, even more than his med-
ical knowledge, he was celebrated.

“Don’t. sir.” he said. with a direct look at
Hanling, “let the man befuddle vou with such
tish-tosh. 1. who have made a study of the
subject and bclieve nothing, can give you a
much better argument. And,” turning to Pi-
erre. “a much bricfer one. 1 merely ask, what
makes wood burn up into smoke and makes
the smoke disappear?”

There was general laughter. Until Grillot
broke in abruptly with dead seriousncss:

“I don’t know. A man gets to thinking
about things sometimes and he goes whacky.
I get to thinking about figures. They're sim-
ple little things. I've dealt with ‘em all my
life. There are only ten of them and after
that there are just the same figures over and
over again in combinations. But—well, I get
to thinking sometimes that there’s some mys-
tery about ‘em. Take a bond issuc. just for
example. One little abstract fraction ot one
per cent can make a whale of a lot of differ-
ence. :

“T'll worry stift sometimes figuring what pre-
mium I ought to offer and what intercst rate
I'll accept on an issue of upstate municipal
debentures. The wrong figure will spell the
diffcrence between profit and loss. And if
there's enough in it, it might spell ruin. And

again, if the interest I win is a bit high it'll
mean—in terms of actual, physical sweat—that
some poor fish will have to swing the pick a
bit harder to pay the tax that meets the
terms.

Pierre nodded eagerly.

“I know what you mean. It's the same with
the chemistry of perfumes. You add two odors
and you'll get a third entirely different from
cither of them. That's magic.”

“It's science, sir, and there’s no magic to
it,” growled Hardt.

Pierre shrugged.

“Have it your own way. But some people
believe that this world and other worlds are
in tune with each other on certain vibratory
thought waves. They reach that conclusion
through analogy. after studying the vibratory
qualities of common objects about us. They
purport to see magic everywhere—and for proof
thev sav that if vou change the rate or the
mode or the degree of the vibrations of any
given object, you change the object itself.”

He looked straight into Hardt's face. And
Hardt taunted:

“Like mv wood and smoke, sir?”

“Yes, and like ice turning to water and then
to stcam. Or like a cat’s inability to see any
color save gray. while we, boasting better per-
ception, have our spectrum but can't see the
diversity of color that lies bevond.”

“But ncither of you,"” interposed Trent, “says
exactly what you mean. You're trying to prove
or disprove something that’s beyond your
comprchension. But you have only human
words to work with. As a newspaper man, I
know how damnably weak words are! I'll pub-
lish an ecditorial. Three hundred thousand
rcaders see it. Each one gets a slightly differ-
ent impression from the other and all of them
a somewhat different idea than I tried to put
across. For each reader qualifies that editorial
in the light of his own experience, knowledge,
or mood at the time.

“Hell. I'm not being exact myself. What
I'm trving to say is, I believe with you and
vour figures, Grillot, that there's a magic in
words. too. Ever notice how a word lingers
on the rim of your consciousness long after
it's been spoken:’’

“Oh. yes: yessof course.”

“Of course. Same tone. same inflection. It’ll
get buried under a pile of other words, but a
long time later some faint suggestion will draw
it up again. Or perhaps, by that time, only a
haunting memory of it. not quite identified for
what it is, will strive toward the surface.”

Dr. Hardt fingered the black ribbon of his
pince-nez.

“And where does that get us, sir?”

“Just this. If a word, frail and weak, as I
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She was in one of those states now, or she
would have been down to breakfast. He'd had
a taste of it when hc found” her by the fire
last night. H'm-m. She’d snap out of it.

He glanced toward the large window with
its little square panes set deeply into the two
feet of stonc wall, starting almost at the floor
and ending almost at the ceiling. It framed
a landscape of autumnal glory.

In the foreground the oaks blazed crimson.
Between their branches wide ribbons of morn-
ing sunlight slanted, printing great blocks of
gold upon the lane. The lane, once a segment
of the old Trenton Post Road, disappeared
through the wood, coming up short half a
mile beyond on the other side of Mt. Ne-
shaminy.

Through the trees and to the left Pierre
could see the loot of the hill, which was all
that it was in spite of its pretentious title. If
you climbed its grassy slopes and stood at the
summit and looked south and west, and if it
was a clear day and you used a little imagina-
tion plus a pair of binoculars, you could see
Valley Forge. If you wurned north you could
see the gloomy Hexenkopl. And if you made
a quarter turn toward the ‘east. you could see
the low-lying hills where Washington crossed
the Delaware to strike at the Hessians.

Pierre looked at the lane, at the oaks, at the
carpet of jeweled leaves upon the ground. It
must be hell, he thought, to be blind.

He drank his coffce meditatively. Queer girl,
Sara.” Hope she marries well. Been seeing
quite a bit of young Trent lately. H'm-m. He
liked that. Manning and he got on so well.
They've even torn down the fences between
their adjoining grounds.

Let's see. She's been out two years now.
He’d done it himself, though there was a
horde of bothersome aunts who wanted a fin-
ger in it. He was proud of his lone achicve-
ment. They'd stayed in town that winter
with a suite at the Warrick. The introduc-
tion had been at a tea dance after the Army-
Navy game. Very nice, people were. Every-
body had made it a point to stop in after the
game. Later there had been a formal dinner
at the Bellevue on her birthday.

Well, where was she now? Martyring herself
with the little concentrations of the Junior
League; doing the things expected of her and
hating herself for it.

He drained his cup. She ought to get mar-
ried. Damned if he wouldn’t marry her him-
self if he were twenty years younger and she
wasn’t his daughter.

The pantry door opened.” Freda poked out
her stolid face.

“Heinrich the car has ready,” she an-
nounced.

Pierre pushed back his chair and got up.

PSTAIRS in her room, on the other side

of the house, Sara sat at her vanity. She

sat motionless. her hands in her lap, a scarlet

negligee draped about her rounded white

shoulders, her long black hair with its blue

tints cascading down her back. The reflection

in her mirror revealed soft curves halfl con-
cealed by her lacy slip.

David had kissed her that night. And that
night returned to. her. cach detail sharply de-
lineated upon her mcmory: the passionate
warmth of August, the sough of the wistful
breeze through the wood, the prodigal aromas
rising. an invisible mist. from field and gar-
den. She had remained a long, long time in
his arms. She had been happy. But now she
was uncertain, bewildered. The meaningless
dissatisfactions and the felt but undeciphered
ycarnings of her lonely childhood seemed to
be returning.

What in the devil was it that she wanted?

She must have inhcrited very much from
Pierre. She possessed his sensitive nature. But
where he, like a connoisscur, tasted life cas-
ually in little pieces—his eyes drinking in the
beauty of a landscape; his ears, the lovelincss
of music; his nostrils, the delicate perfumes
of flowers and their essence—she, conscious of
the abundance of life, absorbed the whole of
it at once through all her senses.

Like Pierrc. she leancd to the hours after
dark. But where Pierre liked them for the
companionship they brought, the theater, the
city lights, the new intcrests arising from the
intercourse of man relaxed, she liked them
in all their quiet nakedness.

A chill October night with the wind sweep-
ing vagabond clouds across the stars; the
depth of oak wood, its mystery deepening the
farther she penetrated into it; a moonlit win-
ter's walk along the banks of the Neshaminy,
its waters gurgling and splashing over rocks;
an early summer night when, sitting rigidly on
the long, wide porch, she gazed out into the
torrential rains. . . .

Night gave her a measure of peace; day left
her without ease.

Yet, if these differences between father and
daughter were founded on similarities, there
were more basic differences. Pierre was kind.
She, fundamentally, was crucl. There was the
time when, in childish passion, she had beaten
a puppy mercilessly with her fists. And when
the puppy cringed, she felt glad and beat it
all the harder. Punished, she felt not the
least sorry. She learned to control herself in
time. Custom bade she must. But ever since,
each time she saw a dog, she felt she’d met an
cnemy.
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“But why don’t you like dogsr” Ann asked
once.

“Don’t know. I can't stand them. Give me
the creeps.”

“Afraid of them?”

“Perhaps.”

She reserved another feeling for horses—
contempt.

“Curious.” Manning Trent said to Pierre
one day when they were cantering along a
saddle trail, “that Sara doesn’t ride. You like
it so well. And so'd her mother. She’s got such
a damned good build for it. 100.”

“Better than I have.” Picrre grinned, and
touched his paunch. “Never could get her to
look at a horse. Savs her own legs are good
enough for her.”

“Ha. They're good legs, all right,” Trent
admitted. “But everv man jack of you, and
woman, too, was horsy.”

“1 know.”

Pierre did not worry about it. He was tol-
erant to the point of indifference when it
came to interfering with the likes and dis-
likes of others.

Sara’s contempt for horses deepened to ha-
tred for cattle and sheep and domestic live-
stock in general. There was the occasion
when, visiting a neighboring farm, she’'d in-
advertently come upon the butchering of a
pig. She didn’t turn away as most girls would.
Instead. she stood and watched, experiencing
a sadistic satisfaction as the animal, blood
geysering from a vein, legs beating frantically,
squealed in hysterical agony and died.

She accepted cats and placed no faith in
them. There was always one about. She knew
it for what it was—treacherous. selfish, vicious.
She never stroked it; but if it leaped into her
bed at night, she permitted it to stay—knead-
ing the pillow,; ramming its head against hers
in a false display of affection, singing its gut-
tural, monotonous song. It was wild, and
she felt cousin to it.

But if the cat were cousin. other wild crea-
tures—more fierce, more crucl—were blood sis-
ters. How eagerly, as a girl, she had watched
the lions and tigers at Fairmont Park snatch
at their large chunks of raw meat.

Mostly, however. on those visits to the
700, she had spent time on end in the Rep-
tile House. And there, fascinated, she would
stand staring at the slim black cord of cobra
as it slithered among its rocks or, its head
rising like a rocket {rom its coil. spitting its
venomous white poison at the glass that sepa-
rated watcher and watched.

She did not think of these things now. Al-
most beyond consciousness, she heard the sta-
tion wagon rattling out of the yard and along
the lane in the direction of the highway, car-

rying her father. The sound was lost in the
picture of the previous night,

Why were those adolescent longings,.buried
so long in her new love. re-emerging?

Why should an immaculately attired, slen-
der. lean-fuced man with a trick mustache—a
man who tectered precariously in his shoes
even as he assumed an urbane air, a man for
whom she even felt repulsion—appear to be
the spring which released them?

What uncarthly force could have drawn her
to that house—that house which. objective
honesty compelled her to admit. had never be-
fore cntered her experience?

Her left wrist burned where he had
touched her. The fingers of her right hand
caressed the spot. \When she withdrew them.
she looked at her wrist—and then. eves
widening. stared. There was a mark on her
white flesh: a tiny crescent, scemingly tat-
tooed, secmingly indelible.

Chapter Two

AVID said. with that slow precision

that sometimes made his listeners im-

patient, “But wherc’d you get the
idea the man told fortunes>”

Sara, utterly miserable, said, “I don't want
to talk about it.”

David's big. powerful right hand reached
for the lighter on the dashboard and held it
to the cigarette drooping from his mouth.
More to himself than to her he said:

“Good thing we got out of that mess.
"Specially for Chick’s sake. If anyone had
called the cops. Chick would have been tossed
off the team. It was after hours. anvhow, and
we need him for Navy.”

“You talk like a rah-rah bov.” Sara replied.

“You sound as if foothall werc more im-
portant than . . . going to jail. What do vou
care about football and Penn? You never

plaved. You ncver went there,”

She bit her lip. She knew. instantly, she'd
hurt David. She knew as well as he that he'd
never been able to play football and. for the
same reason. had never gone to college. Da-
vid, on his part. lapsed into diplomatic
silence.

Thev had had these quarrels before. Al
wavs. before, Sara had been contrite: had
anticipated. making up. She knew she was
usually wrong, that she alwavs wound up by
saying something nastv. Now. she found with
growing wonder, she didn’t care.

They were driving back from a farm near
Easton where David had attended an auction
of Ayrshires. Sara was still wondering why
she’'d gone along; was beginning seriously to
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Picrre would have remarked how pale she
“looked; remembered, just in time, that she
was always pale, yet the suggestion was in
her face. It Jay in the deepening shadows
under her eyes; in the very restlessness of her
body: in her attitude of listening for some
far-off sound.

She had anticipated any questions about
the watch by showing it to Pierre at dinner.

“Very pretty,” he’d said.  “I  always
thought—" .

He didn't finish what he’d begun. Sara
knew he wouldn’t. Always considerate, he
continued, instead: “—that a watch would
look lovely on you, pet.” .

He had noticed that it was very plain:
white gold without ornament or stone: just
such a watch as a girl who had never liked
jewelry would select. But—where in damna-
tion did she get that idea?

Her silence beginning to wear on him, he
put his paper aside.

“Book any good?”

She shrugged, her rising shoulders sending
radiant ripples down along the soft clinging
velvet of her blousc.

“The usual thing.” she said with assumed
cheerfulness. “Boy meets girl. . . .”

She started to recite the plot, hoping to
throw off the weight that was hourly becom-
ing more burdensome. Pierre pretended to
listen. Actually, he was proudly inspecting
her inch by inch from the trim points of her
patent-leather pumps to the hem of her
pleated skirt; to the allure of her white,
slender’ throat; to her black hair done prim-
ly back, revealing ears that were the shape-
liest feature of her head.

Suddenly she ended her recital. She closed
the book, replaced it on an end table, got
up. She moved to the French doors which
opened upon the veranda running half the
length of the house. Beyond, the lawn swept
down toward the Neshaminy. The shadows
of trees lay on the lawn, relieved by wide and
ragged patches of golden moonlight. Where
the lawn cnded the gold was transmuted to
silver as the fast-running waters of the creek
caught and held the light, cast it away and
took it back again. In the ficld beyond the
creek corn stood in shocks, casting triangular
shadows upon the black earth.

“ think I'll go for a walk,” Sara said.

T WAS filteen minutes past three o’clock

the next afternoon when a cab drove up
to Eighth and South Streets. A young woman,
chic in a silver-fox jacket that reached just
short of her hips, stepped out. She handed
the driver a bill and walked away with long,
swaying strides.

.

She walked west on South Strcet, knowing
full well how the ragtag and bobtail of that
ragtag street were staring at her.

At Ninth Strect she tirned. A moment later
she rang a bell. Almost instantly the door
opened.

A man with a lean. handsome face and a
small mustache appeared.

“I thought you would return.” he said.

He guided her along the passage to the
rcar of the house and into a small chamber
which, she found. had need of only the most
meager furnishings. His personality filled
every crack and crevice and corner.

He scated her, and then seemed to forget.

He started working over some papers. Sara
had no idea what they were. But his preoccu-
pation was total.

She studicd his face. She noted again the
chiseled lines that somchow had an eternal
look: the length in the thick black brows;
thick hair that might have heen touseled by
all the winds of the world. She started as she
remembered a portrait in a hook Pierre had
at home—Francis Barrett's engraving of the
demon Ashtaroth.

She was extremely conscious. though they
were lowered. of his eyes. She was glad that
they did not-look at her.

She could not tell how long she sat there,
nor when it was that she began to feel a
change within hersell. The pull and tug of
sell-questioning still went on. But now a new
growth seemed to manifest itself. It was as
if a tentacle reached out toward her from
somewhere in the room—a tentacle that was
as immaterial and yet as actual as a current
of electricity. Watching the man at the desk,
she became positive that the current” flowed
from him.

The current was switched off.

Perhaps fiftcen minutes passed. in which she
sat relaxed—and receptive. And then again
the flow of that force began. sweeping into
her with even greater strength. But this
time it brought with it something else: a frag-
ment of knowledge. as it the current were
lighting a small incandescent lamp from the
ray of which she could scarch (but only a
littke way) into hersell.  The weak beam
turned first> in one psychical direction and
then another. hesitating and then moving on;
revealing to Sara parts of herself that, former-
ly, she vagucly had perceived but never
understood.

T'he light swept the shadows from the old
longings and expased those longings in clear-
cr outlines: yet the outlines, while giving
promise of greater limning, were still so in-
complete as to create tantalizing interest. And
the promisc, too, was of such dclights, such
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She moved on. aimlessly, the fashionably
dressed object of all the truck drivers and
loungers and drunks with which the neigh-
borhood abounded.

But cven as she moved away. she felt the
magnetism of the house behind her. She was
empowered to swim against the stream for
the moment only, she knew, because it was
the will of that man with the ice-cold hands
and the mincing walk. :

She moved heavily. unmindful of her direc-
tion. And what did direction matter when,
with a velocity she was unable to brake, she
was being propelled toward some target she
had not chosen for herself; indeed. when hor-
rifying outlines were but dimly suggested
by those lightning flashes of knowledge.

A red neon sign attracted her. She walked
through the door. She sat down at a little
table in a dirty barroom. The oilcloth on the
table was crumbly with broken pretzels glued
to the cloth with sticky beer. Near her chair
on the floor stood a china cuspidor, tobacco
juice dripping down its sides.

Sara ordered a drink. . ..

HEN you walked into

Camp-d’Avesnes. in the smart shopping
district of Chestnut Strcet, vou found your-
self not in one of those modernistically mir-
rored, chromiumed and cbony-enameled pal-
aces of trade, but rather in a museum. You
were not buttonholed by one of those chic
wenches with the trick French accent who,
while catering, looks down her pretty nose at
you. You were left to roam at perfect ease.

If, by chance, you had a mind to pertume,
there was a glass case discreetly out of the way
at the rear and discreetly attended by a
serene, well turned-out woman in middle life.
It was Pierre’s way of explaining to the world
that not only was he proud of his museum
but that he could get along quite well with-
out trade.

The room itself was elegant in the gold and
white and satin of royul and eighteenth-
century France. But you appreciated at once
that the chamber was only a setting for the
many exquisite objects.

Here, on this slender Louis XV stand, stood
an Egyptian jar. disinterred from the tomb
of a Pharoah when it still held the fragrance
of the perfume it had once contained.

Here, in a case, were samples of the first
vials brought to France from the Holy Land
by crusading knights.

