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ON TI is our greatest scientist.

Which is to say that he is the

greatest in our known universe,
for we of the planet Venhez lead all
the others in every attainment and ac-
complishment, our civilization being
the oldest and most advanced.

He had called a meeting of seven of
us in his ‘‘workshop’’, as he termed
his experimental laboratory. There
came Hul Jok, the gigantic Com-
mander of the Forces of Planetary
Defense; Mor Ag, who knew all there
was to know about the types, lan-
guages and customs of the dwellers on
every one of the major planets; Vir
Dax, who could well-nigh bring the
dead to life with his strange remedies,
powders, and decoctions; Toj Qul, the
soft-spoken, keen of brain—the one
Venhezian who could ‘‘talk a bird off
a bough,”” as the sayving goes—our
Chief Diplomat of Interplanetary
Affairs; and L.an Apo, whose gift was
peculiar, in that he could unerringly
tell, when listening to any one, be that
onc Venhezian, Markhurian, or frem
far QOoranos—planet of the unex-
pected—Lan Apo could, I repeat, tell
whether that one spoke pure truth or
plain falsehood. Nay, he could even
read the truth held back, while seem-
ingly listening attentively to the lie
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put forward! A valuable man—but
uncomfortable to have about, at
times!

Lastly, there was myself, whose sole
distinction, and a very poor one, is
that I am a maker of records, a writer
of the deeds of others. Yet even such
as I have names, and I am called Hak
Iri.

Ron was excited. That was plain
to be seen in the indifferent, casual
manner he displayed. He is like that.
The rest of us were frankly curious,
all but that confounded Lan Apo. He
wore a faintly superior smile, as who
should say: ‘‘No mystery here, to
me!’’

I love that boy like a brother, but
there are times when I ardently desire
to bite him!

Ron stood before a huge dial. Now
this is not a record of his invention,
but a statement of the strange adven-
ture in which we seven figured be-
cause of the events called to our at-
tention by means of that wonderful
device, so I shall not attempt its full
description, merely saying that it was
dial-formed, with the symbols of the
major planets graven on its rim at
regular intervals, and from its center
there swung a long pointer, just then

resting at a blank space. z
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¢‘Listen,”” commanded Ron, and
swung the pointer to the symbol of
our own world.

Instantly there broke forth in
that quiet room all the sounds of
diversified life with which we Ven-
hezians are familiar. All six of us
who listened nodded comprehension.
Already our science knew the prin-
ciple, for we had long had dials that
surpassed this one, apparently; for
ours, while but attuned to our planet
alone, could, and did, record every
event, sight, or sound thereon, at any
distance, regardless of solid obstacles
intervening. But this dial—it bore
the symbols of all the inhabited
worlds. Could it—?

Ron swung the indicator to the
symbol of Markhuri, and the high-
pitched uproar that immediately as-
sailed our ears was characteristic of
that world of excitable, volatile-
natured, yet kindly people.

Planet after planet, near and far,
we contacted thus, regardless of
space, until Ron swung the pointer to
the symbol of Aerth.

And silence was the result!

oN’s look was significant. It spoke

volumes. One and all, we looked
into each other’s faces, and read
therein reflected the same anxiety, the
same apprehension which we each ex-
perienced.

That something was radically
wrong with our neighbor, everybody
already knew, for many years before
the green light of Aerth had become
perceptibly dimmer. Little attention,
however, had been paid at first, for,
by interplanetary law, each planet’s
dwellers remained at home, unless
their presence was requested else-
where. A wise idea, if one stops to
consider. And no call had come to us
nor to any other world from Aerth;
so we had put it down to some purely
natural cause with which, doubtless,
the Aerthons were perfectly capable
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of coping without outside help or
interference.

But year by year the green light
waned in the night skies until finally
it vanished utterly.

That might have been due to atmos-
pheric changes, perhaps. Life, even,
might have become extinet upon
Aerth, so that no one lived to hold
communication with anyone on any
of the other inhabited worlds of the
Planetary Chain, but it was hardly
likely, unless the catastrophe were
instantaneous; and in that case it
would needs be violent. Anything so
stupendous as that would have been
registered at once by instruments all
over the universe.

But now—this invention of Ron
Ti’s placed a remarkably serious as-
pect upon the question. For, if
Aerth still occupied its old place—
and we knew beyond doubt that it did
—then what lay behind this double
veil of silence and invisibility ?

‘What terrible menace threatened
the universe? For whatever had hap-
pened on one planet might well occur
on another. And if Aerth should
perchance be wrecked, the delicate
balance of the universe would be seri-
ously shaken, might even be thrown
out completely, and Markhuri, so near
the sun, go tumbling into blazing
ruin.

Then, horror upon horror, until
chaos and old night once more held
sway, and the unguessed purposes of
the Great Mind would be—

Oh, but such thoughts led to mad-
ness! What to do? That course
alone held fast to sanity.

‘“Well?’’ demanded Hul Jok, the
practical. ‘‘What are you going to
do about it, Ron 7’

That was Hul Jok all over! He
was Ron’s best friend and ardent ad-
mirer. He knew Ron’s scientifie
ability, and firmly believed, should
Venhez crack open, that inside of an
hour Ron Ti would have the crevice
closed tight and re-welded until in-
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spection would fail to find any traces
of the fracture! But at that, all
Venhez thought the same way about
Ron Ti’s abilities, so Hul Jok was,
after all, no better than the rest.

‘““It is matter for the Supreme
Council,’”’ replied Ron gravely. ‘I
propose that we seven obtain permis-
sion to visit Aerth in one of the great
Aethir-Torps, bearing credentials
from the council explaining why we
have trespassed, and, if it be possible,
try to ascertain if this be a thing
warranting interference or no.’’

Why record the obvious? When
such as Ron Ti and Hul Jok make
request to the Supreme Counecil, it is
from necessity, not for amusement.
And the council saw it in that aspect,
and granted them free hand.

We started as promptly as might
be.

'HE great Aethir-Torp hurtled

through space in smooth, even
flight, Hul Jok in command. And
who better fitted? Was he not our
war prince, familiar with every de-
vice known for purposes of offense
and defense? Surely he whose skilled
brain could direct whole fleets and
armies was the logical one to handle
our single craft, guide her, steer her,
and, if need arose, fight her!

With this in mind I asked him
casually yet curiously:

‘“Hul Jok, .if the Aerthons resent
our inquiry, and bid us begone, what
will you do?”’

‘““Run!’’ grinned the giant, good-
humoredly.

‘““You will not fight, should we be
attacked?’’

‘““Hum!’’ he grunted. ‘‘That will
be different! No race on any planet
may boast that they have attacked an
Aethir-Torp of Venhez with im-
punity. At least,”” he added, de-
cisively, ‘‘not while Hul Jok bears
the embiem of the Looped Cross on
his breast!”’

‘“And if it be pestilence?’’ I per-
sisted.

‘““Vir Dax would know more about
that than I,’’ he returned, shortly.

‘““And if—"" I recommenced; but
the giant released one hand from the
controls, and clamped his great thick
fingers on my shoulder, nearly crush-
ing it.

‘““If,”” he growled, ‘‘you do not
cease chattering when I am on duty,
I shall most assuredly pitch you out
through the opening of this conning
tower into space, and there you may
start on an orbit of your own as a
cunning little planet! Are you
answered ?’’

I was. But I grinned at him, for
I knew our giant; and he returned
the grin. But he was quite right.
After all, speculations are the at-
tempts of fools to forestall the future.
Better to wait, and see reality.

And as for surmises, no one could
possibly have dreamed any such
nightmare state of affairs as we found
upon our arrival.

A faint, dull, but lurid reddish
glow first apprized us that we were
drawing near our destination. It was
Aerth’s atmosphere, truly enough,
but thick, murky, almost viscous, like
a damp, soggy smolke.