There were sachets from the court of
Queen Elizabeth. There were matching neck-
laces and rings, whose centers held perforat-
ed boxes for perfume.

There were gold and silver and ivory

the Salon de -

castlettes and printaniers which appeared in
the courts of England and France a century
alter Elizabeth. There were perfume lamps
and perfume pans and perfume bellows, fore-
runners of the atomizer.

‘T'here were thirteenth-century finger bowls,
which once held rose water.

There were papier-miché rouge boxes hoary
with age. There was a mother-of-pearl coffret
in which Catherine the Great stowed her per-
fume flagons, her pomade jars and ivory mani-
cure tools. And from all ages and all coun-
trics there were rare and costly vases.

Yet, it was not this room Pierre called his
“crossroads of the world.”

This was the large vault at the rear in which
he stood this Saturday morning. staring va-
cantly at a row of glass jars.

There were products here worth more than
their weight in gold. There was soft fatty
civet from Abyssinia. There was castor from
Russia. There was Tonquin musk from Tibet,
benzoin from Siam, storax from Asia
Minor. The oils of ylang-ylang and jasmin.
of rose and palmerosa were here—oils
measured by the precious drop. There were
balsams and gums. And there were also syn-
thetics and isolates, for chemistry had brought
the Salon de Camp-d-Avesnes a very long
way since Gervase had set up his little shop
on Front Street.

A shadow crossed the steel door to the big
vault. Pierre glanced up.

“Oh, hello, David.”

“Busy?”

“Not at all, son; come in.” .

David stooped to enter the vault. He peered
at the illuminated shelves.

“Quite a place you have here.”

Pierre beamed.

“Just about anything you'll find in the
trade. Never been here before:”

David, inspecting the labels on the con-
tainers, shook his head.

“Got ambergris?”

Picrre grinned.

“I knew you'd ask that right off. Everybody
does. Seems all the public knows about per-
fume is what they read in the papers—fish-
ermen picking up a chunk along the beach.
Yes, I've a little. That's it there. Don’t need
much. Use it only in one of our products.
Gives diffusiveness, you know. You probably
didn't.!

David pulled out a pack of cigarettes and
started to light one. Pierre held up a pudgy
hand.

“Not here, please. Too big an investment
and smoke’s insidious. . . . Jasmin oil
there. . . . What's on your mind?” '

There was a bench in the vault and David
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cranny of the library with his resonant bass
voice.

It was said of the doctor that if he did not
scare you to death he would bludgeon a cure
into you. He excelled in expressing his own
firm convictions. And he expressed them with
a warmth that bordered upon the rudeness for
which his own social stratum is notorious.

Tonight the quiet detachment of his host
provided fertile ground for Dr. Hardt's bom-
bast, so that he was not in the least disturbed
by the tardiness of Sara.

“No, sir, that is not s0,” he was saying in
reply to an observation by Pierre about the
death of Sigmund Freud. “I studied under
Freud thirty-one years ago and know how
wrong you are. He borrowed much more from
Herbart than from cither Charcot or Bern-
heim.”

Pierre glanced thoughtfully at his watch.

“The fact is,” Dr. Hardt boomed on, “Freud
was wrong on many counts.”

David, who was standing at the French
doors peering expectantly into the shadows
of the lane, turned around. He picked up a
hammered silver cocktail goblet beaded with
icy sweat. He sipped at it.

“She ought to be here by now,” Pierre said

“Did she have her car?” asked David.

“Yes. Drove me down quite early.”

David suggested, “Why not phone the ga-
rage?”

Pierre moved reluctantly to an alcove be-
side the fireplace. He picked up the ivory-
enamled handset instrument and asked for a
number,

There was somehing joyous in the nature
of Pierre de Camp d’Avesnes that, despite
worry, could not be entirely subdued. It was
not that at this moment he was untroubled.
But the brightness ol eye, the little smiling
curve about the mouth (outward evidence of
his fundamental belief in the rightness of all
things) contributed to lessening the gloom
with which he thought he spoke.

“Car’s still there,” he said.

“She’ll be along,” Hardt said, cheerily.

David, who knew Pierre better, asked,
“Didn’t she lecave any word?”

Pierre shook his head.

A wide beam of bright light glared at that
moment against the square panes of the
French doors and stamped blocks of brilliance
on the room’s opposite wall. The sound of
an automobile in second gear was heard. The
sound of tires crunching on gravel stopped
abruptly. The three mcn could hear a mo-
tor idling.

Pierre moved wonderingly through the open
door into the large, long hall. He passed on
10 the ront door. Almost as he reached it,

it swung open in his face. Sara staggered in.

She giggled. Her low, musical voice was
thick.

“'Lo, Pierre.”

Picrre stared at her.

* 'Smatter? Never see 'body drunk?”

She reeled past him, saw four people in the
library, started in, staggered and grabbed at
the door frame,

“’Lo, Doc Hardt. N’know you had twin.”

Hardt stiffened. Then she saw the two Da-
vids. She approached them unstcadily. As
she neared, the two Davids merged into one
and she grasped at his coat lapels and looked
up into his face.

“Darlin’. M'drunk. Glorious’ drunk. Dar-
lin’. Cab man waitin’.” She tried to nod in
the direction of the door. *“Son’gun want’
cight dollar bring me all way Sou’ Stree’.” Her
long lashes and the white lids drooped over
her eyes. “Pay'm, somebody.”

David was holding her when she passed out.

* » * *

It was the following Tuesday before David's
vigil was rewarded. Sunday, Monday, and for
six hours now he had stood in the doorway
of a vacant storc front on South Street.

He fretted. There was work to be done on
the farm. He hated inaction. Instead, all that
he had for result was a carpet of burned ciga-
rette butts on the cement—and that cement
became harder every hour.

He had carried Sara to a sofa, had brushed
past Pierre in the hall and had gone outdoors
to pay the cabby himself.

“Where did you find her?” he asked.

The cabby said, “She barged up to me on
South Street near Ninth.”

“Did she say where she’d been?”

“No. But I think she’s the same one I seen
come out of a bar right across from my
stand.”

David had spent a restless night. A hun-
dred times hc asked himself: But what was
she doing there? And a hundred times he
remembered their Halloween lark.

He pondered the gleanings of his knowledge
of the world, things hc had rcad, had heard,
had seen:

Amazing cults into which some emotionally
unstable women were drawn.

The strangely intricate mcthods of procur-
ers and blackmailers.

The fascination used by unscrupulous ras-
cals in plying their trades.

That man, now. David himself had felt at-
tracted to him and couldn’t explain it. But
what a salesman the fellow would make with
that personality!
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“Sara, for Lord’s sake. . . )"

She leaned forward, peering at him as if
she were hunting somecthing in the dark.
Then recognition came. Her cves blazed ha-
tred. And while David stood in his tracks. be-
wildered, she shook herselfl free and marched
away. ., .

L] L d *

David did not retain his secret. He did
not, it is true, trouble Pierre. But he stopped
at a doorway on Spruce Street. There was
only one difference between that doorway and
a hundred other doorwavs in this center of
the city’'s medical prolession. The brass plate,
which was just like all the other brass plates,
bore the name: Justin Hardt. M.D.

A trim maid in a black dress and white
lace-edged apron opened the stained-glass
door. She led David into a large airy recep-
tion room. Double doors, leading into the
doctor’s office, were closed. Alter about five
minutes they opened. Dr. Hardt stuck his
houndlike head out.

“Oh. hello, Trent.”

He motioned David in and seated him in a
cozy chair on the opposite side of his wide ma-
hogany desk. He offered David a cigarette and
sat back, his full lips halt parted. his blue eyes
sharply on David's face. his fingers adjusted
to his glasses. He was blunt,

“What's on vour mind?"”

David was equally blunt.

“Sara de Camp-d’Avesnes.”

Hardt “h’'m-m-ed.”

“I don’t cure dipsomaniacs,” he said cold-
ly. “Get Fulton.”

“But she isn't.” protested David, “a dipso-
maniac.”

“She looked like it the other night.”

“It was the first time.” David replied delib-
erately, “that I ever saw her drunk. And even
if she were one. it certainly would fall into
your specialty.”

Hardt's tone was belligerent.

“No. sir: T draw the lince there.”

David leancd forward. his arms resting on
the flat top of the desk. the fingers ol his huge
hands entwined.

“I'here’s somcthing there more than that,”
he urged.

Hardt nodded slowly.

“I dare sav.” he rcturned coldly. “There
usually is something behind the craving. But
I stay away from those cases. They injure my
practice.”

Words tangled in Davids throat as they
always did when he became excited. He
struggled to control them. Finally:

“Now, see here, Doctor. If I can show you
that there are other things—that—well, led up
to that night. . . . 1 know—I admit—well, hang
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it! When a person’s drunk is no time to give
‘em a going over. I'm not crazy enough not
to know that. . . . I mean, I don't know any-
thing about your work, but there were proba-
bly symptoms there that—if you saw ‘em when
she wasn’t drunk—you’d assign to some other
causes.”

He was actually pleading. Dr. Hardt con-
tinued to stare into his face. His confidence
in his own beliefs made him a hard man to
convince of anything. But he listened, if im-
patiently, to David’s recital.

David began by describing the changes in
Sara in the last two months; the growing lack
ol interest that finally became listlessness; its
change, with almost clocklike regularity, to
nervousness that took her on lonely walks.

She had grown thinner; had lost appetite;
yet there seemed to be no physical pain, for
she made no complaint.

He told of the Halloween visit; how, since
that night, her irritability had trebled.

“She goes back there,” he said, and he de-
scribed his vigil.

Dr. Hardt shifted his position with im-
patience.

“She goes back there?” he repeated. “Well,
why?”’

“l don’t know. But you and I know that
no young woman of good breeding messes
around in that part of town.”

“Unléss she is addicted to drugs,” Hardt
said.

“I wasn’t aware that dipsomaniacs go in for
narcotics.”

Hardt did not smile.

“Not normally.”

“Well?”

Dr. Hardt picked up a pencil and began
to tap it on the desk. And then he began to
tap it thoughtfully against his teeth.

“If I return.” he said, “will you guarantee
she won’t be drunk?”

David considered. He remembered that
Sara had passed two saloons and had stepped
into a cab.

“Yes,” hc said. He recached lor the tele-
phone and made arrangements with Pierre.

It was cleven o'clock when Dr. Hardt took
his departure lrom Fountain Head. He had
watched with interest Sara’s reaction when she
learned David was staying for dinner. Her
eves smouldered with a fury for which David
had found no wortls that afternoon save to
term them maniacal. And Hardt was not so
sure but what David was right.

And then the fire went out and the eyes
froze. And Sara, throughout the meal, seemed
unaware of David. She had paid little atten-
tion to her food, save for the meat course.
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drew to a halt and watched the gray squirrels
playing tag among the branches of the swamp
maples.

He was aware of the earthy perfumes, of
the fresh smell of the wet grass along the
stream banks. of the bitter exhilarating smell
of burning leaves. The crackle of dry leaves
underfoot and the distant baving of a dog
were good things to hear. Yet, over and above
all this, and even shadowing his obnoxious
optimism, Pierre found his thoughts reverting
again and again to Sara.

The change in her was now so definite. She
had settled into a cycle. The nocturnal walks,
once casual, were now nightly occurrences.
‘They began shortly after dinner—a dinner at
which she ate so little that Pierre wondered
how she retained her strength.

The walks lasted longer than hefore. Often
Pierre would be in bed when he heard her
footsteps in the upper hall and the sound of
her closing door. If, by some chance of a good
book, he remained up until one or two in the
morning. he might see her. But he was up and
away the next dav long before she was up.
And Freda. serving his breakfast on one oc-
casion said:

“The Fraulein in the day sleeps. Is ill the
Fraulein?”

A man, Pierre thought, could have too good
a nature. He should put it up to her: “You'll
have to change your ways, Sara. Your life’s
become simply abnormal.” And vet each -time
he shrank from it.

He knew that she no longer went into the
city. She had dropped completely from the
social orbit in which she had moved. She did
not trouble to reply to invitations. She issued
none. Her work with the Junior League was
history. And. finally. David stopped coming.

Pierre himself did not change the manner of
his life. Twice a week. regularly. he remained
in the city. One of these nights he spent at the
club: the other. cither at the Academy of
Music or at the theater. Yet somcthing of the
flavor of other seasons was lacking.

Ahead ol him. as he walked this alternoon,
his prize flock of white ducks waddled in their
military formation across the path. They
seemed hurried. They seemed excited. But
they kept their formation and they kept close
together as if for protection. They waddled
a few feet along the path and then they
turned into the wood and disappeared.

A little farther on, Pierre stopped. \White
ieathers littered the ground. Some of them
bore crimson stains. To one side, between the
spen roots of a tree, he tound a mangled duck.
ft was half eaten. In the soft earth, leading oft
into the tangled brush, he saw doglike f(oot-
prints.

"The prints were large. Immediately- Pierre
pictured Heinrich's big Newfoundland and he
became angry. It was one thing about which
Picrre, usually so easy going, was adamant. A
dog must be cither a good dog—or no good at
all.

He turned back along the path to look for
Heinrich. The path ied through the woods
along the Neshaminy. crossed the creek on a
narrow wooden bridge. and led up to the
lawn.

He walked around to the back of the house
and in through the kitchen door and into
the expansive kitchen. Freda. at the lurge
sink. was washing each of the thirty-two pieces
of the small cream separator.

Pierre- paused for a moment. To voice an
angry word here was like breaking into a
pleasing concerto. And Picrre was too sensitive
to speak until he had absorbed the color: the
strings of drying red peppers and the hall
dozen smoked hams hanging from the ceiling
beams. the rows of apple jelly sparkling where
the sun struck them. the Mason jars purple
with grape juice, the small crock of rich vellow
butter.

Finally: “Where’s Heinrich?

Freda, in slow motion, turned around and
wiped her red hands on her checked apron.

“In the barn perhaps vou find him. mavhe.”

She stared at him questioningly. her hands
akimbo on her wide hips.

“That dog of his. He's killed one of my
ducks.” Pierre said.

She shook her head unbelievingly.

“Nein. The duck Fritz would not kill."”
Then she muttered something that Pierre,
turning to go. did not quite catch. Had he
still been looking at her, he would have seen
a curious sight: Freda making a sign familiar
to any Pennsvivania Dutch believer in hexcrei
—the sign ol the horned fingers.

Pierre walked the two hundred feet across
the back lawn to the barn. T'he barn. screened
from the house by large oaks, was of a later
date than the house. It had been built by a
German immigrant, and was ol an architecture
distinct from the English Colonial of Fountain
Head. It was of stone and frame and it was
fronted by a large portico.

Under the eaves. visible to Pierre as he
approached. two odd symbols endosed by a
circle were painted on the wood. Casual ob-
servation might lead one to think they were
mere decorations. But a study would have
shown that there was no balance: that there
were no such symbols on the other side ot the
barn. Had you asked Heinrich what they were,
he would have shrugged:

“Just for nice.”

But Pierre, regarding them, knew that they

.
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were gruttafoos—the toad’s foot—and that they
kept the livestock from harm by evil spirits.
He mused:

“Wish they'd keep my ducks from Fritz.”
He added. “Silly idea.”

His thoughts reverted with amusement to
that night at the club when he had made out
such a good case for the supernatural. “Too
good a case.” he considered. Still. all in all,
queer things did happen in the world. What
was Hardt. anvway. but a modern warlock—
poking about with the greatest mystery of all.
the mind?

Heinrich appeared from the barn. a rake in
hjs hand. Pierre walked up to him and shoved
his hands in the pockets of his leather jacket.

“That dog of vours.” he began.

Heinrich. gaunt and tall in blue denim over-
alls that were faded by many washings, leaned
on the rake.

“When I let vou bring him here. you
promised there wouldn’t be any trouble. Well,
he’s killed one of my ducks.”

Heinrich looked at Pierre sorrowtully.

“Fritz killed a duck?”

“That's what T said.”

Heinrich shook his head with wondering
slowness.

“It can’t be so. Mr. Pierre. Fritz—too much
I know Fritz. Gentle is Fritz. Old is Fritz.
Good 1 feed Fritz. I make out it don’t make
sense, Mr. Pierre.”

There was actual alarm ip his brown [ace.
He leaned more heavily on the rake. He stared
down at the rake's teeth.

“Look. Mr. Pierre. Mandel's dog there is.
That is Bryn over at the village near. In the
township made Mandel Bryn keep. But loose
again is Bryn."”

Pierre said with determination, “Get Fritz.”

IERRE tramped over to Manning Trent’s

house that night. The way led along the
old Post Road through the north end of his
own land. around to the back of the high hill,
down into a gully and then up a rising slope.
It was through woods until he reached the
wide Lawn of T'rent’s house.

It was a moonless night. but the stars were
out and by their light Pierre could see the big
stone Norman house which Trent's father had
built in the ‘8o’s as a country seat. It was solid
and substantial and its wide front porch,
running the length ol the house. faced the
State Highway a quarter of a mile distant. You
could sce the lights ol automobiles on the
road. Some of the cars turned into the nar-
rower country road leading east to the village:
and when they did. from the porch you saw
only the occasional flicker of a red tail-light.

Mrs. Trent, a lean wooden-faced woman

who never let her hushand forget that her own
family arrived in Philadelphia early enough to
attend the first Assembly. came to the door
hersclf.  Pierre considered with malicious
amusement that that. in itsell was quite a com-
promise for her.

Pierre and Julia Trent had never bcen
great friends. They passed amenities, but be-
neath the surface lay a certain antagonisin. It
had served him right, she thought. when An-
gelica left him. Pierre was too democratic;
didn’t keep enough servants around. Julia
Trent could not he accused of that.

Manning was at his desk in his study. He
had a batch of proofs before him and was
going over them with a thick pencil.

“Monday's editorials.” he said. “Have to
watch everything down there like a hawk.
Those fools would sell the presses from under
me if I didn’t look out.” He put them aside.
“What's on vour mind:"

Pierre scttled into a chair.