So dense it was, in fact, that it be-
came necessary to slow down the
speed of our Aethir-Torp, lest the in-
tense friction set up by our passage
should melt the well-nigh infusible
plates of Berulion metal of which our
Aethir-Torp was built. And the
closer we drew to Aerth’s surface, the
slower were we obliged to proceed
from the same cause.

But finally we were gliding along
slowly, close to the actual surface;
and, oh, the picture of desolation
which met our eyes! It happened
that we had our first view where once
had stood a great city. Had stood, I
say, for now it was but tumbled heaps
of ruins, save that here and there still
loomed the shape of a huge building;
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but these, even, were in the last stages
of dilapidation, ready to fall apart at
any moment.

In fact, one such did collapse with
a dull, crashing roar, merely from
ithe vibrations sct up by the passing
of our Aethir-Torp—and we were a
wvood half-mile distant when 1t fell!

In vain we sounded our discordant
fwoular; no sign of life could we dis-
cern, and we all were straining our
cves in hopes. It was but a dead eity.
Was all Aerth thus?

Leaving behind this relic of a great
past, we came to open country. And
here the same deadly desolation pre-
vailed. Nowhere was sign of habita-
tion, nowhere was trace of animate
life, neither bird, nor animal, nor
man. Nor anywhere could we discern
cvidence of cultivation, and even of
vegetation of wild sorts was but
little to be seen. Nothing but dull,
gray-brown ground, and sad-colored
rocks, with here and there a dingy,
grayish-green shrub, stunted, dis-
torted, isolate.

WE CAME eventually to a low
range of mountains, Trocky,
gloomy, and depressing to behold. It
was while flying low over these that
we for the first time saw water since
we arrived on Aerth. In a rather
wide valley we observed a narrow
ribbon of sluggish, leaden-hued fiuid
meandering slowly along.

Ron Ti, who was then at the con-
trols, brought our craft to a success-
ful landing. This valley, especially
near the stream banks, was the most
fertile place we had thus far seen.
There grew some fairly tall trees, and
in places, clumps and thickets of
pallidly green bushes as high as Hul
Jok’s head, or even higher. But tree-
trunks and bushes alike were covered
with dull red and livid purple and
garish yellow fungi, which Vir Dax,
after one look, pronounced poisonous
to touch as well as to taste.
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And here we found life, such as it
was. I found it, and a wondrous start
the ugly thing gave me! It was in
semblance but a huge pulpy blod of a
loathly blue ecolor, in diameter over
twice Hnl Jok’s height, with a gap-
ing, triangular-shaped orifice for
mouth, in which were set scarlet
fangs; and that maw was in the
center of the bloated body: At each
corner of this mouth there glared
malignant an oval, opaque, silvery
eye.

Well it was for me that, in obedi-
ence to Hul Jok’s imperative com-
mand, I was holding my Blastar
pointing ahead of me; for as I
blundered full upon the monstrosity
it upheaved its ugly bulk—how, I do
not know, for I saw no legs nor did
it have wings—to one edge and would
have flopped down upon me, but in-
stinctively I slid forward the catch
on the tiny Blastor, and the foul
thing vanished —save for a few frag-
ments of its edges—smitten into
nothingness by the vibrations hurled
forth from that powerful little dis-
integrator.

It was the first time I had ever used
one of the terrific instruments, and I
was appalled at the instantaneous
thoroughness of its workings.

The Blastor made no noise—it
never does, nor do the big Ak-Blastors
which are the fighting weapons used
on the Aethir-Torps, when they are
discharging annihilation—but that
nauseous ugliness I bad removed gave
vent to a sort of bubbling hiss as it
returned to its original atoms; and
the others of our party hastened to
where 1 stood shaking from excite-
ment—Ilul Jok was wrong when he
said it was fear!—and they ques-
tioned me as to what I had en-
eountered.

Shortly afterward, Hul Jok found
another one and called us all to see
it, threw a rock the size of his head at
it, hit it fairly in the center of its
mouth; and the rock vanished inside
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and was apparently appreciated, for
the nightmare quivered slightly,
rippled a bit, and lay still. Hul Jok
tried it with another rock, but had
the mischance to hit his little pet in
the eye—and seven Blastors sent that
livid horror to whatever limbo had
first spawned it! And it was above
our heads in air, hurtling downward
upon us when we blew it apart!
Lightning scarcely moves swifter!
Even Hul Jok was satisfied there-
after, when encountering one, to con-
fine his caresses to pointing his
Blastor and pressing the release stud,
instead of trying to play games with
it.

But that was, after all, the sole
type of life we found in that valley,
although what the things fed upon
we could not then ascertain, unless
they devoured their own species.

We found others like them in an-
other place—blob-things that could
not be destroyed by our Blastors; and
we saw, too, what they were fed with.
But that in its proper place!

We spent some time here in this
valley, but then, finding nothing new,
we again took to our craft and passed
over the encircling mountains, only
to find other mountains beyond. Also,
other valleys.

At length we came to a larger
valley than any we had before seen.
This was, rather, a plain between two
ranges, or, to speak more accurately,
a flat where the range divided and
formed a huge oval, to re-unite and
continue as an unbroken chain
farther on.

And here we again landed where a
grove of trees gave concealment for
our Aethir-Torp in case of—we did
not know—anything! But upon us
all there lay a heavy certitude that we
were in a country inimical to our very
continuance of existence.

Why? We could not tell that, yet
each of us felt it, knew it, and, to
some extent, feared it—for the
bravest may well fear the unknown.

I'r was Mor Ag who had spoken the
words which guided our actions for
some time past.

‘“Were Aerth inhabited as we
understand the word,’’ he had said,
sententiously, ‘‘the great city we saw
wonld be no ruin, but teeming with
life and activity, as was the custom
of the Aerthons before the light of
the Green Star waned. So, if any be
still alive, it is in the wilderness we
must seek them. Wherefore, one place
is as another, until we learn differ-
ently.”’

How utterly right he was, speedily
became manifest.

The pit-black murk of night slowly
gave place to the pallid, wan daylight
wherein no actual sunlight ever shone,
and as we gathered up our Blastors
and other impedimenta, preparatory
to setting forth, Toj Qul raised a
band in warning.

There was no need for speech. We
all heard what he did. I think the
dead must hear that infermal, dis-
cordant din every time it is sounded.
Describe it? I cannot. There are no
words!

When our ears had somewhat re-
covered from the shoeck, Vir Dax
shook his head.

““0-0-0-f-f-f!’’ he exclaimed. “‘To
hear that very often would produce
madness! It is agony!’’

‘‘Perhaps,”” growled Hul Jok.
‘‘But I have already gone mad be-
cause of it—gone mad with curiosity!
Come along!”’

He was commander. We went,
leaving our Aethir-Torp to care for
itself. But never again were we thus
foolish.

We proceeded warily, spread out in
a line, each keeping within sight of
the next. The noise had come from
the north side of the flat, and thither
we directed our steps. Well for us
that we were hidden by the trees and
bushes!
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As one we came to a sudden halt,
drew together in a group, staring
amazed, incredulous, horrified.

We were at the very edge of the
high-bush, and before us was open
space clear to the foot of towering
cliff-walls, which rose sheer to some
ten times the height of a tall male.

Half way up this there stuck out a
broad shelf of rock, extending com-
pletely across the face of the ecliff
from the western end to the eastern,
and at regular intervals we could per-
ceive large, rectangular openings, cov-
cred, or closed, by doors of some dully
glinting, leaden-hued metal.

And all the space between the edge
of bush-growth and foot of cliff was
occupied by the same sort of loathly
monstrosities as we had previously
cncountered! There they lay, ex-
pectant, apparently, for their atten-
tions were seemingly concentrated
upon the shelf of rock high in air
above them.

A door close to the western end
opened and a procession emerged
therefrom. At last we had found—

‘‘*Great Power of Life!’’ ejaculated
Mor Ag profanely. ‘‘Those beings
are no Aerthons!’’

And he was right. Aerth never
had produced any such type as we
then beheld!

They had faces, and they had not
faces! They had forms and they were
formless! How may I describe that
which baffles description? We are ac-
customed to concrete, cohesive, per-
manent types of form and faces, and
these were inchoate! Never in any
two moments were their aspects the
same. They elongated, contracted,
widened, expanded. At one moment
the lower parts of one of these beings
would apparently vanish while the
upper parts remained visible, and
again, conditions were reversed. Or
a front aspect faded instantaneously,
leaving but the rear section visible,
only to promptly reverse the phe-
nomenon, Or a left side disappeared,
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leaving the right side perceptible,
then—but picture it for yourself! I
have said enough!

1t made me dizzy; it provoked Mor
Ag because he could not name them!
It enraged Iul Jok, inflamed him
with desire to attack the whole
throng, shatter them—why, he could
not have told, but looking at them
made him feel that way.

Ron Ti was mildly curious; Vir
Dax frantic with ambition to study
such beings—our Lady of Bliss de-
liver me from the curiosity of such as
Vir Dax, his methods of study!

Only Toj Qul and Lan Apo re-
mained unperturbed: Toj Qul because
he is a diplomat, therefore in no wise
startled or amazed at, or by, any-
thing. And Lan Apo was contemptu-
ous, for as he looked at them, any
race thus shifting as to bodily aspect
must inevitably be shifty as to minds,
and he had naught but despisal for a
liar of any sort. Strange argument,
strange stimulus to courageousness,
yet perhaps as good as any!

Only one permanency had these be-
ings—-and even that fluctuated. They
were of a silvery color, and they were
black, of that blackness which is
blacker than black. Later, we learned
what manner of beings these were,
and whence they came to afflict Aerth
with their presences.

They formed in a row well back
from the shelf-edge, and then, from
out the same door from which they
had emerged, came another proces-
sion, or rather, a rout or rabble. These
were, as Mor Ag at once asserted, un-
mistakably Aerthons. But how had
that once wise and mighty race fal-
len! For these men were little bet-
ter than brutes. Naked, round-shoul-
dered, bowed of heads, cringing,
shambling of gait, matted as to hair,
and bearded—the males, at least—
and utterly crushed, broken, dis-
pirited!

It had long been a proverb on all
the inhabited planets, ‘‘ As beautiful



WHEN THE GREEN STAR WANED 9

as the Aerthon women;’’ but the
females we were then beholding were,
if anything, more abject, more de-
teriorate, than the males.

Many things became apparent to us
who stared at these poor unfortu-
nates. Very evidently, some things,
from some where, had enslaved, de-
based that once mighty race who were,
or had been, second to none in all the
universe—and this, this, was the re-
sult!

uL, Jok shifted his feet, stirred

uneasily, growling venomously
deep in his throat. Despite our
oiant’s ferocious appearance, his
heart was as a little child’s, or like
that of a girl, gentle, tender, and
sympathetic where wrong or oppres-
sion dared rear their ugly heads. And
here, it was all too apparent, both
those pit-born demons had been busily
at work.

The rabble of Aerthons halted at
the very edge of the shelf, grouped
together, about equidistant from
cither end of the long line of the
Things we could not name. And as
the Acrthons stood there, the animate
abhorrences on the ground fixed their
maliznant eyes upon the wretched
creatures, the {triangular mouths
gaped wide, and from all that multi-
tude of loathly blobs camc beating
against our shrinking, quivering, tor-
mented car-drums that same brain-
maddening discordance we had previ-
ously heard, even before we left the
Acthir-Torp.

Of a sudden the Things standing
behind the Aerthons ceased flickering,
became fixed as to forms, although
the change was anything but im-
provement. For, although they bhe-
came in shape like other living, sen-
tient, intelligent beings, their faces
bore all evil writ largely upon them.

Acquaint yourself with sll deprav-
ity, debauchery, foul indceency ever
known throughout the universe sinee
the most ancient, forgotten times,

multiply it even to Nth powers, limit-
less, and then you have not approx-
imated their expressions!

Personally, even beholding such
aspects made me feel as if, for eons
uncountable, I had wallowed in vilest
filth! And it affected the others the
same way, and we knew, by our own
experience, what had befallen the
Aerthons!

Had such foul things once gained
foothold on the great central sun,
even the radiant purities of that
abode of the perfected would have
become tainted, polluted by a single
glance at such unthinkable corrup-
tiveness!

They, the Things, slowly raised
each an arm, pointed at one Aerthon
in the group. He, back to them as he
was, quivered, shook, writhed, then,
despite himself, he slowly rose in the
air, moved out into space, hung above
the blobs that waited, avid-mouthed.
The Aerthon turned over in the air,
head down, still upheld by the con-
centrated wills of the things that
pointed. . . .

Breathless, my eyes well-nigh start-
ing from my head at sheer horror of
what must in another moment befall,
I stared, waiting the withdrawal of
the force upholding the wretched
Aerthon.

Half consciously, I saw Hul Jok’s
Blastor swing into line with the poor
shrieking victim, and, just as he com-
menced dropping toward those tri-
angular, gaping, hideous orifices
which waited, slavering, saw him van-
ish-—and silently blessed Hul Jok for
hig clemency and promptitude.

Then, momentarily, we all went
mad! Our Blastors aimed, we pressed
the releases, and swept that line of
things. And, to our achast horror,
nothing happened. Again and again
we swept their line—and they were
unconscious that aught was assailing
them! The deadly Blastors were im-
potent!
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Ron Ti first grasped the situation.

“‘These Things are not ‘beings’—
they are but evil intelligences, of low
order, crafty, vile, rather than wise!
They are of too attenuate density—
the vibrations of disintegration can-
not shatter, but pass unfelt through
their atomic structures! We ean do
naught save in mercey slay those poor
Acrthons, and destroy those foul cor-
ruptions which wait to be fed.’’

We did it! It was truest kindliness
to the Aerthons. Yet, despite the
seeming callousness of our deed, we
knew it for the best. And one thing
it proved to us—low as the Aerthons
had sunk, they had not fallen so far
from their divine estate but thai in
each the silver spark that distinguish-
es the soul-bearers from the soulless,
was still present. For as each body
resolved back to the primordial
Aethir from whence it was formed,
the silver spark, liberate at last,
floated into air until in distance it
disappeared. Then we turned our
attentions to the blob-things.

But even as we smote the filthy
Things, we noted that the strange be-
ings on the rock-shelf had grasped
the fact that a new phase of circum-
stance had entered into Aerth’s af-
fairs. They stood, amazed, startled,
bewildered for a space of perhaps a
minute, then passed into activity with
a promptitude well-nigh admirable.

Several of them calmly stepped
from the rock-shelf into air and came
hurtling toward us. In some way
they had sensed our direction. In no
time, they hovered above us, descend-
ed, and confronted us.

One, evidently of importance
among his fellows, made articulate
sounds, but we could not understand.
Nor did we wish to! For with such
as those, there can be but one com-
mon ground —unrelenting war!

And so, acain and again we tried
the effect of the Blastors, and, as
previously, found them impotent. I
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caught Hul Jok’s eye. He was fairly
frothing at the mouth with wrath—
literally.

THE Things, close by, seemed to
emanate a vibration that was ab-
horrent, stultifying. Little by little
I felt a silent but urgent conunand
to start toward the foot of the rocky
cliff. Unthinkingly, I took a step for-
ward, and Hul Jok’s mighty arm
slammed me back.