“Mandel's a tenant of vours, isn't he?”

“Mandel?” Yes. Has that ten acres down
this side of the village. \Whyz"

“His dog tore up one of my ducks.”

Trent picked up his burning cigar.

“Oh. So you're getting it now:"

Pierre’s left evelid drooped lower, and his
right eve blinked.

“What do vou mean?”

Manning explained.

“Dave lost one of those Angora nannies he
brought up from Texas and he’s hopping
mad. Night before last.”

“I don’t see what that’s got to do with my
duck,” Pierre said. He added quickly, “It's
not the duck I mind. but if Bryn is loose
again. . . "

Trent leaned back and sent a cloud of
smoke reeling toward the ceiling.

“Mavbe Bryn's loose. Maybe he isn't. 1
don’t know. But the talk is there's a wolf
around.”

Pierre said. “Nonsense.” But only then did
he recognize what it was Freda had said, what
he hadn’t caught at first: “—die wolf.” He
said: :

“I thought it was Fritz at first. That's
Heinrich’'s Newfoundland. But the footprints
didn’t.match. What's this about a wolf?”

“So far” explained Trent, “just talk. You
know how those things get around. This goat
—Dave was trying to use ‘em lor a Northern
cross-breed—was killed in its pen over on the
west forty. That's down near the creek. Dav-
id’s man found the body in one corner when
he went down to feed ‘em yesterday morning.
It was badly chewed up. Over in the oppo-
site end of the pen the other goats were hud-
dled together like scared—"
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“—sheep,” Pierre finished with a grin,

“All right. Marie, that's Julia’s maid, sleeps
over the garage. She said about midnight she
heard a commotion down that way. She said
the night before she heard a wolf howl.
Well, if anybody’s ever heard a wolf, you can't
mistake it:”

Pierre suggested, “Maybe she never heard
one before.” He sat back and crossed his
pudgy legs and tapped his fingers on the arm
of the chair. He said. “Hell, there haven't
been any wolves in Pennsylvania since I was
a boy.”

“That’s wrong,” Trent said. “There was
cne trapped near Kane a year ago.”

Pierre fingered his mole reflectively.

“H’'m-m. I remember. It was a lobo. Prob-
ably hiked down from Canada.”

“It was not a lobo. It was a Pennsylvania
timber wolf.” ’

“Anyway,” Pierre observed, “it was the last
one. The story said so. I read it in your
paper.”

“You don’t always believe everything you
see there, do you?”

“If I didn’t. how could I believe there was
any wolf at all?”

Trent, ncttled, fell silent. But finally he
remarked:

. “That so-called ‘last one’ of anything doesn’t
mean much. Why, over in England they kept
killing off the last wolf every year right up
to the year eighteen hundred.”

“I'd rather believe Heinrich's theory,
Pierre said. “He was down at Mandel’s.”

“Did he see Bryn?”

“Naturally not. Bryn wasn't there. That's
how he knew. You can’t see something there
when it isn't.”

“Heinrich could. Drinks. doesn’t he?”

“Not if I catch him.” Pierre added: “If it
is Bryn, you've got to do something. As I
said, it isn't just onc duck.” Nor one goat.
Next time, Bryn might go for some youngster.
He's a big ugly brute; biggest police dog I
ever saw.”

“What could I do?”

“Either get rid of Mandel or make Mandel
get rid of the dog.”

Trent stared absently at the desk.

“He's a good tenant. I wouldn’t want to
run him off. And there’s just another possi-
bility. You remember that fool up in the
Poconos—McFatish, McFadden, Mc. . . ."”

“McFanahan. Breeds wolves. Peddles ‘em
to z00s.” ’

“That's it. Isn't there a bare chance some
of his might have escaped and come down this
way?”

“Might. He'd never admit, though,” Pierre
said.

”

“If he did. he'd lose his breeder’s license.”

“They're lobos, of course. You said so your-
self when we stopped off that time we were
fishing near there.”

Manning agreed.

“I ought to know a lobo when I see one,”
he said. “I used to hunt enough up in Cana-
da. That's where McFanahan got his first
pair.”

Pierre was not satisfied when he took his
departure.

DOLF MANDEL was a widower. He was
wiry and tough and red. He lived in
the old Marcus place, a narrow. story-and-a-
half white frame house set back from the
county road just west of the village of Friends
Meceting. He lived there alone, if you didn't
count his five dogs of all colors and breeds.
When people spoke of Mandel's dog, they
weren’t thinking of the other four. They
meant Bryn.

Mandel worked the ten acres he rented
from Maning Trent. He worked them hard.
From carly spring to late fall he gardened.
He sold the produce. He had chickens and
he sold the egas. He had two [resh cows and
he sold the milk. Sometimes he did some odd
jobs.

He had two loves: the dogs and his beer
at night. And on Monday evening, after the
frugal supper he cooked for himself, he left
the house and went into the county road and
turned toward the village.

His goal was always the same—the big barn-
like inn owned and operated by John Craven
as a clearing house for fact, fiction and alco-
holic beverages.

The inn’s first owner had built it of brick
at about the opening of the nineteenth cen-
tury. The seccond owner had plastered over
the brick. Now the_plaster was falling away
in places and showing the brick again. The
only cxterior evidence of modernity was a
blue neon sign: Beer, 1¥ines, 1Whiskey.

There was an atmosphere of permanency
about the Well, from which not even the new
neon sign (1934) or the new bar (1897) could
detract. And men who knew John Craven’s
father in the '80's saw so little difference in
the now-aging son that they were not con-
scious of a break in the continuity of owner-
ship.

John Craven now was in his late sixties, a
chunky, deferential man of middle height
with thin, gray hair and colorless eyes. He
always stood ready to loan a man a dollar or.
to listen to his troubles.

He was behind the bar when Mandel
walked in. And he was agreeing meekly with
Klonesterman, the little red-faced carpenter
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“I may be. I don’t know. I have strange

feelings. Sometimes—I think I am living in
another life, in another world. And some-
times I feel that all this has happened before.
Long ago.”

Her eyes fell and her long slender hands
grew limp. Pierre asked:

“But where do vou go at night, dear#’

She shook her head vaguely.

“I don’t know.” And when she saw Pierre’s
surprise, she said, “I must walk. I've always
liked to walk. But—now it seems a passion.
I feel I must. I must. When I come back to
the house I feel somehow satisfied.” She
added: “So satisfied that—that nothing else
seems to matter. except—oh, I want David so
much.”

Pierre said nothing. There was nothing tor
him to say.

Chapter Four

HE rain ended the next noon. A gray
December canopy of clouds hung over
the countryside. The hunt went on.

Word spread of the added rewards of Pierre
and Trent, and the number of hunters grew.
In Philadelphia and in New York, city edi-
tors assigned reporters and photographers to
the hunt for the duration. Not strangely, for
they were newspapermen, they set up head-
quarters in the Well.

At first the hunters centered upon and

_spread out fanwise from the points where the
beast had left its tracks. They beat the brush
and the woods along the Neshaminy and the
Bowling. At first they worked loosely—in
pairs and quartets. And it was each man for
himself. But on the third night Farney was
shot.

He was shot in the leg by an excited
hunter who thought he was the quarry. After
that the State Troopers took more rigid con-
trol.

The men then were organized in sections.
Each section was led by a trooper. And the
troopers studied maps and spotted the sec-
tions at widely separated points, so that a
great circle with a diameter of four miles was
formed. And then each section began to close
in toward the center.

It took two days for all sections to meet at
the center. But all that was scared up were
a few pheasants and hares. And that night,
five miles up the Neshaminy and well outside
the original circumference of the circle, a
baby cried.

It was the Heath baby at the Heath home
in the village of Meclton Crossing.

The Heaths were young. They had come
from Canada. Dan Heath operated the village

filling station. The station was located at the
junction of two pikes. Behind the station the
Heath cottage faced the Hatboro Pike. It
was a one-story white house of frame with a
wide lawn. It stood between the filling sta-
tion and the Neshaminy and its creek-side
lawn was partly lighted by a street lamp down
the road.

Dan Heath was at work at the station when
it happened. His pretty wife. Mary, was wash-
ing the supper dishes in the kitchen. Little
Dan. not a year old. was asleep in his crib in
his room. His room faced the creek-side of
the lawn and the window was open wide; the
night, for December, was warm.

Mary Heath heard little Dan whimper. And
then she heard him cry out in fright. She
wiped her hands on her red-checked apron
and went into the dining room. and into the
living room. She went to the nursery door
and she opened it quietly. She looked. And
she froze—

For in the subdued light from the living-
room floor lamp she siw a huge white snout
framed in the open window. Its jaws hung
open and its sharp teeth glittered. Saliva
dripped from its limp red tongue and its eyes
glared hungrily across the room at the crib
where little Dan lay crying. On the sill rested
two big white hairy paws.

Mary Heath screamed.

She raced across the room and slammed
down the window. The window caught for
an instant on a toe of one paw. The beast
yelped. Then, tugging free. it shot—a white
streak—across the yard and disappeared in the
shadows of the brush.

Dan Heath found his wife unconscious by
the window, his son sobbing. And when he
had bathed her head in water and she had
opened her eyes, she began trembling as
though chilled to the bone.

“Is he all right? Is he all right?” she kept
asking.

Slowly, incoherently, she told what hap-
pened. And she kept saying:

“Its eyes. I never saw an animal's eyes like
that! Everything about it was vicious—except
those eyes. They seemed almost human. They
seemed to plead.”

And still later when she had gained some
measure of composure—"“I know a wolf when
1 see one. They can say what they want about
dogs. but I wasn’'t born and brought up in
Alberta for nothing.”

That night, about the village of Melton
Crossing, the hunt was intensified under a
full moon.

* - L

There is a point on the boundary between

4















THE WHITE WOLF 47

Trent examined it, frowning at first and
then dropping his jaw with surprise. It was a
tult of coarse white hair.

“Snow white,” he breathed softly.

Pierre nodded soberly.

“Found it caught on a wild-rosc bush.”

“Why in thunder,” demanded Trent,
“didn’t one of those two fools shoot?"”

“Heinrich claims he did. Point-blank. at
close range. And—they couldn't find any
blood."”

Trent snorted.

“Bah! He's either lving or was too scared to
aim straight.”

Pierre, never nervous as long as Trent had
known him, tapped his fingers on the table
cloth,

“1 don’t know.” he said. "l don't know.
I'm beginning to wonder if I'm crazy or if
the rest of the countryside is. And, by the
way, where was David last night?”

Trent glanced up. startled.

“Eh? What's that got to do with it?>"

“Nothing,” Pierre said quickly. “But I'm
talking about craziness. so I wondered if vou
knew he and Sara were sccing each other
again?”

Trent smiled.

“I'm glad to hear it. Pierre.”

Pierre picked at his mole.

“I'm not so sure. Manning. Somehow, I'm
atraid for Dave. Thev're back together but
she’s as moody as ever. Moodier, maybe. She
goes grousing around the house, quiet as a
ghost. I'm afraid she’ll be a—oh. I was going
to say bad, bwt it’s a dull word—devilish influ-
ence on Dave. She's taking him on her night-
ly walks.”

Trent nodded slowly.

“See what vou mean. Come to think of it.
David was out last night—pretty late. And
the night before. too.”

Keen observer of human nature, Trent
could not but note the lines of worry on
Piere’s normally placid face. He leaned for-
ward and his eves met Pierrc’s.

“By any chance.” he asked shrewdly, “you've
something else on your mind?”

Pierre was a long time in answering, a long
time in staring into Manning's face.

“I don’t know.” he said at length.
he repeated it. 1 don’t know.”

And

- » L]

Justin Hardt described himself as consult-
ing psychiatrist. Unless, as in Sara’s case, it
was necessary to observe a patient with dis-
cretion, he seldom left his office. And so it
was something of an occasion for him to visit
Pierre during business hours.

Pierre found him, on his return from lunch,
in the main room of the Salon de Camp-
d’Avesnes. He was stalking importantly about,
examining the collection of objets d’art, and
adjusting his glasses as he bent stiffly over each
item. Pierre led him into his private ofhce
at the rear.

Dr. Hardt came directly to the point.

“1 am up against a blank wall.” he said.

It was enough that Hardt's cgotism should
permit him to make such a bald admission.
But he went on:

“Nowhere. sir, can I find a case history to
match hers.”

Pierre sat dumpily back in his chair and
folded his hands.

“But don't you always find everybody, ev-
erything. a little difterent? Take my busi-
ness.” He nodded toward a row of little vials
on his desk. "“Each of those is geranium oil.
You can smell each one and you won't tell any
difference. But one's Turkish and one's Al-
gerian and one’s French. [ can identify each
one blindfolded.”

“Of course. of course!” thundered Hardt.
“What I mean is that the gulf between Sara’s
symptoms and any other known type of ab-
normality is so wide it can’t be bridged.”

Pierre was thoughtful. At length he asked:

“Did you know she is amnesic?”

Hardt frowned thoughtfully, considering.

“Do you know that for a fact:”

Pierre shrugged.

“Those walks she takes. She told me the
other night she doesn’t know where she goes.”
Hardt nodded. His lower lip protruded.

“She might be lying.” he said. “Some pa-
tients are pretty clever, you know. Or there
might be a hallucinatory condition there. 1
am convinced her physical hcalth is basically
perfect. Certainly, she hasn’t lost weight.”

“And she’s even got more color now than
ever before in her life.” Picrre added.

“But she doesn't eat, sir.”

“Not at meals. I've a hunch, though, she
sneaks something on the side. I couldn’t
prove it.”

The two men fell silent. Hardt, combing
previous ground. said finally:

“And you say there's no family history of
insanity. on either side:”

Pierre bowed his head in reficction.

“1 said that, yes,” he responded slowly. “But
I didn't check it. What I meant was, not to
my personal knowledge. We've pretty com-
plete family records, however. How about
driving out tomorrow night? We'll run
through them.” ’

Pierre went home early that afternoon,
heavier of heart than he had ever been. He
warmed himself at the open fire in the library
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tism, in reverse, if you like. Is it true that
your—ah, beast has been seen near the water
each time?”

Pierre said, “Near by, usually. Seems to hug
the watercourses.”

“Perhaps,” suggested Hardt, “for a quick
change in order to avoid detection?”

The doctor spoke with a tolerant air. Pi-
erre replied seriously:

“Perhaps.”

“And were there not,” pursued Hardt, “the
prints of a human being across the stream
from where the animal’s wacks disappeared?”

“There were,” Pierre said. “And now that
you've brought that up. . . .”

He rose heavily from his chair and turned
once more to the study. The eyes of both
men followed him—Trent’s, bitterly; Dr.
Hardt’s, with curiosity. When he reappeared,
Pierre held a shoe box. He placed it on the
coffee stand.

“I went over there this morning,” he said.
“It's on the Waterman place, just across the
highway. Those prints were still there, most
of them in pretty bad shape because of the
wet weather. But there was one—frozen. . ..”

He held up a small plaster cast.

“I don't pretend,” he said, “to be a detec-
tive. Still, heel and toe, here it is. And here—"
he held up a woman’s oxford—"is the shoe
that matches. I took it—from Sara’s closet.”

Chapter Five

ETURNING home that night, Dr.

Justin Hardt found himself in a

strangely contradictory position. For
the first time in his life he could not believe
what his own eyes showed him.

Man of science, he had trained himself to
belicve nothing that was not proved by one
or a combination of his fve senses. Now,
facing a critical test of this lifelong tenet, he
had refused to accept his own criterion for
truth.

The result was a gradual realization that
the foundations upon which he had built his
life were shaken. He was logical enough to
admit that from the type ot forceful person-
ality that had regarded his own word as the
final law, he might—possibly—be relegated to
the class of an intellectually lazy agnostic who
could only mouth:

“I do not know.”

There was, moreover, another element in
Dr. Hardt's personal problem. This was that
some years beforc, purely out of curiosity,
he had begun a study of witchcraft. He had
penetrated the subject to some depth. He
had accumulated a considerable library on
magic, demonology and related matter.

In the light of what he knew, he could not
drop the matter of Sara’s lack of shadow by
shrugging his huge round shoulders and ob-
serving that it was something beyond his
knowledge.

Nor did the problem rest there. He might
have felt much greater mental ease, despite
what his eyes had shown him, had he been
able to diagnose Sara's trouble. He hadn't.
And he was honest about that.

Hardt was, in fact, so greatly troubled that
when he finally reached his expensive rooms
at the Racquet Club he removed from their
shelves several books on the general subject
of witchcraft. Then, robed and slippered and
settled in his easy chair with the reading
lamp adjusted at the exact angle, he began
to thumb through them.

First troubling question to present itself
was the fact of Sara’s womanhood. He could
not recall having heard of a female werewolf.
Yet, when he had opened his copy of de
Plancy's Dictionnaire Infernal, he discovered
just such a case:

The year was 1588; the scene, the moun-
tains of Auvergne. A friend of the husband
of a woman who had shot off the right fore-
paw of a wolf and had kept the paw in a bag
as a trophy. But when he opened the bag to
exhibit his prize to the husband, to his hor-
ror he drew out a human hand. And on one
finger was a ring which the husband recog-
nized as his wife’s.

There was that—and Hardt could not but
remember Sara’s swollen fingers and the story
of Mary Heath. .

On the surface, Dr. Hardt knew, there was
a bond of sympathy between the so-called au-
thenticated cases of werewolfery and insanity.
In either instance, there was a dissatisfaction
with self. Madness for the insane was release.
So, with the warlock. There must be desires
that can be satished in no other manner.

This, Dr. Hardt conceded, was reasonable.
But he was stHl too skeptical to admit the
possibility of winning the ability to satisfy
a lust for blood by sale of one’s soul to so im-
probable a character as Satan.

And here was another problem:

Was it not generally conceded that there
could he no belief in metamorphosis into any
particular animal in a locality where that
animal had ceased to exist? Without the be-
lief, what became of the alleged fact? And
how long had it been since wolves were seen
in this region?