‘‘I can feel it, too,”’ he snarled at
all six of us. ‘‘But,”’ he thundered
sternly, ‘‘I command you by the
Looped Cross itself, that you stand
fast! ’Tis but their wills! Are we
babes, that we should obey ?’’

Suddenly —1I laughed! Obey the
wills of such as these? It was ridicu-
lous. Answering laughter came from
the rest of our party. Hul Jok nod-
ded approvingly at me.

‘““Well done, Hak Iri!’’ he com-
mended. ¢‘‘The Looped Cross thanks
you—the Supreme Council shall give
you right to wear it, for high courage,
for service rendered!”’

And he had promised me our
planet’s supremest gift, highest honor
for—laughter! Yet, though I myself
say it, perhaps the service was not so
trivial after all. For there is, in final
analysis, no weapon so thoroughly
potent against evil as is laughter, ridi-
cule! To take evil seriously is to
magnify its importance; but ridicule
renders its venom impotent, futile.
Try it, you who doubt—try it in your
hour of utmost need!

The Things became all black, no sil-
very tints remaining. One attempted
to seize me, thrust me in the desired
direction. Something—I had not
known that it lay dormant within me
—flamed into wrath. My hand
closed, became a hard knot, my arm
swung upward from my side with no
volition on my part, and my fist
drove full into the face of the Thing
—left a horrible, blank orifice which
slowly filled into semblance of a faee
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again. The Thing emitted a strange,
sobbing, gasping squawk of pain.

‘“Aho!’’ shouted Hul Jok, gleeful-
ly. “‘They may not be shattered nor
slain, but—they can be hurt!’’ And
he swung his Blastor up as a trun-
cheon and brought it down full on the
head of the nearest. The stroke
passed through the Thing as through
soft filth, yet that Thing, evidently
having enough, rose hurriedly into
air and sped to safety, followed by
the rest.

‘“‘Back to the Aethir-Torp!’’ com-
manded Hul Jok, and we retreated as
swiftly as legs would take us. And
at that, we did not arrive there first.

To our dismay, we found it in pos-
session of a horde of those Things.
They were all over it, even inside,
and worse still, all about it on the
ground were Aerthons, a great crowd
of them formed m solid masses, all
facing outward, bearing in their
haunds long, shimmering blades of
brightly glinting metal, sharp as to
points, with keen cutting edges.

‘‘Swords,’’ gasped Mor Ag. ‘‘I
had thought such weapons obsolete
on Aerth ten thousand years ago!
Ware point and edge!’’

‘““Hue-hoh.!’’ shouted Hul Jok.
¢‘The Blastors, quick!”’
Oh, the pity of it! I know that

tears streamed from my eyes before it
was finished. Ron Ti was equally af-
fected. Hul Jok himself was swear-
ing strange oaths, and, had it not
been for Lan Apo, I doubt if we had
had the necessary fortitude to go
through with the ghastly affair. But
as the silver sparks floated upward, a
smile, almost beatific, came upon his
set, white face.

‘“‘But they are rejoicing!’’ he cried
out to us who grieved even while we
smote. ‘‘I can feel their gratitude
flowing to us who give thein release
from a life which is worse than death.
They are glad to depart thus pain-
lessly !’

And thereafter, we sorrowed no
more.

HE Aerthons were almost all dis-

posed of when Mor Ag shouted:

‘“Catch one or more of those slaves
—alive! I would question—"’

Hul Jok leapt forward, caught one
by the wrist, wrenched his blade from
his hand, slammed him against the
hull of the Aethir-Torp, knocking
him limp, threw him to us; and dealt
likewise with another.

Meanwhile, our Blastors played un-
relentingly, and presently there were
no more of the unfortunate Aerthons
to be seen. Yet, the Things who,
through sheer will-force alone, had
compelled the Aerthons to face anni-
hilation—for they could not fight; the
Blastors slew from far beyond reach
of sword-blade or hurled rock—those
Things still held our Aethir-Torp.
Surely, Our Lady of Venhez kept
them from guessing that they had but
to slide the stud atop one of the great
Ak-Blastors from the white space to
the black one, and we—ugh! Well
for us that there was no Lan Apo
among them to catch our thoughts!

A long while afterward, we found
out that they were acgmainted with
the principle of the Ak-Blastors—and
I can only account for their not using
those on us by the supposition that
they wished to capture us alive in or-
der to gratify their fiendish propensi-
ties, so refrained from slaying us,
willing to go to any lengths rather
than do so, for the dead can in no
wise be made to suffer!

We drew back, shaking from ex-
citement and from the strain induced
by their evil minds, or wills, beating
upon us, for, though they could not
make us obey, still that force they
directed was almost solid in its im-
pact. Our craft was still in their
possession, and we were standing on
open ground, and sorely perplexed as
to how we were to regain possession
of our Aethir-Torp.
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Hul Jok, war prince, solved our
dilemma. He grasped a young tree,
thick as his wrist, tore it from the
ground, broke it across his knee—

‘“Club!”’ he grunted. ‘‘Our mil-
lion-year-ago ancestors used such on
Venhez. There are records of such in
the Central War Castle!’’

ITurriedly he prepared one for each
of us, talking as he wrought.

‘““They can feel,”’” he growled, ‘‘for
all that they may not be slain. Very
well! We will beat them from the
Acthir-Torp!’”’

And that is precisely what oc-
curred. On Venbez I had, at times,
worked with my hands, for sheer de-
licht of muscle-movement. But never
had I dreamed what actual hard work
was until that hour, during which,
club in hand, we stormed our own
craft, until at last we stood watching
the last of the Things as they rapidly
passed through the air toward their
cliff-abode—all but one, which we had
finally cornered alone in a compart-
ment into which it had strayed from
the rest. We hemmed it about, beat
it with our clubs until it cringed from
the pain. Then Ron Ti thrust his face
close to its face. . . .

‘We caught Ron’s idea, added our
wills to his, overbore that of our eap-
tive. It became confused, bewildered,
shifted from silver to black, to silver
again, the black became dull, smoky,
the silver paled to leaden hue, the
Thing crouched, palpitant with fear-
waves, manifest in dim coloration!

‘“We have learned enough!’’ de-
clared Ron Ti, solemnly. ¢‘Back to
Venhez! This is matter for the Su-
preme Council, as I feared even be-
fore we started. Here we cannot cope
with conditions: we seven are too
small a force. Back to Venhez!”’

‘“Nay,”” Hul Jok demurred. ‘‘Let
us remain and clean Aerth of this
spawn!’’ And he indicated the cap-
tive Thing with a contemptuous ges-
ture of his foot.
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But Vir Dax added his voice to
that of Ron Ti; and I—I was eager
to go—to stay—I knew not which.
The others felt as I did. Both
courses had their attractions—also
their drawbacks. IFor myself, I fear
me very greatly that I, Hak Iri, who
ever held myself aloof from all emo-
tions of violence, desiring clear mind
that I might better chronicle the
deeds of others—I fear, I say, that
in me still lives something of that old
Hak Iri, my remote ancestor who,
once in the Days of Wildness of which
our minstrels still sing, made for him-
self a name of terror on all Venhez
for his love of strife.

But Mor Ag really settled the ar-
gument.

‘“We have this—Thing,’’ he de-
clared. ‘‘It must be examined, if we
would learn aught of its nature, and
that must be done if we hope ever to
cope with such as it has proved to
be in structure’’ (here an unholy
light shone transient in the keen, cold
eyes of Vir Dax), ‘‘and,’’ continued
Mor Ag, ‘‘we can, while on the re-
turn to Venhez, learn what has actu-
ally happened to Aerth from the two
Aerthons—’’

‘“One Aerthon!’’ interrupted Vir
Dax. “‘The other died. Hul Jok
knows not his own strength!’’

He bent over, examined the living
Aerthon and promptly brought him
back to consciousness. Mor Ag spoke
to him. The Aerthon brightened a
trifie as he became assured we meant
him no harin. He brightened still
more when he observed that we held
captive one of his former masters.

Then the Thing caught the Aer-
thon’s eye, and Lan Apo hastily
turned to Hul Jok.

‘‘It were well to confine this—
where the Aerthon may not win to
it,”” he warned emphatically. ‘‘Other-
wise the will of the Thing will com-
pel the enslaved fool to assist it to

(Continued on page 183)
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BL.ODY MOON

A Bﬂa.u/,cr-. e

Autkor of “Fairy Gossemer”

T RARE intervals, usually in
the spring of the year, a
singular phenomenon known

as the ‘‘bloody moon’’ occurs in the
cavernous region of Kentucky. The
Indians whom Daniel Boone knew in
this section had a tradition in con-
nection with the peculiar oecurrence
to the effect that ‘‘the bloody moon
brings swift wo to him that sees it.’’

Henry Pearson sat on the steps of
his dwelling just after the fall of
night. Through the timber along the
top of the ridge he caught the first
glow of the rising moon. Suddenly
the orb shot above the line of timber
top. Then for the first time in his
life he had a clear view of the old
Indian bloody moon. It fascinated
him, while it horrified him. Seem-
ingly there was nothing about the
sight to occasion fright; yet some-
thing about it, some magnetic uncan-
niness, seemed to freeze the very blood
in his veins.

For a full minute it glowed at him,
then the planetary face brightened to
its normal tint, and the bloody moon
vanished as suddenly and with as
little apparent reason as it had ap-
peared.

Pearson did not regard himself as
a superstitious person. Still, he re-

flected, he had ample basis for his
present unnerved condition. The tim-
bers of the house of Pearson knew to
quake at the recurrence of the bloody
moon.

The thing went far back into
pioneer days. A century and a half
before, the land of which his home
was a part had been secured to old
Alligator Pearson, a first settler, by
patent from the territorial govern-
ment of Kentucky. The aboriginal
title was held by an Indian chief
named Eagle Fire. In spite of his
terror-inspiring name, the Indian was
a peaceful old man; and Pearson,
brutal and fearless, with a handful of
pioneers, dispossessed the harmless
old man and his tribe by the simple
expedient of killing them. Only one
was permitted to live—the old chief’s
daughter.

She was a pretty, fawn-skinned girl
of sixteen; and Alligator Pearson
took her to wife by clubbing her into
submission. When the child was born
the princess died. But she never
gave in to her white husband in the
spirit, for she died with a curse on her
lips for the father of her babe. Her
last words, reported by the lean
women who waited on her in her sick-
ness, were: ‘‘Live on, my son,l 3and
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avengze the blood of your people with
the bloody moon.*’

When the boy was eighteen, Alli-
gator Pearson died. It was, said
tradition, the time of the year when
bloody moon occurred. The neigh-
bors found the stark form of the old
pioneer in the trail leading to his
cabin. Ile lay face downward in the
path, without mark of violence on his
person. Yet he had died in terror,
with twisted face and staring eyes.
Twenty years later, the second Pear-
son, by a white wife who followed
the princess, was in like manner, at
about the same time of year, assassi-
nated. A kindred mystery shrouded
his death. The bloody moon had been
seen an lhour previously by his wife,
as she had cone down the road to the
tobacco field to laok for him, supper
being delayved and growing cold, and
she wneasy and fearful. She found
him among the tobacco plants, face to
the ground, eyes and mouth full of
dust.

In his own lifetime young Pearson
had twice known the shock of this
swift, inexplicable visitation. The
first occasion came about the time he
was ten years old. Grandfather
1’carson, third in line from the orig-
inal pioneer, hale and hearty, had
caten his supper and retired, his bed-
room being the roofroom under the
gable. The rest of the family were
in the living room below, his granny
knitting, his mother enjoying her
after-supper dip of snuff, and his
father smoking. Suddenly the very
oaken rafters of the old house quiv-
ered from the frightful scream. He
dashed with his father up to the roof-
room.

They found the old man alone,
sitting starkly up in bed, his eyes
wide and staring, the breath only a
moment since left his body. They
found no sign on the old man’s per-
son more than a tiny abrasion on his
gray, hairy chest. But the time was
spring of the year, at the full of the

moon; and the flood of light through
the window upon the puncheon floor
was as red as blood.

‘When he looked again, the glow
had mellowed to its normal milk-
white. Was it the bloody moon that
had killed his grandsire? The doctor
pronounced the cause heart failure.
Who could deny that the practitioner
was correct in his diagnosis? For
often enough the human heart does
fail when the sins of the father begin
their grim visitation down the genera-
tions.

The details of his own father’s tak-
ing-off he did not often reflect upon.
That tragedy was still too poignant,
too recent. The time was a year be-
fore, at the first full moon in May.
His father had visited Bowling Green
that day, making the trip on mule-
back. e was expected home before
sundown, but something must have
delayed him, for night fell and he had
not returned. The moon had risen
when mule and rider appeared at the
front gate.

It was his father’s custom to dis-
mount there and halloo for some of
the boys to come out and put up and
feed the mule. This time no such
familiar call came. Going to the door
to see why his father did not dis-
mount and come in, young Pearson
saw beast and rider, statuesque in the
red flood of moonlight, in a vivid
vision of tragic death. The mark of
the curse of the Indian bloody moon
was written indelibly on the sagging
lifeless body of his parent. He carried
the old man in and placed him upon
the bed in the living room. But no
one ever knew how he had come by his
death.

Now he had just seen, in all of its
terrible portent, the bloody moon.
And the time was spring of the year,
in the month of May!

PEARSON rose shakily, going into the
house and closing and bolting the
door. Perhaps it would be a useless
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precaution, but he felt better. He
would have to be cautious now, he told
himself. What to guard against he
had not the remotest idea; still, he
would have to take care. It was the
very vagueness of the enemy which
troubled him most. If it were a man,
he would have known easily enough
some of the things to do. DBut this
enemy was unnamable, supernatural.

It was about 9 o’clock in the
evening when Pearson heard one of
the mules down at the barn kicking
its stall door. Ile was a farmer, and
knew well enough that this might
mean a valuable farm animal would
break its leg if permitted to continue
its foolish ways. He went out to the
rear gate. The mule had escaped
from its stall, dashed out of the lot by
leaping the low fence into the tobacco,
and was now snorting and cavorting
about among the plants in great show
of brutish agitation. He called to the
beast, but with only indifferent re-
sults, Meanwhile he looked about,
among the plants, and in the weeds
and shadows back of the stable, for
some signs of what had caused this
unwonted disturbance. The mules
were not in the habit of breaking ount
of their stalls and galloping about in
this manner.

He clambered the fence, still speak-
ing gently to the mule. The beast
made a lateral swing down into a hol-
low at the spring course below the
house. A short distance down the
drain was one of the sinkholes char-
acteristic of this cavernous limestone
country. The frightened mule dis-
appeared around the clump of bushes
which fringed this opening.

Pearson could not have explained
with any certainty afterward just
what actually did ocecur. He had a
vague impression of a dim figure that
darted from out of the undergrowth
and caught him from the rear: but
neither his sight nor feeling could be
relied upon. He suffered no sensa-
tion of physical contact, much less of

pain. All he knew was that he sud-
denly found his steps arrested, his
body sliding through the dust and dry
leaves and brush which clung about
the edge of the hole. Nothing he did
served to stay his fall. Ile went
tumbling head first into the hole.

It seemed that he fell into the very
depths of the earth. In his frantie
struggles to break his descent, he had
scant idea of distance, but he dimly
sensed the depth of the hole to be a
hundred feet. He landed at the bot-
tom finally with plenty of bruises but
no broken bones, friction with the nar-
row walls aiding him to slack his
speed.