The answer in this case, Dr. Hardt finally
decided, would be the old curse on the family
which—curses being taken at their face value
—would not be expected to trouble itself too
much about geography.
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And then Dr. Hardt sat up!

“But, of course! There is the answer. Ly-
canthropy. Woll madness.”

He got up and walked back to his shelves
and switched on a lamp.

“How long since I've hcard of a case like
that?”

It would be the reason, he knew—or. rather,
theorized—that he hadn’t recognized Sara’s
symptoms,

A natural form of insanity . . . rare nowa-
days . . . the patient became obsessed with the
idea he was a wolf . . . went barking about

. attacking people . . .. )

“Yes. Here's that case. At Pavia, 1541."

It was the case of a lycanthrope who. when
captured in human form. maintained he was
a woll none the less: with a single difference,
that his fur grew within him. Curious. some
of his captors opened wounds in the body to
find out.

And still. when Dr. Hardt had pored for an
hour over the symptoms which physicians
long before his time had recorded, he was not
satisfied. Not that the symptoms for what
was known as lvcanthropy did not. at some
points. fit Sara. What struck him time after
time was the fact ol those animal prints be-
side the dead body of the Tilson child; the
fact that men had scen a wolf. . . .

He put down his books finally, strode into
his dressing room. s

“One thing certain. The girl must be
placed in an institution. I will recommend
commitment tomorrow. . . ."”

The words bounced back.

He’d recommend!

And what would he recommend?

Good Lord! he could sce the headlines:

FAMED PSYCHIATRIST OFFERS
CASE OF LYCANTHROPY!

The thing would ruin him.

Well, then, he could say it was somcthing
else. Make out she was a manic-depressive.
That would come about as close to it as any-
thing.

But no. There would be the other doctors.
They would know ditferently.

He considered the angles. And the more
he mulled over each phase, the uglier under
professional scrutiny his predicament  be-
came.

If there was an ounce of truth in the case,
what an opportunity was presented to him—
and his hands were tied!

PIERRE, after his guests departed, sat for
a long time staring moodily into the dying
fire. His mird clearing, he was inclined to

disapprove of himself for overindulgence. Yet,
drinking had given him a cushion for shock;
and now that he had gained perspective, he
would not nced it any more.

He had particularly avoided meeting Sara
immediately after his discovery the day pre-
vious. Indeed, he had been in no condition
to dine. He had not seen her that day, save
for the moment that evening when ‘I'rent
and Hardt were present. He dreaded mceting
her alone.

He dreaded it.

And vet he did not feel fear of her. Rather,
he felt overwhelming pity. And that pity, he
knew, was the substance of his love. He knew
that now there was only one pressing question,
and that everything else—his business, his zest
for life. his companions—must give way be-
fore it. The question was: How was be to
save Sara from herself?

Ah. but it wasn’t possible she was beyond
salvation. Was she woman or devil or some
creature halfway between and still capable of
being pulled in one direction or the other?
If only a person knew!

Exorcism!

He would try it. of course—il he could find
a priest to take on the task. He'd not the
faith himself. But where find a priest?

He would leave the Church out just so
long as he could.

Too, there was another problem: he must
find some means to protect his neighbors.
Hmm. That would be difficult—plenty difh-
cult. _

He was standing by the French doors, his
hands clasped bchind him, his eyes on the
wood along the creek. Suddenly, he started.
Something white down there. Something
white, close to the ground. moving slowly. It
disappeared.

He stared at the place. Shortly from a lit-
tle to the left. two figures emerged from the
wood. And when they approached the house,
Picrre—his breath in short gasps—identified
them.

A moment later he heard David say good
night to Sara at the front door: heard the
door open, hecard retreating footfalls on the
gravel. He hcard the door close. Better per-
mit her to go to her room. Didn’t want to
sce her, anvhow. But he walked to the door
and called her.

She entered quietly, vet with the listless-
ness with which she had left completely gone.
Indeed, there was a certain vibrancy in her
step: a flush in her lips; an actual bloom on
her cheeks.

“God knows what she’s been doing!” Pierre
thought. He could not keep his eyes from
the floor where no shadow fell. He thought,
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“And—David?”

¢ WOULDN'T know,” Picrre said. He
added, with calculation: “I should think

that a person would have to believe in a

malady before sctting out to cure it.”

“You're bitter, Picrie.”

“I'm bitter. And I don’t know—and 1 doubt
the Church knows—il the soul is lost when
the change occurs through contagion. But
the job's cut out. We've got to make those
youngstcrs well again.”

“I was reading.” Manning said, and his
voice was tired and his words were slow, “the
theory of werewolfery. I was reading here in
the encyclopedia this alternoon. Remy and
Guazzo and some others claim the metamor-
phosis is onlv true in appearance, but not in
essential fact; that the appearance is caused
only by a glamour created by Satan. If that
is true, it's nothing but an illusion on the
spectator’s part. Which is—madness. Which
isn’t to be worried about.”

Pierre’s nod was slow and hcavy.

“I've heard that theory. ‘The alternative is
that the Devil himself created an actual
change. That there is no glamour. If that's
true, and if we make no attempt to save Sara,
her soul will be damned.” He paused. “Do
we dare take the chance that Remy is right?
No, I can’t see it.”

Manning tapped the arm of his chair nerv-
ously.

“What are you going to do?”

“I'm going,” said Pierre slowly, “to lock
Sara in her room every night. We can’t do
anything else. Hardt refuses to have her
committed. Won't touch the case. Well-I'm
just as glad. She'll be home—and, maybe, I
can do something.”

Trent’s eyes narrowed.

Pierre nodded.

“Exorcism.”

“I should think, Manning, vou’d be as inter-
ested in that as I. Manning. we can’t let those
two continue prowling. We can’t, morally,
permit any more. . . ."”

Trent got up again. He walked to a win-
dow. He walked aaoss the 10om. He re-
turned to the window. which aflorded a view
of the state highway. He looked at his watch.

“Three o'clock,” he said. ““That print
should have been up an hour ago.”

He called the Herald, asked for the art de-
partment; and when he had that connection,
he asked for Red Crane.

“Went out at noon, Mr, Trent,” said the
voice. “Hasn’t returned.”

Trent explained carefully.

“That's right, Mr. Trent. He was in the
dark room. I think he was developing. What

happened to the picture I don't know. Will
you hold on while 1 look or shall I call you?”

Trent held on. Finally:

“Mr. Trent? Nothing in his tank. Nothing
on his rack except the Lamberton pictures.
No picture of wolves, Mr. Trent. Canyon
background? No. No picture like that.”

Trent swore.

“Switch me to Mr. Morrison, plcase,” he
ordered. And in a moment he was talking to
his managing cditor. Again he explained
carefully.

“Find Crane,” he commanded. “Take a
dozen men if you have to. Try all the hang-
outs. 1 must have that picture. And bring

Crane out!” .
» * ]

They found Red Cranc in a Broad Street
bar often and happily frequented by Herald
men. He was drunk. He sat at a table and
fingered a negative. He kept holding it up
to the light. In front of him lay the print,
stained with whiskey.

They bundled him into a car. They drove
at top speed.

“Whazallabout?” he kept asking dazedly.
Ray Holt sat beside him, rubbing his neck
and back.

“Snap out of it, Red. The boss wants ya.”

“Whazallabout? Fire me?”

“Hell, no. Some picture you took last
night.”
“Ugh. . . .” Then, with dim comprchen-

sion: “Wolf pishur.” And he began laughing
hysterically.

Holt and the others didn't know what it
was all about. Boss got a crazy idea. They
hopped. He was the boss. It took an hour
and five minutes to reach Trent Farms, half
of it through thick trafhic. When they drove
between the high stone pillars from the state
highway, Crane was in slightly better shape.

Trent himself met the party at the door.

“I'll see Crane alone,” he said. He led him
into the library where Pierre was still seated.
When he realized the photographer’s condi-
tion, he poured him a drink—with much wa-
ter and a little whiskey. Cranc gulped it.

“You took a picture last night, Red.”

“’Sright. Summers tell you?"

“I talked with him this morning.”

Crane sat limply. He stared at the carpet.

“Tellaboutwol{?” he asked, without look-
ing up.

“He did.”

Crane began to laugh crazily. The laugh
cnded with a bricf sob. He began fumbling
in his pockets.

“Saw wolf,” he said. “Swear saw wolf. So
Summers. Waited. Saw wolf. Two wolf.”
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come. But Pierre wondered what measures of
restraint ‘Trent would take.

The telephone rang. Freda materialized.
She plugged an extension into the wall and
placed the instrument belore Sara. She pursed
her lips and she wrinkled her bulbous nose.
Her own thoughts would have said, “Such
things newfangled 1 trust not.”

Sara lifted the receiver. heard the click as
Heinrich, in the kitchen, replaced the other.
She said:

“Hello.”

The word was alive. it was music to Pierre’s
ears.

She listened then. But when she spoke
again, the music was gone. The tone was
sodden.

“All right,” she said.

Freda re-entered and removed the tele-
phone and began taking away the dinner
plates. When Sara said nothing. Pierre in-
quired:

“David?”’

“Yes.”

“Is he coming over?"”

“No.” She paused a long time. Then: “He
said something—about Mr. I'rent making oth-
er plans—in the city.”

The colorlessness of her words was reflected,
Pierre now noticed. in her lips. He thought,
Ah, David must still have a chance. David is
still not bevond control. Well, how would
Sara react?> He pulled out his watch. He said:

“Still quite early. Cornell’s at the Forrest.
Shall we drive into town and see her show?”

Sara said, “No."”

Pierre had not been optimistic. Neither
had he expected an answer so abrupt. He
said:

“I reallv wanted to see her.
much fun going alone.”

That approach might sway her. he thought.
But she only took longer in making a reply.

“I don’t believe so. l—simply can't stand
the city.”

Freda had cleared the table. She had placed
the desserts before father and daughter: had
poured the coftee. She said simply:

“1 go now.”

At the door to the pantry she hesitated and
looked lingeringly in Sara’s direction and
then down at the plate she held—Sara’s, which
Sara had scarcely touched.

But it's not

REDA'S words reminded Pierre that to-

night, Saturday. was the Decrhammers’
night oft. He was relieved. It simplified things
so. For once in his life he was glad he did
not maintain a larger domestic staff. Trent
there: cook. butler, maid, chauffeur; yes, and
David’s hired hands.

At last Sara excused herself. Pierre heard
her slowly climbing the stairs. He pushed his
chair back, walked to the sideboard and
poured himself a brandy. And then he, too,
went to the hall and climbed the stairs.

The door to Sara’s room stood slightly ajar.
He heard water running in her bathroom.
He passed on to his own expansive room at
the front of the house and stood in the dark
by the window. After a little he saw the sta-
tion wagon bounce along the gravel lane;
Freda and Heinrich off for their night out.

Pierre could almost chart their course; a
visit to a rathskeller, a pause at the German
Culture Club, a visit to one of the dozewodd
cousins where they would spend the night.

He saw the red tail-light flicker and die out.
His fists tightened. He walked out of the
room.

He hated this more than anything he had
cver done in his life. As he reached into his
pocket. the steel of the key chilled his fingers.
He drew out the kev.

Sara’s door was still ajar. He closed it
quietly. He inserted the key in the lock. And
he turned the key. Then he walked back to
his room and sat down. He waited.

At last. from the hallway, he heard a door
knob turn. He stceled himself. This was it,
he thought. He wondered, in the second that
followed, if—actually—he would meet the test.
When she called. when she pleaded, when she
wept, would he maintain his purpose or would
he surrender?

Here it came! The tug at the door. Anoth-
er. A concerned pause. Then there followed
a series of impatient struggles with the knob,
movement translated by the sound of scrap-
ing and scratching.

There was another silence: Sara, probably,
looking for her key. He could hear her mov-
ing quietly about the room. He heard
drawers open and close. Then, another si-

lence—a long, long silence.

Pierre waited for the sound of her voice.
1t never came. )

He arose and moved through the darkness
to a window that looked down upon the porch
roof. From farther back along the house one
of Sara’s windows threw an oblong of yellow
light upon the lawn. He looked at it a long
time. He thought:

*I can stand anything but this.”

He thought:

“I had no idea it would be like this.”

He had becn ready for anything; anything—
except silent surrender.

At last he went downstairs.

He spent the evening in his study. It was
directly under Sara’s room. From time to
time, he could hear Sara moving about above
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There's plenty of fuel and you can take what
food you'll need until tomorrow. Later—I'll
give you the deed.” .

He said this with an air of finality and he
arose. Freda heaved heavily to her feet.
Heinrich stood up, fingering his cap. Pierre
hoped the suddenness of his announcement
would leave them too dazed to form suspi-
cions until they had gone—and then he didn't
give a damn.

Freda stood perplexed in the doorway.
Finally, “Is sick the Fraulein?”

For the first time in the interview, Pierre
told _the truth.

“Yes.”

Freda said. after another moment of con-
centration, “I hope well gets the Fraulein.”

“The -sca air will do wonders,” Pierre as-
sured her. He waited patiently for the Der-
hammers to leave, but still Freda stood uncer-
tainly. At last she asked:

“But for supper tonight too yet?”

Pierre. realizing how much more compli-
cated cverything was than he had even
drcamed, was brought up short. And when
he hesitated. Freda said, wagging her head:

“Up the cold supper I fix before.”

Pierre could have kissed her for that.

He sighed, but he breathed no casier when
finally they left. He couldn’t—he simply
couldn’t—stand their presence in this house

another night.
L) » *

Heinrich and Freda stood alone in the
kitchen. Heinrich looked at the floor, diffi-
dently, like a little boy who had been pun-
ished. Freda looked at him. Heinrich said
finally:

“It makes queer, the mister.”

He was thinking of the threc milch cows,
the two work horses, the riding horses, the
chickens, the ducks, the pigs; not in his rela-
tionship as newly established owner, but of
the more practical side. He was making out
he would have to feed them hours early;
that perhaps it would not be good in the
morning to truck them without feeding first.
He was thinking of Jason's milch cows at
Buttercup. .

“It makes queer,” he rcpeated, without lift-
ing his head.

Freda, in the rdle of good hausfrau sud-
denly discovering her kitchen world collaps-

ing in disorder about her, shook her head -

slowly. Her eyes were muoist.

“I feel it evil,” she whispered. “Evil it goes
near this creck by.” Her voice shook with
fear. "It makes good maybe we go.” And,
as Hecinrich lifted his head, she made the
fearsome sign of the horned finger.

For a long moment husband and wife
looked into each other's eyes. Then, as if by
mutual silent consent, each went about his
tasks.

WEEK passed, dismal and drear. The
sky was overcast and light snow fell. in-
sensibly, in the village and in the valley,
tension relaxed. But Pierre would not know
that. For not once had he left Fountain Head.
He was not a good housekeeper. He had
never cooked. Once, in passing, he considered
bringing out a cook from town. But the idea,
he felt, was too dangerous.

So he kept house.

He muddled along, using twice as many
pots and pans as were necessary for his cook-
ing. Faithfully he prepared three meals a day.
Religiously he appeared at Sara's door with
a tray and left it there. She hardly touched
a thing he - rved.

He stood that for the first three days. On
the fourth he began to worry. The fifth day
he spent an hour in her room. She sat in a
chair by her window and stared out at the
falling snow. She stared with a longing in
her eyes.

The hollows of her eyes had deepened. The
skin had tightened over the bones of her
face. Picrre said:

“But, Sara, you must eat something.”

Sara only shook her head. v

On the sixth day, when Pierre visited her,
she was noticeably weaker. She lay on her
bed, eyes wide, face stony. On the night of
the seventh day, Sunday, Dr. Hardt drove up.

Pierre’s welcome was genuine. It was not
that he was lonely, for each night Manning
Trent—as much to get away from Julia and
his own troubles as anything—had called. He
would bring books: books on the occult, books
on lycanthropy, hooks on magic, on witchcraft,
on anthropology. He bought them in the
city daily; he borrowed them from libraries.
And each, Pierre and Trent—and, as it devel-
oped, Dr. Hardt—carried on his own research
in what, lacking sound theological instruc-
tion, could be at best a blind and stumbling
fashion.

Hardt himself brought the bulky Roman
Ritual. Picrre thumbed the tenth section,
devoted to mechanics of exorcism.

“What's frightening,” he said, “is that we
lose our technique from want of practice. The
ancients made bronze we can't dream of
duplicating. The Egyptians preserved bodies
in a way to make us shake our heads. Now
we've gotten away from Satan as well as away
from God, and we know no more how to
repel the former than to summon the Lat-
ter.”
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R. BOGARD, the sexton, who had a

wooden leg, stumped about the First
Methodist Church. He replaced the hymn
books in their racks, a tiny enough task since
the storm had kept many away from the Sun-
day-evening service.
. He clomped down to the basement and
shook the ashes in the big hard-coal furnace.
He shoveled the ashes from the pit into a
metal basket. He bedded the fire for the
night.

“Got to be warm tomorrow,” he thought.
“Monday Circle meets.”

He peered into the church kitchen in the
other end of the basement. He clomped back
upstairs, switching off lights as he progressed.

Mr. Bogard was an old man. His sparse
hair was white and his face held many wrin-
kles. He worked slowly. He thought, “Got
to sweep. I'll sweep tomorrow.”

He switched out another light, and moved
to a narrow, arched. stained-glass window.
The window was slightly open and thin wisps
of snow drifted in, melting on the sill.

The window swung on side hinges like a
door. The sexton opened it wider a moment
to look out. The cold air refreshed him. He
was tired. Only that noon, just after the
morning service. he had helped Slade dig the
grave for the little Burke girl. And only an
hour later old Mr. Pruett. the minister, had
<aid the service over the grave.

Standing by the window, Mr. Bogard could
see through the swirling snow toward that
part of the gravevard. It was an old grave-
vard: older than the present stone church,
which itself dated from the Revolution. Ce-
ment and stone slabs, weathered by the vears,
their epitaphs and dates and names blurred
and obliterated, stood in drunken, crazy atti-
tudes.

“Too bad about the little Burke girl,” Mr.
Bogard mumbled to himself. “Taken so quick
like, and so young. Pncumonia, T guess it does
that.”