He stood in absolute darkness. He
stretched forth his hand cautiously,
finding a continuation of the passage
in a horizontal direction. The walls
were smooth, and the passageway of
a size comfortably to admit his body.

He had spent many an hour in ex-
ploring the caves of the vicinity;
Mammoth Cave, a few miles away, he
had known all of his life. When his
first weakness had passed, he began
crawling on hands and knees along
the tube. It seemed to follow the gen-
eral direction of the river bluff, a
half mile away. He had never heard
of a cave opening out on the face of
the bluff; still, there could be some-
thing of the sort. Clearly he could
expect to get out no other way, since
escape back up through the sinkhole
was impossible.

At times he paused and listened,
thinking that something, perhaps the
thing that had tripped him up, was
following. But no sound reached his
ears. It was a premonition, that was
all—much more a spirit than any-
thing resembling an actuality.

After a hundred yards he entered
a cavernous chamber. The place was
cool but the air was dry. Away off
somewhere he could hear the dull roar
of water. He surmised that the
stream was Lost River, whose course
lay for the most part in the bowels of
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the earth, with its mouth at the foot
of the bluff on Green River. If he
could push through and not get
drowmned in its treacherous waters, he
might eventually expect to live.
Otherwvise—but he did not think of
that now.

From his pocket he drew a packet
of cigarettes and matches. A man
might as well die with a good smoke
in his mouth as any other way. The
light of the mateh would aid him in
getting his bearings. But neither cig-
arettes nor matches were to be wasted !
He put the roll of tobacco in his
mouth and struck the match with his
thumb nail.

The cigarette was never lighted. In
the glow of the faint flame something
stared at him—the thing that had
been following him! Whether fiesh or
spirit he could not have said. It had
the form of a woman; and it stood
with folded arms and dead, emotion-
less eyes, peering at him. It looked
through him, beyond him, rather than
at him. In his nervousness he neg-
lected to extinguish the matech quickly
enough, and in the interval the thing
measured him—his strength and
prowess—and the next instant it was
upon him!

HE first encounter was swift and

illuminating. It was human, and
it was merciless. He broke the first
clinch with army tactics, sidestepped,
then waited, drawing his breath as si-
lently as possible so as not to betray
his position—an expedient his assail-
ant did not observe, for he could hear
her labored breathing a dozen steps
away.

He considered with some rapid
mental calculation the disadvantages
against which he worked. The other
had the advantage of being on famil-
iar ground and accustomed to the
blackness of the place. She knew the
exits of the place, if any existed, and
how to cut off any chance retreat. But
he reasoned that there must be an
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opening, if nothing more than the
mouth of Lost River; and he must
play for that one fact alone.

He doubted not that this was the
inevitable math of the bloody moon.
‘Whether a ghost of the Indian prin-
cess whom his ancestor had abused,
or a deseendant of that child born to
transmit the curse, mattered little in
the long run. The one thing which he
accepted was that the curse was by
way of being visited upon him; and
in the law of probabilities he had
scant chance of escaping the fate
that had taken off, in turn, every
male head of the house since the days
of old Alligator Pearson. He did not
Iknow what the others had seen; what
his grandfather had seen that night
in the roofroom; or his father had
encountered on his way home from
Bowling Green. Nothing was vouch-
safed him that he might defend him-
self intelligently. All he knew was
that he was in for a fight to the bitter
finish.

His wind came back to him present-
ly. He reached forth a cautious hand.
The floor was smooth. The walls were
at the tips of his fingers. He strained
his ear for some sound from the
enemy. Her breathing, too, had be-
come normal. He was, in fact, uncer-
tain whether or not she was still there.
Then with silent deftness he drew
himself to his feet. He had hoped to
sidestep swiftly upon gaining his
equilibrium, duck again, and by a see-
ond lateral leap evade the attack his
movement would inevitably bring
about—unless he miscalculated the
venom of his enemy. The plan was
perfect, except that he had not taken
account of his creaking joints. The
snapping of his ankles betrayed his
stratagem. The thing was upon him
again.

HE FOUGHT now with deadly
earnestness. Nor was he a
weakling. The labor in the tobacco
fields had tutored his musecles in flex-
(Continued on page 180)



HERE have been so many

queer yarns in the newspapers

about the sinking of the Nau-
t2lus that I, being skipper of the four-
masted schooner Brant, which picked
up Professor Charles Randolph, her
only survivor, had better set down
what really did happen down there in
the Sargasso Sea.

The Nautilus was a steam yacht
owned by Professor Amos Tyrrel, a
wealthy English naturalist who had
built a laboratory on the Cornish coast
for the study of fish and seaweed. He
and Randolph, who had been his as-
sistant for twenty years, sailed in the
Nautilus on the fifth of last February
to do some research work in the Sar-
gasso.

About this time the Braant was
rounding tke Horn out of Santiago,
Chile, with a load of nitrates bound
for Charleston, South Carolina. We
struck a blow off the River Platte,
and my old hooker lost her rudder.
When things cleared up a bit we
found oursslves pretty well out in the
South Atlantie, but we rigged a jury
rudder and headed northwest, figur-
ing on dropping into some Cuban port
to refit.

We struck the Sargasso about fif-
teen days later, and one fine morn-
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ing we picked up this Professor Ran-
dolph, who was bobbing about in the
open sea without the sign of a stick

to keep him up. He was delirious
when we brought him aboard, but
after he came to his right senses he
told me the queerest yarn I ever heard
in my life—and I’ve hecard some
rather good ones in the forty years
I've been following the sea. At first
I put him down as crazy, but we’d
no sooner got him aboard than hell
began a-popping all around us right
there on the Brant. When she finally
got through, with two of her sticks
missing and some of those hard-boiled
birds in the fo’e’sl a-praying to the
Almighty to save ’em from the devils
of the deep, I made up my mind that
maybe he wasn’t so crazy after all.
Then I had Randolph write down his
story in his own words. I turned the
original ¢ver to the authorities, and I
suppose the British Admiralty has it
now, but I copied the whole thing,
word for word, in the Brant’s log.
The professor headed his story in big

letters: STATEMENT OF DR.
CHARLES WILLIAMS RAN-
DOLPH CONCERNING THE

SINKING OF THE NAUTILUS.

And this is how it read:
17
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APTAIN ANDREW WATERS of the
schooner Brant has asked me to
write down the story of the cruise of
the Nautilus and of what befell her
unfortunate crew and my colleague,
Dr. Amos Tyrrel; and since it seems
certain now that the Brant is not to
suffer the fate of the Nautilus I have
agreed to comply with his request.

It is perhaps unnecessary for me to
delineate the relationship between Dr.
Tyrrel and myself, since we were stu-
dents of natural science together at
the University of Edinburgh, twenty
vears ago. His accomplishments in
the field of natural history, his studies
and deductions from his exhaustive
rescarches in the seven seas, his mag-
nificent laboratory at Bournewell—
all have given him an international
fame which needs no emphasizing here
from me. Suffice it to say that 1 may
designate myself merely as an un-
worthy assistant in his great work, a
humble satellite reflecting but a dim
gleam from the splendor of his gen-
ius.

The world, when it has read this
statement, will realize that these are
strange words coming now from me,
in view of the discord (mild term!)
between Dr. Tyrrel and myself, which
ended in the horrifying fate of the
Nautilus. It was a discord which
really had its inception five years ago,
when Dr. Tyrrel exhibited the first
signs of a divided interest in his life-
work—an interest which led him
away from his studies of undersea
life and eventually found him devot-
ing a large share of his time to arch-
eological research.

He began this course by taking ex-
tended trips to Egypt and Central
America, where he indulged in a com-
parative study of prehistoric archi-
tectures found on the two continents,
professing to find between them a
most amazing and wholly unaccounta-
ble similarity. Being engrossed with
our original labors, I paid little at-
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tention to his assertions, until one day
he came to me with the astounding an-
nouncement that he had evolved a
tenable theory for the existence of
the lost continent of Atlantis. In sup-
port of it he produced a vast number
of photographs and other data, which
purported to show that the pyramids
found in the jungles of the Yucatan
Peninsula were in reality small copies
of the mighty piles found in Egypt,
and that in other ways he had estab-
lished an unanswerable argument for
there being, in prehistoric times, a
bridge of land between the African
and American continents. It was his
further contention that this land con-
nection was the lost Atlantis, sunk be-
neath the waves of the south Atlantie
ocean by some stupendous cataclysm.
Egypt, in the heyday of its power, he
asserted, had been naught but a poor
outpost of Atlantis, reflecting only a
dim glimmer of the splendors of that
lost continent.

I must confess that I was bitterly
disappointed in my colleague’s new
activities, for I had always held that
the existence of Atlantis was a matter
for metaphysical speculation and not
one to engage the serious attention of
men engrossed in the more objective
sciences. 1 was gravely considering
the necessity of voicing this conviction
in the form of a gentle reproof to Dr.
Tyrrel when he came to me one day
in great excitement, brandishing be-
fore my eyes a piece of twisted metal.

““I have it, Randolph!’’ he fairly
shouted at me. “‘This proves my
theory. We’ve found Atlantis!’’

Dr. Tyrrel was not given to prac-
tical joking, so I accepted the prof-
fered metal, although with a precon-
ceived skepticism. It was, I should
say, a bit of framework done in
bronze, very like the lintel of a door.
There are many similar pieces in the
temples of ancient Egypt. Carved on
its surface, however, were some pecu-
liar hieroglyphies which on closer ob-
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servation I recogmized as a type of
cuneiform writing.

‘“Is this one of your Egyptian
finds?’’ I queried, somewhat testily.

He waved me down in derision.

“This,”” he said, excitedly, ‘‘was
pulled out of the south Atlantic Ocean
on the flukes of an anchor dropped
overboard by the tramp steamer Pole
Star.”’

‘“Ah, yes,’’ said I.
merged driftwood—"’

‘““Nonsense!’”” he shouted. ‘‘Let
me tell you about it. This vessel was
caught in a storm somewhere down
there—I’ve got the exact bearings—
and her anchor was carried overboard
by a large sea. It ran out almost the
whole length of the cable before they
could arrest it. When they finally
had opportunity to attend to it they
found that they were anchored. Think
of it, Randolph—anchored out there
in the Sargasso Sea where the Ad-
miralty charts set the depth at nearly
a mile! And when they got the an-
chor up they found this bit of bronze
twisted about one of the flukes.’’

‘“A hoax!’’ I exclaimed. ‘‘They
fooled you for a good price.’’

‘I paid them nothing,’’ he retorted.
““They believe there was some sub-
terranean upheaval throwing up a
submerged island which by chance
caught their anchor. But this bit of
bronze never came from any sub-
merged wreck as they believe. It
came from one of the hilltop temples
of the lost Atlantis. I have been able
to translate this inscription. Do you
know what it means?’’

I admitted, caustically, that I did
not.

““It means,’’ he continued, ‘‘ ‘Wy-
nona, Fair Princess of Atlantis.’
There is something more but it is un-
intelligible. 'Wynona was the daugh-
ter of the last king of Atlantis.’’

‘“Small good it will do you,’’ I put
in. ‘“You can never prove it.”’

‘¢ A bit of sub-

““Indeed ?’’ he retorted. ‘‘ Then you
may be interested to know that I’ve
ordered the Nautilus to be ready for
sea in eight days. I’m going down
there with our diving equipment, and
if it isn’t too deep I’m going to ex-
plore this watery kingdom. You may
come if you wish.”’

’I‘o MAKE a long story short, I must
say here that I was in reality more
interested than I cared to admit, and
it took no great urging to get me to
go along. As Dr. Tyrrel had pointed
out, we were already well equipped
for the contemplated cruise. The
Nautilus, Dr. Tyrrel’s yacht, was vir-
tually a floating laboratory in which
we had spent many happy months in
our explorations of the seven seas.
On board was every apparatus imag-
inable to aid in deep sea work. Many
of the devices had been invented or
perfected by my colleague. Chief
among these were two of the latest
type diving suits—glass, steel and
rubber affairs capable of withstand-
ing excessive undersea pressures. Air
was furnished to the wearer from
tanks at the shoulders, and thus the
danger of entangling life lines and
air-hose was eliminated. Now, as I
write, it seems to me almost a catas-
trophe that these invaluable accessor-
ies have been lost forever to the world.

We steamed out of our harbor at
Bournewell on the fifth of February.
Our voyage was uneventful, and
three weeks later we were over the
spot indicated in the nautical bear-
ings furnished us by the captain of
the Pole Star.

How well I remember that morn-
ing of our first sounding! How well
I remember my own excitement,
raised to the zenith by the enthusiasm
of Dr. Tyrrel! And how well I re-
member the look on his face and the
leap in my own heart when our sound-
ing lead showed bottom at 280 feet,
even as the captain of the Pole Star
had said! We had indeed found a



20 WEIRD

submerged island. Whether it was
Atlantis, I was still skeptical.

On the following morning, after
having made the necessary prepara-
tions, we donned our diving suits and
dropped over the side of the Nautilus
into the sea. The spot, as I have al-
rcady indicated, was approximately
in the middle of the Sargasso Sea, but
fortunately the surface of the ocean
about us for the space of almost a
syuare mile was free of the encum-
bering marine growth so peculiar to
these waters. Thus, throughout the
middle part of the day we expected
io have the full value of the sun,
thereby rendering unnecessary our
clectric searchlights, which were at
best rather cumbersome and unsatis-
factory for deep sea work.

Once in the sea, with our arms
locked together we sank down—down
—down. The water proved to be even
clearer than we had hoped,—indeed it
was almost abnormally transparent—
and the shafts of the sun bade fair
10 penetrate quite as far as we desired
to go.

We must have been descending
slowly for nearly five minutes when
suddenly Dr. Tyrrel loosed his arm
and pointed with his gloved finger
into the distance at my back. Turn-
ing my head within my helmet I saw,
with a tremendous leap of my heart,
ithat we were floating slowly down be-
side a beautiful, tapering pinnacle
cut in a stone which appeared to be
marble. Almost immediately, other
and lesser pinnacles arose gradually
about us, all of them glowing with
vari-colored tints under the penetrat-
ing rays of the sun. Peering at some
of the nearer ones, I saw that they
were not some mere basaltic upheaval.
They had been built by human hands.

We had found Atlantis!

THE luminous glow from above had
grown only slightly dimmer when
we came gently to rest on what ap-
peared to be the roof of some gigantic
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building—a roof which on closer ob-
servation I saw was of a thick but lu-
cid erystal. All about us, on a kind of
ridgepole of this temple (if such it
was) I saw bits of curiously carved
statuary, some of them apparently
broken off by the undulating aection
of the decp sea currents. I would
have paused over them in wonder-
ment had it not been for Dr. Tyrrel,
who, without hesitation, walked delib-
crately to the edge of the roof, where
we again dropped off into the open
water. A moment later we filtered
gently to rest on a wide landing in a
magnificent sect of marble stairs.
Glancing up with thumping heart I
rcalized that we were standing at the
very threshold of a splendid marble
temple!