His old eves squinted toward the grave-
vard. Something moving out therc? Shadows.
probably: the shadows of the trecs.

Nothing worth noticing.

He closed the window and walked to the
vestry door, tried it to sce if old Mr. Pruett
had locked it. Mr. Pruett was so absent-
minded sometimes. He found it locked.

He walked to the rear pews, recovered his
overcoat and single overshoe and pulled
himself into them. Then he went into the
vestibule, switched off the last light and went
out through the great double door onto the
porch. He locked the doors and, facing the
slanting snow, turned up his coat collar.

The church stood at the east end of the

village, the most easterly building. It faced
north. On its west side was the sprawling
parsonage. On its east, the graveyard which
extended back to a row of old gnarled pines.

The sexton lived on Pinchsnuff Lane, back
of the church by half a mile and not far—
perhaps another half mile—below the conflu-
ence of the Neshaminy and the Bowling.
That is, it was half a mile if he took the path
through the graveyard. the pines. and across
unfenced lLeland's pasture. It was a good
mile around by Wheeler Road. :

Mr. Bogard, standing on the porch steps,
considered. Maybe the snow hadn’t drifted
badly. He'd try it. Wheeler Road was a long
way for a tired old man with only one good
leg. He clomped down the stone steps.

“Have to get in early tomorrow,” he mum-
bled. “Get these steps swept oft for the la-
dies.”

He limped and clomped along the path.
The gravestones, modest and discreet, poked
up at him. He peecred ahead through the
snow.

Again he thought he saw something move.
Must be the shadows from that big maple.
He could see the stark spreading limbs of the
maple ahead. It had been a big tree even
when he was a chit, sixty years ago. He re-
memberd that. He clomped along.

He approached the Burke plot, right beside
the path. His good foot struck something
hard in the path; something that was hard
and yet gave. He balanced himsclf so as not
to slip and fall. A man of seventy, with one
leg, must not fall.

Wonderingly, he peered toward the grave.
That mound of fresh earth should not be
there. Hadn’t he and Slade themsclves filled
in the grave over that tiny box? And the
carth was fresh. It was barely sheathed with
snow.

Later he was not certain which he had seen
first. . .. But when he stooped to examine the
thing that his foot touched. and his hand felt
it. he recoiled in cold horror.

It was Tom Summers’ voice over the tele-
phone that broke up the vigil of Pierre, Trent
and Dr. Hardt. Trent's face was pale when
he turned from the instrument.

Briefly he related the facts. Then he
jammed on his coat and hat and announced:

“I'm going home. Dave,” and his voice
broke, “needs me."”

Pierre moved toward Trent. He put out
a detaining hand.

“He won’t be home,’
he brings Sara home.”

Pierre said. “First
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Crane [rowned. He shook his head.

“Undcrexposed. I was afraid the flash
didn’t have penetration for that distance.”

Summers fell silent. He was not satisfied.
?hotographers of Cranc’s caliber seldom mis-
udged in a pinch.

L] * *

Farson. the foreman at Trent Farms., said to
Matlock, the stableman. as Matlock curried
a horse:

“Can’t figger voung Mr. Trent out. Seems
to of lost his holt on things.”

Wallace. the butler. said to the maid. “The
master seems in a pericct dither today.”

And  mentally and  physically  Manning
Trent was.  He spent Monday pottering
about, traveling a hesitant cirvcuit between his
study, the librarv, the decanter on the dining-
room sideboard and the broad windows of the
librarv’s southern exposure.

He was bewildered. He was alraid. Unlike
Pierre. he possessed no reservoir of inner
strength {rom which to draw. He blamed Pi-
crre for his trouble: and in the same breath
knew that he was wrong.

He realized the viciousness of his departure
from Fountain Head the previous night: but
he hadn’t the slightest idea of oftering an
wpology. The more he considered. the more
he was convinced that his son was an unwill-
ing tool—for David. unlike Picrre’s description
ol Sara. still made some pretense of enjoying
his meals.

Yet the very realization that David was held
in the closing coils ol something quite beyond
himself made it that much more difhcult tor
Trent to discuss the problem with him. Had
it been otherwise. had David been a volun-
teer to these abominations. there might have
acen room for open argument.

Trent got up. He walked from his study
into the library, through the drawing room
and through the music room into the dining
room. As he stood at the sideboard. he saw
in the wide strip of mirror that girdled the
walls the pantry doors open and Julia appcear.
He saw her stop and glance toward his back.

“I do wish.” she suid primly, “that you
wouldn’t be so nervous, Manning.”

And she disappeared through the other door-
way.

Manning. with a deep breath that might
have been a formless curse. poured himselt a
stift drink of whiskey. gulped it: poured an-
other. mixed it. carried it back to the library.
He placed the drink on the smoking stand be-
side his chair and sat down. But he was too
nervous to remain scated long.

He got up and moved to one of the wide

high windows. Across the wide terraces of
the lawn. now blunketed with snow, he could
sce the state highway. As he watched. a white
patrol car volled slowly past. Its glass helio-
graphed dumb messages.

He watched it grow smaller and finally dis-
appear over the crest of the hill. Then. along
the brick walk that led from the pecach or-
chard. he saw David. shod in galoshes, slosh
toward the house. ’

David walked slowly. His broad shoulders’
sageed. Trent recalled how tired he had ap-
peared when he had seen him the preceding
night. The sight of him now. the rencwed
and hammering realization of that terrifying
lack drove Trent from the window. But there
was no stemming the sense of urgency to do
something. anvthing. that pressed upon him.

He drank. He thought: Go to the police?
Explain cvervthing?

Ye-ss> He could hear their coarse jeers.

-His fingers closed as he considered.

It it could be bruited about that Sava, far
from being on an ocean voyage. actually was
hiding in her home. . ..

It it could be rumored among these super-
stitious farmers and villagers that she might
bear a close inspection. . . .

It it could be somehow suggested—suggest-
ed with the greatest subtletv—that there were
age-old wiys ol dealing with instruments of
evil. then:

Might there not be some release for David?

“Good God!" he exclaimed aloud. “What
devil has gotten into me?”

IERRE missed the visits of Manning Trent,

In a roundabout way. through the gro-
cer’s garrulous boy. he learned that Trent had
been scen drunk in the village.

Once he walked to the Trent house:
thought. as he approached the door. he saw
Manning within. But the maid told him that
both Manning and Julia were out. Nor did
he sce David about.

Nights. in his study. he considered many
things. He considered a journey to a dis-
tant priest he had mct many vears before.
Yet—how leave Sara?

He remembered old Hans Ehlers. whow
the Derhammers had visited on occasion. Yet
he felt. without quite knowing why, that old
Hans was an impostor.

He read deeply, and in the accounts of old
French and English .trials he learned of hor-
rendous vet logical matters:

Of the common lust among warlocks tor
human flesh and blood. . .

Of their passions for the lower animals. . . ..

Of how, since they were the bond slaves
of Satan, they were permitted 10 use his hell-
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At Trent Farms Manning drank the after-
noon away; an afternoon which found ]uha
absent on one of her numberless “charities”
and David keeping restlessly to his rooms.

Manning finally went for a walk.

He walked stiffly, trying to hold himself to-
gether until he reached the screen of the
peach orchard. He relaxed then, and his
progress was more slow and more unsteady.

The cold air refreshed him, but it did not
sober him. Still, in the open. a thought re-
tained greater cohesion. What was the
thought? Pierre? But if he had the germ of
an idea of visiting Pierre, it was lost when he
reached the other side of the orchard. There,
he could look down the slope toward a small
wooded vale; and above the vale he could see
the bare slope of Mt. Neshaminy, and to the
left he could see a figure—Pierre, firing a rifle
at a target.

When he returned home, Julia had already
arrived. He knew that any effort to take hold
of himself had failed. when she confronted
him.

“I don’t know why, Manning," she said
crisply, “you think you always have to get
drunk for a holiday.”

] . ]

There were four churches in the village: the
First Methodist, the Episcopalian, the little
Roman Catholic Chapel of St. Hubert, and
the Friends Meeting House.

No one quite remembered how the Catholic
Chapel came to be dedicated to Hubert, the
patron of the huntsman. It must have bcen
a long while back. for the small ivy-covered
stone edifice was very old.

And no one was more disturbed by the
events of recent wecks than Father O'Burgh.
the kindlv. complacent, inecffectual shepherd
of the parish.

A thin and ancient little man, his was a
depth of devotion supported by small inclina-
tion to action. He felt that, above any priest
in the diocese. it was his special province—
since the Lord (to sav nothing of his bishop)
had assigned himn to the Chapel of St. Hubert
—to protect those who sought to track down
the marauding beasts.

Yet, what could a poor man do? He prd\(d
—and he fended his ears [rom the irrational
tales which came to him from the more super-
stitious of his flock. No onc. not even a priest.
expected the Devil to make a personal appear-
ance in enlightened Pennsvlvania in this twen-
tieth century of Our Lord.

No, he was more concerned with form. And
he was, therefore, no little disturbed when,
preparing on Christmas Eve for the midnight

mass, he entered the sacristy through the door
which led from the altar—to discover the sacri-
ficial chalice missing.

There was no doubt of theft. The other
door, which opened into the night, stood ajar,
Through it blew the cold wind. And by the

Qight that spilled out of the church, Father

O'Burgh saw on the snow a line of footprints
leading to the church and another leading
away.

“God ha’ mercy,” he breathed, and he would
have been the most surprised person in the
world had he had any idea at all that those
three brief words would be answered. Trite
as they were, they yet mysteriously compelled
(or, at least, so one might read into the con-
sequences) a restraint upon that automatic
loss of consecration of the sacred vessel which,
the lcgislators of Church solemnly averred,
would occur if it fell into profane hands.

The priest telephoned to the sub-barracks
at Melton Crossing.

“About five inches high.
said. “Oh. ves: silver.
gold. . . "

The lieutenant in charge was polite. He
said he would “see what can be done, Fa-
ther.” Yes. polite was the word. But he was
not. Father O'Burgh considered afterwards,
sufhciently impressed.

Father O'Burgh could not know that the
chief concern at that moment at the sub-
barracks was the failure, alter two hours, of
the white patrol ear carrying Corporal Mo-
berly and Private Aalborg to vespond to ra-
dioed instructions.

I should say,” he
Gilded within by

OR twenty-three years Private Aalborg's

hair had been auburn. [t was white when,
at two o'clock Christmas morning. searchers
found him stumbling out of Lacey's Lane into
Fishing Mill Road near the Galchouse Cald-
well place.

His uniform was tattered. blood-soaked: his
{ace was bruised and cut: his sleeveless right
arm wis grooved with long parallel clawlike
tears. and his twisted left arm hung disjointed
from its shoulder socket. e staved with the
vacancy of the idiotic: and he gabbled inco-
herencies.

Thev found the car in a clearing off Lacey's

ILane. not far from the mill where Nellie
Sage had first seen the “white thing.” Along

a snow-covered path a little way down Bowl-
ing Creek. they found the body of Corporal
\Inl)erl\—hls uniform shredded to threads and
great ugly rips in his frozen thighs.

The searchers, lamps in hand.
shocked silence.

The snow was pocked with bootprints,
There were deep animal tracks.

stood in



THE WHITE WOLF 73

“Must’'ve seen something,” Private Black
said moodily.

“Must've,” said Private Reid. He flicked his
flashlight over the terrain.

“Saw something?” asked another.

“Maybe. Or maybe they parked to wait.”

“And saw it and got out to shoot,” suggest-
ed Black. And Reid said:

“Here's where they got out. Both on the
right side. And walked up that way—ahead
of the car.” )

“Easy, there! Don't blur those tracks.”

“Look! Looks like just one set of tracks
It was there, in front of the car, and they
were walking toward it. But. . . ."

The men were puzzled. It made no sense.
Two men and one beast. Why couldn’t they
Kill it? Two men with guns.

Quickly enough they learned the truth.
For behind and to the lcft of the car they
found an impression in the snow where a
second larger animal had crouched; crouched.
and leaped upon the unsuspecting troopers
as they advanced to attack the first.

Slowly they digested the significance of this
awful cunning. And Klonsterman, stopping
some hours later at Mandel's house, said dark-
ly: -

“If'n the police can’t protect us—"

In the parish house Father O'Burgh won-
deringly unwrapped the brown paper from
a weighty package. The paper was stamped,
“Spccial Delivery.” Within the wrapping was
a cardboard box.

Within the box was cotton packing. And
when Father O'Burgh removed the packing.
he stared, mouth open. at a golden chalice.
There was no explanation: only the firm name
of Bond & Starr. Jewcls. Chestnut Street east
of Broad Street, Philadelphia.

* * *

At Trent Farms, Manning Trent began to
tremble when David entered the library. He
trembled so violently that the whiskey and
soda spilled from the glass he held.

Julia appeared. Her eves were cold and
her lips compressed when she glanced at
Manning and saw the glass. And then, turning
to her son. Julia said:

“Why. David. You aren’t looking very well
for Christmas.”

Manning got up and lett the room.
Thought was blurred. But there lay, withimr
the blur. a focused space that made him won-
der at the miracle of Julia’s blindness.

Stay out of Julia's way, he warned him-
self. He finished his drink. He poured and
drank another in the dining room. He rang
for Wallace, who helped him into his over-
coat and overshoes. He put on his hat and
left the house.

It was late. It was on toward dusk. Down
on the highway a car passed, two spotlights
arcing from the road. At least. . .. At least. . ..
They'd gotten men last night, not children.
... What was that about the priest? Father
O’'Burgh? Did they do that, too?

He walked away from the house. He
walked aimlessly. It was dusk, and he made
no cffort to control himself when his legs
{altered. -

The valley was of ghastly beauty in the
dusk. The snow took on a faint blueness.
The black trees stood sharply against the low-
ering gray of the sky. Lights flickered from
the houses in the valley. And in some of the
far-off windows the faint red and green lights
of the yuletide shone timidly.

I E FOLLOWED his own winding drive
through the trees to the State Highway.
At his gates he stood uncertainly.

Why not? he asked. If he could save David.
She was damned, any way vou looked at it.
He, publisher of a lurid newspaper, well knew
the insidious quality of innucndo.

He leancd against the tall gatepost. Well—
but there were two beasts. If they dragged
Sara from her home and found the lack,
wouldn’t  their  observations quicken?
Wouldn't they seek the same lack in another?
In those close tq Sara? In Pierre? And then—
in David?

And so he did not turn toward the village.

He walked, instead. south along the high-
wav. not quite knowing what impelled him in
that direction. The darkness gathered about
him. And the stars appeared.

Here it is. the junction with the Old Post
Road. leading to Fountain Head. Of course.
Stop and call on Pierre. Christmas night. See
old friends. He turned into the road. And
he walked under the oaks.

Fountain Head. on the old Post Road, ap-
peared suddenly bevond a wooden bend. Its
suddenness dismaved Trent.

But he approached the house. and glanced
through a library window. There was a blaze
in the fireplace. but he did not see Pierre.

He hesitated again at the porch. Fondness
for Picrre and bitterness renewed their battle.
And bitterness won. He kept on, hugging the
south wall of the house. until he reached the
first of the study windows.

He thought, in a moment of sanity. Good
God! This is a crazy thing. . . .

Then, cautiously, he pcered through the
window.

Pierre was seated at a table. On the table
was spread a newspaper. On the newspaper
were the parts of a rifle—the go0.30, Trent
thought. Pierre was cleaning the parts.
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With difficulty Trent tried to remcember
something—about that gun—about Pierre.
Yes. that was it—target practice vesterday. The
pores of Trent's forehead released sweat.
Good God! Did Pierre think himself in dan-
aer?

.Pierre got up. hall turning toward the win-
dow. Trent ducked. When. in a moment. he
again looked into the room. Pierre had re-
placed the parts of the rifie. and was standing
in a corner at a cabinet on which rested an
object of fascinating silverv brilliance. The
object was across the room and Trent's vision
was blurred. He could not identily the ob-
ject.

But now he saw something else—bullets on
the table: a Bunsen burner. and on a stand
above the burner a small iron cup. Solidified
drippings of bright white mectal hung from
the lip of the cup.

Trent's puzzled eves narrowed—and he must
have made some sound. For Pierre turned
suddenly toward the window.

When Pierre appeared. flashlight in hand.
he found only tracks leading from and re-
turning to the Old Post Road. When he went
back into the house. he thought about those
tracks for a long time. But he was not alraid.

* * -

I'he stars that came out on Christmas night

at dusk were brushed away by clouds. The air
grew still. And snow fell.
"~ The snow fell almost without a sound.
And then a breeze was born in the northeast.
And the snow that had fallen quietly now fell
in dancing whorls.

The breeze became a wind. It blew in cold.
sharp gasps. and the snow Dbegan to beat
slantwise against the earth.

The wind became a gale. The snow
drummed the carth. Yet Pierre. shod in the
same old leather boots that had carried him
after caribou in the Northern Woods. still
tramped up and down the Neshaminy. The
snow stung his checks.

For four hours Pierre marched. gun slung
under his right arm. At midnight. he returned
to Fountain Head. Sara was in her room.
Immediately. Pierre went outdoors. He circled
the house. But such was the drifting of the
snow that he could not tell from which direc-
tion she had approached.

He re-entered the house. On his way to his
room he paused at her door. Hec opened it.
and looked in. She sat at the long mirror of
her dressing table. In the mirror he saw her
face. And she saw his.

“Don’t look at me like that!” she cried.

IHe wen: to his room.

It was noon when Pierre awoke. His mind
was still of one determined picce But there
came to his thought a sense of new urgency.
For this was the first of the Twelve Nights.
And he must hurry. hurry.

He ate sparingly in the kitchen. He did
not trouble to prepare a trav for Sara. Not
since that night when his own cves told him
that he had lost her had he troubled. He
returned to the library. switched on the radio.
He heard the news announcer’s voice tell of
a happening more awful in its suggestiveness
than some of the actual crimes: of how Wen-
dell Mawson. mortician at Mclton Crossing.
heard the night before the hard breathing
of beasts sniffing about the rear door of his
mortuary.,

Picrre switched oft the radio.

The day dragged. Once. peering out the
window. Picrre saw the snow-veiled figures of
a group of hunters in a far field. They
walked slowly and they kept close together,
their guns slung under their arms.  Pierre
thought: If thev could only know their hunt-
ing was in waste.

BY FEVENING the snow had stopped fall-
ing. But the sky was still coated with
heavy clouds and when Picrre went® out, he
found the woods—despite the dull refiection
from the snow—dark and dificult of pas-
suge.

Again. for four hours. he tramped the
course of the Neshaminy. And again he re-
turned. And now a sense of panic gripped
him. He slept fitfully. He drcamt dreams of
paralyvtic helplessness. And in the morning
he was not rested. It was Tuesday. But it
was more than Tuesdav. Tt was the second
of the Twelve Nights. and God in His Heaven
alone knew the power for evil that burned in
these passing hours.

When Pierre saw Sara. he saw the hungry
look. And he did not know whether to be
glad that she. too. had failed in her mission
or to fear that her hunger forecast a despera-
tion.

Horror to come. . . .

Again. that day. the hunt continued in the
countryside. But at dusk the hunters trooped
wearily to their homes. And only the State
Police were left to carry on. And even they
patrolled only the lanes and roads.

The waiting pressed on Pierre. It was more
with nervousness than chill that he trembled
when he left the house. If he failed. . . .

The sccond of the Twelve Nights was clear
and sharp and cold. It was a night of crystal.
‘The stark trees were etched against the glit-
tering snow by the light of the stars. In the
north smouldered the aurora borealis.
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He walked farther than on the previous
nights. He followed the path northward and
westward along the Neshaminy. A lacelike
fringe of ice clung to the sides of the banks.
He found tracks. animal tracks. But whether
they had been laid there only hours ago or
whether on the preceding night. he could not
tell.

Grimly he went on. .

He reached the canvon on Trent's land: the
narow canyon where Crance and Summers had
lain in wait: where. a little bevond, Heinrich
had raised his gun and fired. And he passed
through the canvon and came to the clear-
ing. And he came out so suddenly that at
first he could not believe his eves. For, from
the other side. their huge paws crunching the
snow, emerged the forms of two shadowy ani-
mals.

A merciful memory fled that moment. In
the after time Picrre scemed to recall that
from some ftar distance two reports sounded
in quick succession. But when again memory
served. he was bending over Sara, holding her
head in his arms. holding her close—watching
by the light of the stars a miraculous trans-
figuration return to him his daughter. His
daughter—his child—her long black hair
warm against his hands. her eves shining and
wet with tears of gratitude.

He felt her body tremble only once. It was
a little wave. rippling down from her head,
coursing along the muscles to her legs. The
light went out of her eves. Picrre laid her
head upon the ground.

Still crouching beside her. he glanced up—
and saw David towering over him: David. his
eyes on Sara but his right arm clutching his
wounded left and his face contorted with
pain.

Yet there was amazement in the look of
pain. He glanced. bewildered. about him: at
the rifle in the snow. at Pierre, and again at
Sara.

“You . ... Did you ...."

Pierre straightened. and stood up.

“I did it.” he said simply.

David's voice was a whisper.

“She’s . . . . Is she dead?”
“Yes. She’s dead.”
“B-but—""David’s bewilderment grew. The

impediment of his speech returned. “B-but
why? Why did you?” His voice rose. “Why?”

Pierre was never morce composed.

“To save her.” he said. “To save her soul.
To save you.”

The pain in David’s arm sharpened. But
wonder still covered the pain.

“S-save?”” He turned the word over. “Kill—
to save?r D-don’t talk nonsense!"”

“It’s not nonsense,” Pierre said evenly. “To

save you from the form—the wolf’s form: from
the very devil himself, David.”

Suddenly horrified, Piere stepped forward.
He touched David.

“David!  Don’t you remember, David?”
The frantic quality of his voice "increased.
“Don’t vou remember?

Angrily. suspiciously, David shook him off.
his voice rasping.

“I don’t know
Are vou mad?”

Still clutching his arm, David bent over
Sara. “Darling. darling. You can’t dic! Speak
to me. darling.”” His tormented words [aded.
“But darling.” he sobbed, “vou can’t leave
me!”

Pierre turned away. He walked toward the
canyon. He walked blindly. David stood up.
watching Pierre’s stumbling retreat. And in
that moment he understood. . He turned,
looked down again at the still form.

“He had to do it. Sara. He had to do it.”

Picrre kept on walking. stumbling through
the snow. And about him the curtain of the
irrationality of the past wecks fell away and.
he saw the vista of the future revealed for
what it was. With each step that he placed
upon the snow he knew that the footprint
would be tollowed and would support what-
ever story David chose. But had he not al-
ready known that in his hecartr

He¢ emerged from the southern mouth of
the canyon. There was still Manning. he
thought. There was still Dr. Hardt. And
then he knew there weren’'t. The lamp of cold
reason was lighted. and he knew of no human
bond that could stand the test he might ap-
ply.

David’s words echoed and re-echoed. They
became a damning refrain:

’

what vou're talking about.

“We were just out walking—walking along
the path.”

One loot. then the other: one bootprint,
then another. They'd have ballistics experts.
They'd match the bullets with the gun. They'd
find his fingerprints on the trigger. They
would make casts of the bootprints. They
would match them with his boots. . . .

And there would be the chalice. with part
of its lip missing—the part he had meclted
down for bullets. ¢

But the attacks would cease! Yes. yes. The
attacks would cease. Pierre thought of that
excitedly. Still—a clever district attorney
could show there were never any beasts at
all. The beasts were Pierre. roaming the
country at night. And there would be David:

“We were just out walking. . . .”

Pierre’s body sagged. He walked more slow-
ly. And then, again, he saw the gratitude in
Sara’s eyes. [ N N |
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to get-at the real universal truths of Life,
without wasting precious moments on all such
improbabilities as science. history, archeology,
biography, invention and exploration.

To the last of this censored list these ficld
notes unfortunately belong.

In conclusion the writer wishes to admit
that he favors the Incan theory in explaining
this narrative, and the reader is warned that
this prejudice mav color these notes. However,
it has not been the writer's intention to do
violence. through anvy twisting ol fact. to the
Bolshevik theory of Prof. Demetrios Z. Demet-
riovich. the Rumanian attaché to the expedi-
tion, or to the Jovian hypothesis of our es-
teemed president. the Hon. Gilbert H. De-
Long. than whom. be it said. no man is more
tolerant of the views of others.—JAMES B.
STANDIFER. Sec. DeL. Geo. Exp., Sept. 17,
191Q.

TRANSCRIBER'S NOTE

The writer mct the DeLong Geographical
Expedition at Colon in June. 1919, on their
way to New York. His curiosity was strongly
aroused by the fact that every member of the
party. even to the twenty-four-vear-old secre-
tary of the expedition. Mr. James B. Standifer.
was completely white-headed and seemed to
be suffering [rom some nervous complaint in
the nature of a shell shock.

At that time the writer was correspondent
for the Associated Press and he naturally saw
a “storv” in the returning scientists. After
some effort and persuasion. he obtained Mr.
Standiter’s field notes and photographs. The
photographs were practicallv worthless on ac-
count of the deterioration of the films. And a
single glance through the notes showed him
that thev were not practicable “A.P.” material.
After much consideration and many discus-
sions with Mr. Standiter. the writer decided
that the only possible form in which this
strange memoranda ceuld be placed before
the public was in the guise of fiction.

Unlortunately this disguise is neither deep
nor cleverly done. The crude outline of the
actual occurrences destrovs all approach to
plot. Many ot the incidents are irrelevant.

* but the onlv condition upon which Mr. Stand-
ifer would agree to this publication at all was
that his record be given in extenso. “for the
benefit.” he stated. “of tuture and more studi-
ous generations.”

In fact. throughout the writer’s association
with him. Mr. Standiter scemed of a sour. not
to say misanthropic. disposition. His sarcasm,
which he hurls at the American fiction-reading
public in his prefatory note. is based entirely,
the writer believes, on the fact that Standifer
wrotc a book of travel called “Reindeer in
Jceland.” which he published at his own ex-

pense and which entirely failed to sell. That,
no doubt. is enough to acidulate the sweetest
disposition. but in a way it goes to prove that
Mr. Standifer’s notes on the Peruvian expedi-
tion are a painstaking and literal setting forth
ol genuine experiences. for a perusal ot “Rein-
deer in Iccland.” which the writer purchased
from Mr. Standifer for fifty-three cents, shows
its author has absolutely no imagination what-
cver.

It is bardly worth while to add that the ex-
planatory note appended to this narrative by
that distinguished scholar and author, the
Right Honorable Gilbert H. Del.ong. has not
been touched by this pen.—T.S.. Sept. 27, 1919.

Chapter One

EXOR IGNACIO RAMADA. prefect of

the department ol Avacucho. tapped his

red lips under his mustache to discour-
age an overpowering vawn. It was mid siesta.
high noon. He had been routed out of pro-
found slumber by his chnlo—boy—and present-
ed with a long impressive document with a
red seal. Now he stood in the Salle des Armes
of the governor's mansion. holding in his hand
the letter of introduction trom the presidente
of the Lima Sociedad de Geografico. very much
impressed even amid his slecpiness by the red
scal of the sociedad and bv the creaking new
equipment of his callers.

“How. senores. can I assist in such a glorious
undertaking®"’ he inquired in Spanish.

“We need guides,” explained Prof. Demetri-
ovich. who was the linguist of the party.

“Where does your journey carry you, cabal-
leros?” inquired the official. cracking the parch-
ment in his hand.

“To the region beyond the Mantaro. called
the Vallev of the Rio Infiernillo.”

Senor Ramada came out ol his slecpiness
with a sort of start.

“Not”

“Yes.”

The pretect looked at his guests.

“Seniores. 'no one goes there.”

Pethwick. the engincer, smiled.

“I{ the region were quite well known, Seior
Ramada. it would hold little attraction for a
geographical exploration party.”

“Well—that's true.” agreed the prefect alter
a moment's thought, “but it will be quite dith-
cult to get a guide for that place: in fact—"
here he swept his visitors with a charming
smile—"the better a man knows that region,
the farther he keeps awayv from it. Seriously,
gentlemen, why not explore some more hos-
pitable locality, where one can find a comfort-
able inn at night and procure relays of llamas
when necessary for your baggage?”
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Pethwick smiled friendlily.

“We did think ol exploring the suburbs of
Lima, but the strect service was so bad—"

“Do vou read novels?” inquired Standiler.
the voung sccretary of the expedition.

“Why—yes.” admitted the prefect. taken
aback: “I am fond ol Cisncros. Lavelle. Ares:
tegui="

The sccretary pressed his lips together. nod-
ded disdainfully and without further remark
looked away through the entrance into the
diamond-like brilliance of tropical sunshine in
mountamnous reglons.,

The prefect stared. “Senior,” he said rather
sharply. “if vou do not approve my literary
taste—"

Pethwick stepped to the little Spaniard’s
side and whispered quickly:

“Overlook it. senn. overlaok it. Literature
is a tender point with him. He has lost one
hundred and fifty-four dollars and forty-seven
cents on an unprofitable literary venture. In
lact. he is a voung author.”

He nodded confidentially at the prefect.

The official. with Latin delicacy. nodded
back and patted Pethwick’s arm to show that
all was again well. Pethwick then said aloud—

“So we shall have to trv to find our own way
into the Valle de Rio Infiernillo?”

Ramada looked worried.  Presently he
slapped his hand on a mahogany sword cabinet
that glowed warmly in the subdued light of
the salle. -

“Senores!” he cried. rvattling the letter of in-
troduction with his left hand. “It shall never be
said that the prefect of the department of
Avacucho did not exert plenary powers to aid
in disclosing to the world the enormous riches
ol his province and his native land!”

“So we may expect somcething:”
M. Demetrivich.

“I have the power to lorce some one to go
with you.” announced Ramada dramatically.

“Who?" asked Standiler. looking around.

“Naturally my authority does not extend
over freemen.” conditioned the prefect.

“Your slaves?” inquired the sccretary.

“Sir,” announced the prefect. “wherever the
Peruvian banner waves. Freedom smiles!”

“What at¢” inquired the literal sccretary.

As the governor wis about to take new of-
fense the old Rumanian hastily inquired—

“Who do we get. Senor Ramada?”

“Senores, a garroting has been widely and
1 believe successfully advertised to take place
on the fifth of August. Il 1 may say it, cabal-
leros, my political carcer dcpends in great
measure on meeting fully and completely the
thrills offered by my prospectuscs. The execu-
tions will be followed by a bullfight. It was.
gentlemen, if 1 may say it. it was to be the

inquired

turning-point of my political career. upon the
prestige of which I meant to make my race
for the presidency of our republic.

“Gentlemen. a time comes in the life of
cvery statesman when he can sacrifice  his
country to his personal ambition. or his per-
sonal ambition to his country. That moment
has now come in the life of Gonzales Pizarro
Rumada. Gentlemen. I make it: Gentlemen,
I am going to remit the cxtreme penalty
placed by the cortes upon a murderer and
a highwavman and permit them to go with
vou. gentlemen. as guides into the Valle de
Rio Inficrnillo.” )

Pethwick. who had been smiling with im-
mense enjovment at this rodomontade straight-
ened his face.

“A murderer and a highwavman!”

“Charming fellows.” assured the prefect. “1
often walk down to the carcel and converse
with them. I and the padre. Such chic! Such
original ideas on the confiscation of money—
really very entertaining!™

The expedition looked at the culogist a
moment.

“Give us a minute to talk this over, Sefjor
Ramadaz"” requested M. Demetriovich.

The prelect made the accentuated bow of a
politician, adding that the republic would be
proud to furnish chains and handcufts to
guarantee that her sons did their duty in the
discharge ol a patriotic. function.

The threc gentlemen of the DeLong Geo-
graphical LExpedition spent an anxious five
minutes in debate.

Presently Pethwick called—

“Scnor Ramada. are you absolutely sure that
we can not procure guides who are less-ques-
tionable lor this journey:”

“Gentlemen. to be {rank.” said the prefect,
who had also been studying over the matter,
“l doubt very much whether either Cesare
Ruano or Pablo Pasca would be willing to ac-
company you under those terms. I can not
force them. The law prohibits any unusual or
cruel infliction of the death penalty and to
send them to the valley of the Rio Infiernillo
would fall under that prohibition.”

The lour men stood meditating in the Salle
des Armes. Protessor Demetriovich stirred.

“Let's go have a talk with them.” he sug-
gested.

ONTRARY to Ramada’s fears. Cesare
Ruano, the man-killer, and Pablo Pasco,
the road-agent, proved willing to escort the
party to the Rio Infiernillo. So on the follow-
ing day the expedition set forth with the legs
ol the convicts chained under their mules’

bellies.
Ayacucho turned out en masse to watch
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the departure of so distinguished a cavalcade,
and it might as well be admitted at once that
none of the adventurers made so brave a show-
ing or saluted the villagers with more graceful
bows than did Cesare Ruano or Pablo Pasca.
In fact, they divided the plaudits of the crowd
about equally with the prefect, who kept mur-
muring to Pethwick—

“Not a bad stroke. Senor Pethwick, not a
bad stroke.”

The legs ot the convicts were chained, nat-
urally, to prevent any sudden leave-taking.
but the plan held disadvantages. When one of
the llama-packs became loosened. either the
scientists had to bungle the job themselves or
take the leg-cuffs off their prisoners and allow
them to dismount and do it for them This
entailed cndless unchaining and chaining.
which quickly grew monotonous and at length
was abandoned after the geographers had ex-
acted a solemn pledge of the two cutthroats
not to run awav. That much of the contract
the guides kept to the letter. They never did
run away, although the company lost them.

M. Demetriovich retained the manacles on
the horn of his saddle. where. he told Peth-
wick, he hoped their jingle would have good
moral cffect.

Oddlv enough both the convicts were en-
tirely innocent of the charges preferred against
them, upon which they were convicted and
so nearly executed.

Pablo Pasca told the whole circumstance to
Pethwick. He. Pablo. did meet an old man
one freezing July night in a mountain pass
on the road to Avacucho. Thev stopped and
held some converse and Pablo had borrowed
from him two hundred and forty-seven sols.
Then what did this ingrate of a creditor do
but beat his head against a trec. break an
arm. go before a magistrado and charge Pasca
with highway robbery.

Pablo’s black eves flashed as he related the
incident. He had been amazed at such cal
umny, which he could not disprove. The jury
believed the old wretch and sentenced Pablo
to the garrote. :

However, the One Who Ruled the Earth
knew the truth. and Pasca praved every night
that he should not have his spinal cord
snapped on such an unjust charge. So the
One Who Ruled sent this society of fine gentle-
men and scholars to fraternize with Pablo and
to lift him to an exalted station. So he, Pablo
supposed now all the neighbors saw that his
oath, as strange as it sounded. was true to
the last jot and tittle. The padre in his visits
to the carcel had taught Pablo a little verse

which he should never forget—“Seest thou a

man diligent in his profession—he shall sit
before kings.”

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

Cesare Ruano did not go so much into de-
tail as did his fellow guide and friend, but
he told Pethwick that the crime for which he
was sentenced to the garrote was trivial and
with a shrug of his shoulders he let it go at
that.

The trivial affair. however, had left a num-
ber of marks on Ruano’s person, all of which
the Ayacucho police had tabulated. A copy of
this table was given M. Demetriovich in order
that he might advertize for Cesare in case he
should desert.

Pethwick read the inventory. It ran:

Cesare Ruano, a cholo, 27 years, reddish
yellow, height 5 ft. 7 in.,, weight 84 kilos
(189 1bs.), muscular, broad face, prominent
cheekbones, straight nose with wide nostrils,
very white teeth, handsome. Scars: from
right eyebrow through the right cheek to
lobe of ear; from left side of neck to middle
of chestbone; horizontal scar from nipple to
nipple; rifle or pistol wound in right leg, two
inckes above knee; three buckshot in back,
one in left buttock; little toe on left foot
missing. Disposition: uncommunicative, but
of pleasant address and cheerful until irri-
tated. A very handy man. Note: In case of
arrest, officers are advised to shoot before
accosting Ruano.

On the first few nights the travelers found
lodgings at little mountain inns, whose red:
peaked roofs of tiles were pulled down like
caps over tiny: eve-like windows. The tunnel- .
like entrance to such a hostelry always looked
like a black mouth squared in horror at some-
thing it saw across the mountains. -

This was much the same expression that the
proprietor and guests wore when they learned
the travelers were hound for the Rio Infier-
nillo.

Pablo Pasca alwavs broke the news of their
destination in rather dramatic stvle to the
gamesters and hangers-on with which these
centers of mountain life were crowded.

“Senores,” he would harangue, “you see be-
fore you a man sentenced to death; but be-
cause no garrote could affect his throat, so
hard has it become from drinking gin, the pre-
fect decided to send him on a journey to the
Rio Infiernillo! Let us drink to our good for-
tune!”

This announcement usually brought roars
of applause and laughter. Once a roisterer
shouted—

“But your companions; what caused them
to be sent?”

And Pablo answered them with a droll ges-
ture—

“One is a murderer; the rest are Americans!”

It made a great hit. The crowd invited
Pablo to share its brandy.
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OWEVER, after these introductions the

landlord would presently stop laughing
and after some questions invariably warned
the scientists against their “mad undertaking.”
On two such occasions the proprietor became
so earnest and excited that he begged the
senores to walk out with him up the moun-
tain-side to sec for themselves the terrors that
confronted them.

Pethwick ncver forgot his first glimpse of
the mystery that colored his thoughts and
dreams for the remainder of his life.

The night was clear but moonless. The
party climbed uncertainly in darkness up a
scarp of boulders and spurs of primitive rock.
The landlord picked his way toward a clump
of calisava trees silhouetted against the sky.
The chill air was shot with the fragrance of
mountain violets. The climbers lent each other
hands until the landlord reached a protruding
root and then cverybody scrambled up.

Pethwick dropped down breathless at the
foot of the tree. his heart beating heavily. for
he was unaccustomed to the altitude. At first
he was faintly amused ac his host’s promise ol
a portent. but this imusement vanished pres-
ently amid the solemnity of night and the
mountains.

The very stars above him wore the strange
aspect of the Southern constellations. Against
their glimmer the Andes heaved mighty shoul-
ders. Peak bevond peak. thev stood in cold
blackness. made more chill and mysterious by
the pallor of snow fields.

The whole group shivered in silence for
several minutes. At last M. Demetriovich
asked with a shake in his Spanish—

“Well. amigo. what is there to sce?”’

“Wait.” begged the landlord.

At that moment a star shot far out against
the blackness.

“Alla!’" gasped the Peruvian.

Pethwick shivered and grinned. He
brought them up to see a shooting star.

“But wait!” begged the host, sensing the
engincer's mirth.

Almost at once from where the stav seemed
to strike arose a flaint glowing haze as in-
definite as the Milky Wav. It must have been
miles distant. [n front of it two or three mas-
sifs were outlined and others. farther awav.
were dimly truncated by its radiance.

The huesped drew a long breath.

“Now there lies the Rio Infiernillo.” he
chattered. ‘It is a land from which no man
returns alive. I have known many men to go,
seinores, thinking surely there must be great
treasure where so much danger lay—and there
may be, seiiores. No man can say. Every man
has his opinion about the matter. I will tell
frankly what mine is—"

had

He paused. evidently waiting for some one
to urge his opinion.

Instead. Standifer spoke up—

“My opinion is it's a meteor and a phos-
phorescent display which sometimes follows.”

The landlord laughed through the dark-
ness with immense scorn of such a puerile
opinion,

“What is vours:” inquired Pethwick.

“Seiniores.” decfined the tavern-keeper sol-
cmnly, “that stream is called the Rio Infier-
nillo for a very good rcason. For there every
night comes the devil to dig gold to corrupt
the priests and—and. ol course. the Protestants,
too.” he added charitably. “But he can never
do it. seiiores. Let him dig till he scoops down
the mountains and reaches his own country,
which is the source of the Rio Infiernillo—he
will never do it!”

“Has anvone cver seen where he has dug?”
asked Pethwick. amused again.

N senor.”

“In the vallev?

“Precisamente. senor.”

“I thought vou said no one ever went over
there and got back alive.” observed Pethwick
carelesslv.

Asslight puuse: then the landlord explained.

“T'his man only lived a few minutes after
he fell into my door. I saw him. His hair was
white. He was burned. T heard his last words.
No one clse heard him.”

This was uttered with such solemnity that
Pethwick never knew whether it was an ac-
count of some weird tragedy of the mountains
or whether it was cut out of whole cloth.

That night alter Pethwick had gone to bed
in the upper story of the hostelry. while the
laughing and drinking flowed steadily below,
it occurred to him that it was odd. after all,
that the landlord should have led them on
such a clamber to-see a shooting star and a
hasze—and the two phenomena should have
occurred so promptly.

v

On the following night another landlord
led them out on the same mission and showed
them the same set of wonders. His explana.
tion was even more fantastic than the first.

Before the party retired that second night,
Pethwick asked of M. Demetriovich—

“Professor, what is the probability that two
meteors should perform the same evolutions
in the same quarter of the sky and apparently
strike in about the same place on two nights
in succession?”

“I'd thought of that problem,” returned the
savant, yawning. “In fact, 1 have set down
some tentative figures on the subject.” Here
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he referred to a little note-book. “It is roughly
one chance in two million.”

“Small.” obscrved Pethwick.

“That was for the stars alone. For two
stars to fall in the same region, each time
followed by a phasphorescence. diminishes
the probability to one chance in eight trillion.”

Pethwick whistled softly. :

“In fact, it was not a meteorite we saw,”
concluded the prolessor, crawling into bed.

Chapter Two

ABLO PASCA shouted something from
perhaps a hundred vards up the trail.
He was hidden from the string of toiling

riders by a fold in the precipice. Pethwick

looked -ahead and saw two vultures launch
themselves out over the abyss. One swung
back down the face of the mountain and
passed within fortv leet ol the party, its feath
ers whistling, its bald. whitish head turning
for a look at the intruders and its odor mo-
mentarilv tainting the cold wind.

A moment later the engincer saw the two
guides had dismounted and their mules were
snorting and jerking on the very edge of the
precipice. The men themselves were staring
at something and Pasca seemed almost as
panic-stricken as the animals. The unquietness
spread rapidly down the string ol baggage-
carriers.

Pethwick slid off his mount and hurried [or-
ward. slipping inside the llamas and mules.
e came out by the side of Pablo to a queer,
not to say gruesome sight,

In the air circled eight or ten vultures. They-

had been frightened from a row of skeletons,
which evidently were articulated on wires and
iron rods and stood before the travelers in
the awkward postures such objects assume.
Among the things Pethwick recognized the
whitened {rames of a snake, condor, sheep,
vicuna. puma. monkeyv and at the end, stand-
ing upright, the bones of a man.

The specimens  were  accurately  spaced
around the end of the trail. The skulls grinned
fixedly at the Del.ong Geographical Expedi-
tion. In the gusty wind the arm of the man
swung and beat against his thigh bone in
a grotesque travesty ol mirth.

Something touched Pethwick trom behind.
He turned with a shudder and saw Standifer.
‘The secretary ol the expedition looked at the
assemblage for a moment, then drew out his
note-book and pen, gave the pen a fillip to
start a How of ink and methodically jotted
down the list before him. When he had fin-
ished he glanced up inquiringly as he re-
screwed the top on his writing instrument.

“Don’t suppose anyone is moving a museum,
eh, Pethwick?”

“No,” said the engineer, studying the fig-
ures.

“You don’t think so?” surprised.

“Certainly not!”

“Huh!" Standifer drew forth his book again.
“Makes a sort of little mystery of it, doesn't
e

And he jotted this fact down.

Prof. Demetrivich joined his companions as
the secretary made his observation on the prob-
able source of the objects before them.

“Standifer’s hypothesis is not as bad as it
sounds. Pethwick,” observed the savant.

“You don't mean these really belong to
some scientist?”’ cried the engineer.

“I think their arrangement proves it.”

The engineer looked at the professor curi-
ously.

“These skeletons are arranged in the order
of their evolutionary devclopment.”

A glance showed this to be the case and it
rather surprised Pethwick.

“Does that hold any significance?”

M. Demetriovich walked over to the frame
ol the puma and shook it slightly as he in-
spected it.

“It would suggest a scientist arranged these
specimens. A savage or a rustic would have
been more likely to have strung them out ac-
cording to size. or else he would have mixed
them higgledv-piggledy, and the probability

- that he would have hit on their evolutionary

order would have been remote indeed.” The
professor gave the puma’s bones another shake.
“Besides that. this articulation is very cleverly
donc—too cleverly for unpractised hands.”

“But why should a scientist leave his speci-
mens out like this?” demanded the engineer
in amazement. :

“To begin with, this seems to be the end of
the trail—the shipping-point, so to speak. and
for the further reason that water boils at a
very low temperature at this altitude.”

As the professor’s fingers had touched somne
particles of flesh still adhering to the puma’s
vertebrae. he stepped across into a little patch
of snow, stooped and washed his hands in it

His two companions stared at him.

“Water boiling at a low temperature—alti-
tude—what's that got to do with it?" interro-
gated the enginecr.

The scientist smiled.

“I thought you would see that. If boiling
water is too cool to clean the bones properly,
here are some very trustworthy assistants above
us.”

M. Demetriovich indicated the vultures still
circling overhead.

The secretary, who had been scribbling rap-
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book. As he did so, he remarked to Cesare:

“These entries are made, not because I lack
intelligence. as you seem to think, but because
1 am the othcial secrctary of this expedition:
besides I am an author. I wrote a book called
“Reindcer in Iceland.”

A fit of coughing scized Pethwick.

“l meant nothing by what 1 said, Secior
Standifer,” explained Ruano, “except to
hearten this rabbit. Think nothing of it.”” He
turned to the crowd as a whole. “We will never
get the mules and llamas past the skeletons,
so we will have to remove the skcletons past
the mules and llamas.”

This plan recommended itself to the whole
party and everybody sct to work. The men
lugged the things past the trembling animals
and finally lined them up behind the caval-
cade. They placed the human frame at the
head of the troop, just as they had found it.

As Pethwick rode away he looked back at
it. There it stood representing the summit
of creation, the masterpicce of life. It rattled
its phalanges against its femur and grinned
a long-toothed grin at the vast joke of cxist-
ence—an evolutionary climb of a hundred mil-
lion years, a day or two of sunshine, a night
or two ol slecp, a little stirring, and a- little
looking around, and—poof! back it was where
it had started a hundred million ycars ago.
No wonder skeletons grin.

N THE forward journcy it transpired that
Cesare Ruano had obtained a sort of
moral ascendency over the whole party.

He certainly had sct the crowd straight
about the skeletons. They had tried for an hour
to decide where they came from and in half a
dozen words Cesare proved to them they knew
nothing about the matter whatsoever.

Another thing that gave Cesare prestige was
his abrupt quclling of Pasca’s desertion. With-
out Cesarc the Zambo would have escaped.
None ol the scientists would have acted in
time to stop his headlong flight.

Civilization had the unfortunate effect of
slowing up men’s mental operations in emer-
gendics. Indecd, civilization places such a pre-
mium on loresight that a civilized man lacks
ability to live from instant to instant. The
ordinary American lives usually in next month
or next ycar, but he is rarely at home in the
“now” and “here.”

This quality of concentration on the fu-
ture is a splendid thing for developing inven-
tions, building great businesses, painting
great pictures, writing novels and philosophies,
but it works badly indeed for guarding con-
victs, who invariably bolt in the present tense.

Cesare uscd his new .authority to possess
himself of a rifle. ’
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“We don’t know just who shot that skele-
ton,” he explained very simply to M. Demet-
riovich, “and we don’t know how many more
skclctons the fellow may want. I prefer to
kecp mine. ... Now I have observed that you
senores never glance about when you travel,
but look straight into your mules’ ears and
think of many great things, no doubt. But this
fellow could collect your skeletons very casily.
So I will take a rifle and ride before and
shoot whoever it is before he shoots us.”

Ruano chose Standifer’s rifle for this task.
The secretary was glad of it, for the weapon
had been chafing his leg ever since the party
left Ayacucho. :

The immediate declivity leading into the
valley of the Rio Infiernillo was a field of
boulders ranging in size from a man’s head to
a house. Far below them the tree-line was
marked by some small trees that had been tor-
tured by the wind into the grotesque shapes
worked out by the Japancse in their dwarf
trees. Here and there” patches of snow dis-
guised their precarious [ooting into white pit-
falls.

The mules crept downward, exploring ev-
ery step of the way with their little hoofs,
then easing their weight forward. It made a
very swaying, chafing ride. Pethwick’s pom-
mel worked against his stomach until he felt
he had been sitting down a week, wrong side
first.

After an endless jostle it secemed to the en-
gineer that he was not descending in the
slightest, but was being shaken back and forth,
sticking in one place amid the cyclopean
scenery. When he looked back, the endless
boulder-field slanted toward the sky; when he
looked down, it seemed as [ar as ever into
the black and sinister valley where the river
wound like an adder. .

He looked to reaching the tree-line with a
hope it would bring him reliel from the mo-
notony. It did not. His saddle chafed, his
mule sagged and swayed. His Icllow scientists
did as he was doing, squirmed about on the
torturing saddle-horns. 'The sameness drove
his mind in on itself. He began as Cesare had
said, “to stare into his mule’s cars and think.” -

He wondcered about the skelctons. He won-
dered what “‘trivial” thing Cesare had done
to get sentenced to the garrote. He wondered
what that shooting star and the phosphorescent
mist could have been. Then he wondered
about the skeletons again . . . about Cesare . . .

A rifiesshot that sounded like a mere snap
in the thin mountain air disturbed his reflec-
tions. He looked up and saw a faint wisp of
vapor float out of the .30-30 in Cesare’s hands.
The engineer glanced about anxiously to see
if the murderer had shot any of his compan-
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“Chlorophyll is a substance none but a
chemist could, or rather would, procure. It
serves no commercial purpose. Therefore it
must be used experimentally.”

“Why would a chemist want to experiment
in this forsaken place?”

Standifer put in a question—

“Then you think Cesare shot a hole in a
canister of chlorophyll solution?”

“When a man has a choice of improbabili-
ties, all he can do is to choose the least im-
probable,” explained M. Demetriovich friendl-
ily.

“I wonder what Cesare would say about
it?" speculated Pethwick.

“The green trail also suggests my theory,”
proceeded Prof. Demetriovich. “When Ruano
shot the man behind the boulder. his victim
evidently did not know that his can of solu-
tion had been punctured, for he sat hidden
for perhaps a minute while his container
leaked a large pool just behind the rock.
When Cesare charged, the fellow fled, losing
small quantities as the liquid splashed out.
At last the man observed the puncture and
turned the can over, and there the trail
ended.”

M. Demetriovich pushed his coffee cup to-
ward Pablo without interrupting his deduc-
tions.

“I should say Cesare's bullet entered the
can about an inch below the level of the
liquid. That would explain why a continu-
ous trail did not mark the fugitive.”

“But why should one scientist be ambush-
ing civilized men in a heaven-forsaken place
like this!” cried Standifer in slightly super-
cilious tones. “And why should he carry a
canister of chlorophyll around with him?"”

Pethwick tapped the table with his fingers.

“It’s unlair to demand the fellow’s occu-
pation, race, color and previous condition of
servitude,” he objected. Then. after a mo-
ment: “I wish we could find Ruano-"

M. Demetriovich stirred his coffce and
looked into it without drinking. a Latin habit
he had formed in the Rumanian cafés.

“If I may be so bold. seiiores.” put in Pablo
Pasca, “a scientist—a lone scientist would go
crazy in a place like this.”

This remark, while as improbable as the
" other guesses. nevertheless spread its sugges-
tion of tragedy over the situation.

“Nobody knows the action of ghlorophyll
exactly,” brooded M. Demetriovich. “Some-
how it crystallizes the energy in sunlight. If
some man had developed a method to bottle
the sun’s energy directly, he would probably
pursue his investigations in the tropics—"

“And he might desire secrecy,” added Peth-
wick, “so much so that he would even—"
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“You mean he would murder Cesare?”
finished Standifer.

“A certain type of scientific mind might
do that, gentlemen,” agreed M. Demetrio-
vich gravely.

“What sort, professor?”

“There are only a few countries in the
world capable of producing a chemist who
could experiment with chlorophyll and sun-
light—"

The diners looked at the old scientist ex-
pectantly.

“Of course, I know only one country whose
national creed is ruthlessness, only one whose
chemists would kill an Indian on the bare
possibility that the Indian might divulge his
secret process—or his political affiliations.”

“You mean he could be a German royal-
ist>"” queried Pethwick.

“If the Germans could synthesize the sun’s
energy and thus transform it directly into
food. they would certainly be in a position to
bid again for world dominion,” stated M.
Demetriovich positively. “It would annul a
blockade of the seas. It would render un-
necessary millions of men working in the
fields and put them on the battlefront.”

“But that’s fantastic. professor!” cried
Pethwick. "“That's getting outside of proba-
bility.”

“The green splotches themselves are out-
side of probability, Mr. Pethwick,” stated the
old savant gravcly, “but they are here never-
theless.”

“The moon is rising,” observed Standifer
casually.

The ‘secretary’s silly and trivial breaks in
the conversation irritated Pethwick. He
turned and said—

“Well, that doesn’t
you?"’

“Oh, no.” said Standifer, taking the rather
tart remark in good faith. “I like to watch
the moon rise. If I may say. all my best
literary ideas are evolved under the moon-
light.”

“Trot on out and see if you can’t think
up something good,” suggested the engineer.

Standiler caught this sarcasm, flushed
slightly but did get up and walk out through
the tent entrance. A moment later the two
men followed him, leaving the things to
Pablo.

bother me, does it

HE rising moon centered their attention
with the first glint of its disk between
two peaks far down the valley. The Ilast
bronze of twilight lingered in the west. The
men shivered with the chill of the coming
night.
Despite Pethwick’s jibe at the poetical in-
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Then he repeated in a lower tone, “America
—Rumania—Peru—very pretty names but un-
scientific.” .

By this time Mr. Three's remarkable feat
of calling the men’s names and then calling
the countries of their birth drove it in on the
explorers that they had encountered an amaz-
ing man indeed.

“Do you read our thoughts before we
speak?” cried Standifer.

Mr. Three nodded easily.

“Certainly; without that all study -of the
lower animals would be a mere cataloging of
actions and habits.”

Pethwick wondered if the fellow meant a
very delicate insult to begin talking about the
study of “lower animals” so promptly when
the conversation naturally turned on himself
and his companions. He said nothing, but Mr.
Threc smiled.

But M. Demetriovich was utterly charmed
with the vistas of investigation the man's
suggestion opened to him.

“Why, that would be wonderful, would it
not!” he cried.

“Certainly, without mind-reading compar-
ative psychology is impossible.”

“We have professional mind-readers,” cried
M. Demetriovich with enthusiasm. “I wonder
why the psychologists have never thought to
have onc try to read the minds—say of the
higher simians!”

Mr. Three scemed to find all this conversa-
tion funny, for he laughed again. But his
words werc quite serious.

“Besides, this ‘mentage,” as we call mind-
reading, enables one to converse with every
other creature, just as I am talking to you. I
take your language forms right out of your
own minds and use them. If the creature has
no language at all, you still receive its
impressions.”

Y THIS time even Pethwick, who disliked

the fellow almost to the point of hatred,
realized that thc stranger was wonderful in-
deed. The engincer decided Mr. Three came
from some unknown country, which. he re-
luctantly admitted to himself. sccmed to be
more highly cultured than England or Ameri-
ca. So, by accepting these facts, Pethwick, in
a way, prepared himself not to be surprised
at anything.

“Do all your countrymen understand
‘mentage’ or mind-language?” inquired the
engineer.

“It is our national mode of communication.
I observe you move your hands when you talk
—gestures, you call it. In One, we speak a
word now and then to accent our thoughts—
verbal gestures. Some of our population, we

are nervous, sometimes speak several words,
or even complete sentences. Often it is an
affectation, unless, of course,” he added polite-
ly as if to exempt his companions, “their
minds are not strong enough to converse
without words.

“On the other hand, a few well-placed
words make speeches, and especially orations,
very impressive. Still, some of our greatest
orators never utter a sound. But I.consider
this too much repression, in f{act rather an
academic thing to do. What you would call a
—a—a highbrow. Thank you, Mr. Standifer,
for thinking me the term.”

“It would be a great saving of time,” mused
Pethwick.

“Yes, indeed; in One, a person can present
a whole thought, or a whole series of thoughts,
in a single flash of the brain, if the thinker’s
brain is sufficiently strong. It is almost
instantaneous.”

Standifer smiled blissfully.

“Think of instantaneous sermons! Let's get
to that placel”

Pethwick and the professor did not share in
Standifer’s badinage but sat amazed at this
being whose name was a number. The en-
gineer realized the (utility of all the questions
he could ask. Turn the idca about. Suppose
Mr. Three should ask Pethwick to explain
American civilization in a casual talk. Tt
would be impossible. So, it was impossible for
Mr. Three to give Pethwick much idea of the
land of One.

M. Demetriovich took up the questioning.

“Have you been using radium for a long
time in One, Mr. Three?”

“For centuries. We are in the midst of the
Radium Age. It was developed of the Alumi-
num Age. All this arose out of a prehistoric
Steel Age. a very heavy clumsy metal, I have
heard archeologists say."”

“You don’t mean your mechanical appli-
ances are made of radium?”

“No, radium is our source of power. It has
changed our mechanics from molecular energy,
such as steam and gasoline. With the aid of
radium, wec soon developed the cnormous
force that lics concentrated in the atom. This
gives my countrymen unlimited power. It can
be derived for any sort of matter, because all
matter is composed of atoms and our force
is generated through the destruction of atoms.”

All this time Mr. Three’s voice was growing
weaker and weaker until finally he said—

“You will have to excuse me from further
conversation, gentlemen; my throat is not ac-
customed to much talking.”

He tapped it with an apologetic smile. As
he did so, he glanced about and his eyes lit
on the chessboard and men which Pethwick









THE GREEN SPLOTCHES 99

Three. We are all human beings together,
even il Cesare Ruano did not have the
culture—"

The rather pointless proceedings were in-
terrupted by a burst of snorting and braying
from the corral. Pethwick hurried outside. {or
the pack-animals were really of more impor-
tance than the prisoner. The engineer got out
just in time to see Pablo go at full speed to-
ward the c¢nclosure. The Indian had a repeat-
ing rifle and no doubt teared the attack ot a
puma or a jaguar.

On Pethwick’s heels came both M. Demetri-
ovich and the white-haired secretary. The
valley was strewn with boulders big and little
and the men had difficulty in running over
broken ground. From afar off Pethwick saw
that the down-river side of the corral had been
knocked down. and all the llamas and mules
came storming out. flving down toward the
camp as il the ficnds pursued them.

Pablo fired his rifle in the air in an effort
to turn them. As he did so. the Zambo reeled
as if he had reccived a mighty but invisible
blow. Mules and llamas plunged straight past
their staggering master and for a moment
Pethwick was afraid they would run him down.

Next moment the c¢ngineer heard the sec
retary and the professor shouting at the top
of their voices. He looked around and saw the
comb of his tent on fire.

Thought of his prisoner. likely to burn up.
sent Pethwick sprinting breathless back toward
the tent. As the flames rushed over the oiled
canvas Pethwick jerked up the ground-pins of
the rear wall and shoved under.

Mr. Three still sat in the chair with arms
and legs bound to the posts. He slumped
queerly His hat dropped down on his shirt.
Half suftocated. the engincer grabbed up
chair. manucles. man and all and rushed into
the open.

Once outside. he dropped his burden and
began to slap at the fire on his own clothes.
The other men hegan to put out the fire on
Mr. Threc's garments. At their strokes the
garments collapsed.

Inside Cesare Ruano’s clothes was an empty
human skin cut off at the neck. M. Demetri-
ovich drew it out of the burning rags. It had
a cicatrice across its breast from nipple to
nipple. It had bullet wounds in legs and but-
tocks.- It tallied exactly with the police de-
scription ol the marks on the skin of Cesare
Ruano.

With colorless taces the men stood studying
this ghastly relic of the murderer in the
brilliant sunshine.

The pack-animals were just diasppearing
down the river valley. A few remaining shreds
of cloth burned where their tent once stood.

About them the sinister landscape lay empty.
Chapter Five

ROF. Demetriovich held up the grue-

some relic.

“Gentlemen.” he stated in his matter- of-
fact voice, “somebody—something has been
stalking us masked in this.”

“But why masked?” Standifer’s voice was
tanged with horror.

“He was stalking us in a human skin, ex-
actly as a hunter stalks a deer in a deer robe,”
returned M. Demetriovich.

“Then wasn’t he a human being?” gasped
the secretary.

“It was certainly the devil!” chattered Pablo
Pasca with a putty face. “The prefect told us
not to come here.”

“He knows he is a human being,” accented
Pethwick irritably, “but he doubts if we are.
Did you notice his manner? Did you observe
the supercilious. egotistical. conceited air of
evervthing he did or said?> He put us down as
Darwin’s connecting link. We are animals to
him. He puts on one of our skins to hunt us
down in. Otherwise. he was afraid we would
go scampering off from him like rabbits.”

“Then he is a fool if he thought white men
are animals.” declared Pablo angrily.

“Well. he’s not exactly a fool either,” ad-
mitted Pethwick grudgingly. “but every single
thing he said was a knock at us. I never
heard—" The engineer’s angry voice trailed off
into an angry silence.

The party stood puzzling over the extra-
ordinary tactics of the man from One. As they
buffeted the problem about in their brains. a
rabbit dashed almost under their feet bound
down the valley. They paid no attention to it.

“I'll give you my guess.” offered Pethwick.
“I still believe we have encountered one of
the ancient Incins. In Prescott’s account of
them. you notice the highest arts of civilization
mingled with the ¢rossest barbarities. A custom
of wearing an enemy’s skin may have grown
up among them, just as our North American
Indians used to take scalps. No doubt this
fellow was spving on our number. I expect
him to return soon with a band and attempt
our capture.”

“What a curious {ate for the DeLong Geo-
graphical Expedition,” mused the white-haired
young secretary.

“Still,” objected M. Demetriovich, “it might
be a Bolshevist method of spreading terror
through the world.”

“So, profcssor, you don’t believe after all he
put on Cesare’s skin to stalk us?” queried
Standifer.
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nity—and condescension. His painted face had
the faintly amused expression of a man watch-
ing the antics of, say, some pet goats.

The fellow’s body suggested to Pethwick a
ripe pear or yellow peach. His hands and feet
were disagreeably small—sure sign of ancient
and aristocratic blood. He must have slipped
right through the manacles the moment his
captors had turned their backs. In one hand
he held a small metallic rod.

Pethwick stared at the remarkable trans-
formation and finally blurted out—

“Did you break loose from the handcuffs
and set fire to our tent?”

“The fire was quite accidental,” assured the
man from One. “I did it with this focusing-rod
when I got rid of your quaint old manacles.”

“Focusing-rod,” caught up Standifer, for,
notwithstanding all he had suffered at the
hands of Mr. Three, the pride of a flattered
author and the remarkable sale of his books
left him with a kindly feeling for the fellow.

“Yes, focusing-rod.”

“What does it focus?”

“Wireless power.”

“We have transmission of wircless power in
America,” observed the professor, “but that
is certainly the most compact terminal I ever
saw. .

Mr. Three glanced at the rod in his hand.

“ON, yes, this is one of the primitive instru-
ments. I fancy this came into usc among think-
ing crecatures along with fire, the keystone of
the arch and the old-fashioned seventy-two-
mile gun. They were important additions to
human knowledge, but their discoverers and
the dates of their discovery are lost in pre-
historic eras.”

For a moment Mr. Three sat pensive in the
sunshine, his mind dwelling on that misty
time in the land of One when some un-
recorded genius found out how to focus wire-
less power with a little metal rod. No doubt
to this mysterious man the principle of the
rod appeared so simple that any rational
creature would know it.

Presently he came out of his reverie and
waved his focusing-bar down the valley.

“You men,” he directed, “will follow the
rest of the quarry down the river—everything
must go!”

For a moment the scientists stared at him,
not understanding.

“What is it?” inquired Standifer.

“Follow the quarry down the valley and be
quick about it.” snapped the yellow man.

An indignant fush swept over Pethwick.

“You must have gone crazy, Three. We'll do
as we please.”

“Why should we go?” inquired M. Demetri-
ovich with his academic suavity.

Mr. Three tapped impatiently with his rod
on the boulder.

“So our commander aan select specimens to
carry to One,” he explained briefly.

“Oh, I see,” cried Pethwick, somewhat mol-
lified. “He wants us to help him select the
animals, as we are naturalists.”

For once in their intercourse Mr. Three
showed genuine surprise. He sprang to his
feet and stared at them.

“You help him select! You!" The gnome
broke into the most insulting of laughter.
“You bunch of idiots, he is going to select one
of you as a specimen to carry to One!” Here
he threw off his brief tolerance of opposition
and shouted, “Forward, march! I don’t want
to have to use force!”

For a moment the men stood almost para-
lyzed with amazement. Mr. Three evidently
read their mental state, for he put a hand over
his mouth to conceal his grin and maintain
his air of grim authority.

Pethwick first organized active resistance.
Pablo Pasca still stood with his rifle at ready.
Pethwick whispered sharply to the Indian—

“Get him!”

Almost by reflex action, the Zambo swung
his rifle on Mr. Three and fired.

At the same moment Pablo staggered back-
ward as if he had received a powerful blow
out of the air. His rifle clattered to the stones.
At the same instant Pethwick felt a sensation
like a strong clectric shock. Standifer grunted
and clapped a hand to his already wounded
leg. -

At this act of war the party ol scientists
threw themselves flat behind boulders. Peth-
wick adjusted his rifle with hands shaking
from his shock and then peered around his
sfelter for a glimpse of Mr. Three. He saw
the yellow man still standing on the boulder.
The engineer-eased his rifle around unsteadily.
The bead of the gun wavered about the big
painted head. With a determined effort the
engincer scttled it on his target. He was just
squeczing the trigger when tingling knots
rushed through his arms, legs and body, stif-
fening them, Hashing fire in his brain, beating
him with a thousand prickly hammers. It was
an clectric shock. He flattened under it,
squirming and twisting.

The moment his thoughts ol opposition
vanished in pain the shock ceased.

All three white men and the Indian lay
motionless. The only sound Pethwick could
hear was an occasional groan from Standifer
and the faint patter of passing animals.

A ray of sardonic amusement fluttered
through the engineer’s dizzy brain—the De-
Long Geographical Expedition as a curious
species of lower animals;
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MOVEMENT bchind the white men
caused them to look around. A file of

How soldiers was moving toward the dirig-
ible, coming from the dircction of their
burned camp up the valley. These men bore
the mounted skeletons which the DeLong Ge-
ographical Expedition had observed when they
first entered the strange valley of the Rio
Inficrnillo.

The removal of these objects suggested to
Pethwick that the men from One and their
superdirigible would soon sail from the valley.
A great curiosity to sce the departure seized
the engineer. He looked for the big driving
propellers which he thought must draw the
ship, but he could seg none.

At that moment f[our soldiers with a large
metal cage approached the Del.ong Geograph-
ical party. At the same time. on one of the
upper rounds of the airship, some seventy-five
feet above the base, appeared a yellow man
with a peculiar scintillating star fixed to his
big yellow head. This personage looked di-
rectly toward the explorers but said nothing.

When he looked Mr. Three drew himself
up and saluted in military fashion.

Then evidently for the benefit of his cap-
tors. Mr. Three answered aloud the mental
questions which his superior must have put
to him. Here are the words of the one-sided
conversation:

“Yes, sir.”

“No. sir.”

“Ordinary ruby-blooded animals. sir, with
intelligence somewhat higher than monkeys,
sir.”’

“They complicate their simple thoughts ex-
actly as monkeys do. sir—by chattering.”

“They are absolutely insensible to all men-
tal vibrations. sir. more completcly so than
the four-legged animals.”

“I would suggest you take all five. They
will prove very amusing, sir, in the national
zoo. Their attempts to deceive each other
and to deceive even me, sir, are as good as
a farce. I believe you will find them much
more humorous than chimpanzees or the ordi-
nary monkeys, sir.”

“Sorry you can’t. In that case I suggest we
take the brown one. His color is the ncarest
human. Then, too, he has the best physique.
None of them have any minds to spcak of.”

“Very well, sir.”

Here Mr. Three saluted stiffly and directed
the four workmen with the cage toward Pablo
Pasca.

As the laborers lowered their cage and
started for the half-breed Pablo’s eyes almost
started from his head. He whirled to run but
seemed to realize the hopelessness of trying
to escape from the amazing agility of the

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

men from Onc. Next moment he whipped
out a knife and dashed into the midst of
his assailants, slashing and stabbing like one
possessed.

But the soldiers of One had feline agility.
They dodged. whipped under his blows like
game-cocks. One leaped straight over the heads
of his comrades and landed headlong on
the Zambo. It was an unfortunate leap. Pab-
lo’s blade caught him in the shoulder and a
dark liquid squirted out.

In the instant of withdrawing the blade,
the yellow men scized the hall-breed’s arms
and legs. They went down with the Zambo in
a struggling pile. Pablo kicked. bit, twisted
his knife with a wrist movement, trying to
cut something. But the yellow men worked
swiftly and methodically.

“Quick!” commanded Mr. Three. “We must
start in four minutes!” Then, in answer to
some question the yellow soldiers thought to
him, “I can’t use my f{ocusing-rod. Jt might
destroy what little mind he has.”

A moment later the little yellow men got
to their feet with the cx-thiel hanging between
them by his legs and arms. The poor fellow
turned an agonized face to Pethwick.

“Senor! Senor!”” he scrcamed. “‘Save me!
Save poor Pablo! Oh. Holy Mary! Sacred
Mother! Senor. Seior Pethwick!”

His voice rose to a screech. Blood trickled
from his nostrils. His face was white from
fear.

Pethwick stared with wide eves at the strug-
gle. The injustice of this capture for scientific
purposes thundered at the American’s heart.
Pethwick was a white man, of that race which
deals justicc among weaker men and carries
out its judgments with its life.

At Pablo’s shriek of despair something
scemed to snap in Pethwick’s head. He hesi-
tated a second, then lunged into the victorious
yellow men.

He never reached them. A wave of Hame
seemed to lap around him. Then came black-
1CsS.

HEN Pethwick revived, there were no
more yellow men in sight. The great
shining dirigible stood entirely dosed and ap-
parently lifeless. The sun was setting and
its rays filled the great charnel valley with
a bloody light. The dirigible looked like an
enormous red waterstand. In a few minutes
the lower half of the great ship was purple
in shadow while the upper half wrned a
deeper red. The silence was absolute. The
three white men stood staring at the strange
scene.
Quite suddenly from where the stern of the
dirigible nesterll on the ground there broke
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WHERE HAVE WE
BEEN ALL YOUR LIFE?

Do you mecan you've been suffering
from the agonizing symptoms of bron-
chial asthma ali these years and have
never tried Dr R. Schiffmann’s
ASTHMADOR? Asthmador's medi-
cated fumes help clear congestion,
make breathing easier—the result of a2
quality-blended formula. So try
ASTHMADOR now—powder, cigar-
ette or pipe mixture—at all drug stores.
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