I would that I had the time or the
talent for deseribing the magnificence,
the awe-inspiring beauty of that
scene. The walls towering up before
us were of purest marble, slightly
tinted a bluish green by the interven-
ing water. Above our heads the shafts
of the sun, only slightly dimmed by
the lesser depth, played on those
lofty spires with all the eolors of the
rainbow—tints shading away in all
degrees of green, yellow, red, purple
and blue. All about us on the stairs,
standing for the most part on pedes-
tals of what appeared to be pure gold,
was some of the most exquisite stat-
uary I have ever seen. Save for a
few pieces carved in the form of some
hideous beast, the like of which I have
never seen on earth, the majority of
the effects were cxtremely pleasing to
the eye, and were evidently from the
hands of the sublimest masters, who
had far surpassed the best of Phidias
or Praxiteles or the unknown author
of the Venus of Melos. And yet the
effect in totality was marred, as I
have indicated, by the weird shapes
of some of the beasts.

Then, too, there was a peculiar type
of fungus growing over them, a kind
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of seaweed unknown to me, which
writhed and moved about the statuary
like a thing alive. Some of it seemed
actually to be coiling and uncoiling
about the throat of a beautiful maid-
en, exquisitely carved in a pinkish
marble, standing near us on the stairs.
‘While 1 was charmed with the stat-
uary, I must admit from the outset
that this strange marine growth made
me shudder. It was too uncannily
alive. Even as we walked up the
steps it recoiled from our footsteps
to make way for us, but on looking
back I noted that it returned again to
its original resting place and seemed,
in fact, to be following us up to the
top!

At the head of the flight wc¢ found
a pair of magnificent bronze doors,
fortunately wide open. Oddly enough,
both were hcavily embossed with the
figure of a winged animal not unlike
the Egyptian Sphinx, part woman,
part beast, and part bird. Although
the doors were open, there was a
tangle of that disgusting marine
growth across the threshold, and Dr.
Tyrrel with a gesture of impatience
drew his knife to hack a way into the
place; but even as he reached out to
seize the stuff it recoiled and parted
of its own accord, thereby giving us
ready access.

Behind the bronze doors was a mag-
nificent hall or foyer—I do not know
how else to describe it. I1Ialf way
down on our right was an open door-
way leading into another and more
spacious hall. Light from the ocean
surface filtered into the place through
the crystal roofs, but its intensity had
been so greatly dimmed by the depth
that we could not see clcarly for more
than twenty feet ahead of us.

Keeping well to the right so that
we should not lose our way, we sud-
denly came face to face with the wall
of the temple, noting with a gasp of
admiration that its surface was cov-
ered with beautiful murals, apparent-

ly done in gold leaf with backgrounds
of silver and a substance which might
be ivory. Following the murals to the
very foot of the walls, I noted that
the floor on which we were walking
had been done in the most delicate
and intricatc of mosaics.

We feasted our eyes on thesc beau-
ties for several minutes, and then be-
gan following the wall at our right. 1
was in the act of commenting, men-
tally, on the absence of any furnish-
ings or statuary in the hall proper,
when suddenly there loomed before
us in the greenish gloom a sizable mar-
ble cubicle. Coming nearcr we saw
that this was only the first of a serics,
mortised to the walls and standing
about as high as our waists. A farther
approach showed us that they were
in reality a row of marble bins (to
use a prosaic term). But what bins
they were! What beauty, what con-
tents! Pounds and pounds of jewels
in every huec of the rainbow!

In one cubicle I buried my arms
up to the elbow in the finest of rubies.
From another I saw Dr. Tyrrel hold
up a double handful of glittering em-
eralds. And diamonds!—a king’s
ransom in those alone.

My natural cupidity had seized
hold of me, and I was for taking some
of the gems with us, but I noted that
Dr. Tyrrel —always the scholar—hadl
tossed his jewels back into place; and
then I shamefacedly followed his ex-
ample. As we wandered farther
down the hall, he informed me in the
sign language we had developed for
undersea work that he had concluded
this was a mortuary chapel built on
one of the Atlantean hilltops. If such
it proved to be, he pointed out, we
should soon come upon human re-
mains, as the Atlanteans wecre cred-
ited by ancient chroniclers with hav-
ing developed an amazing method of
preserving their dead.

He was walking to one side and a
little ahead of me as he imparted this
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information, and he had scarcely fin-
ished when I saw him suddenly pause,
peer ahead into the gloom, and then
hurry forward, signing me to follow.
In the greenish half-light I saw that
we were approaching the end of the
hall and that up against the wall was
what appeared to be a huge marble
altar.

And then I saw Wynona, Princess
of Atlantis.

SHE was laid out there in her crys-
tal tomb. Her eyes, with their
glorious blue, were open and smiling;
the roses were still in her cheeks; the
very pink was in her fingernails! 1
suppose I was a bit wrought up, for I
could have sworn that she moved and
smiled up at us. Dr. Tyrrel had
dropped on one knee, his hands clasp-
ing the sides of her bier: and now he
crouched there, peering through the
glass of his helmet at this lovely
handiwork of God. I do not know
whether he cried out with the marvel
of it, but I know that I did, for the
sound echoed and re-echoed within the
confines of my glass-and-rubber
prison.

Never before had I seen so beauti-
ful a creature. Iler tomb, or casket,
all of clear crystal, was tipped up-
ward so that she appeared to be re-
clining there, gazing out upon the
hall below her. I could see every out-
line of her figure, every lineament of
her features. I recognized immedi-
ately the Egyptian strain in the firm,
straight nose, the perfect curve of the
somewhat full lips, and the exqui-
sitely modeled chin, tender yet im-
periously firm, but withal-—shall I
say it?—slightly cruel. Her figure,
slightly swathed in a filmy lace of
gold, was perfection—possibly a trifle
fuller at the hips than we are wont
to approve nowadays, but perfect
nevertheless.

I have spoken of her contours as
purely Egyptian; but here the com-
parison ceases, for your ancient Egyp-
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tian was of a swarthy race, but this
woman of Atlantis was of the fairest,
with wide-opened eyes as blue as the
cornflowers in our native England,
and high-piled hair as yellow as the
golden fillets with which it was bound.

I can see my reader shudder at the
thought of thus gazing upon the dead,
but I can tell him the sight of the
lovely Wynona thus affected neither
Dr. Tyrrel nor myself. I do not know
how long we stood there, gazing at
this exquisite creature, but it must
have been a very long while, for my
heart began to labor and my head be-
gan to throb in a way which told me
that the oxygen in the tanks at our
backs must be getting low.

Almost at that identical moment I
felt an uncanny tightening and draw-
ing sensation about my legs and an-
kles. Glancing quickly downward, I
saw something that left me cold with
horror. That loathsome seaweed, un-
noticed by us, had crept into the
chapel and was now seemingly grow-
ing in all directions over the floor.
Some of it had entwined about my
ankles, producing upon them a pecu-
liar drawing and tugging sensation
similar to that felt by a person walk-
ing in the undertow on a wave-washed
beach. A swift glance over to my
colleague produced in me a second and
greater wave of horror. I saw him
there lost in contemplation of the
sleeping beauty and atterly unmind-
ful that this hideous creeping thing
had gone farther on him than it had
on me. Indeed, it bade fair to cover
his whole body.

During the course of my twenty
years’ exploration of the world under
the sea, I have had many occasions to
be terrified by the activities of plant
and animal life there, but never have
I been so submerged in horror as when
I beheld that slimy weed squirming
and twisting over our bodies. I must
have cried out with the shock of it,
for my head began to ring within my
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helmet, and I clutched frantically for
the knife at my belt, with the inten-
tion of hacking away the stuff at my
ankles. My panic was short-lived,
however, for no sooner had I reached
for the weed than it uncoiled itself
of its own free will, seeming actually
to recoil at the dull gleam of my
weapon.

Then, in two strides, T was at Dr.
Tyrrel’s side, intending to shake him
back to a realization of our danger.
Twice I grasped his shoulder before
he paid the slightest attention to me,
absorbed as he was in his contempla-
tion of the smiling beauty in her crys-
tal tomb. I‘inally, on my last some-
what rough importunity, he turned
suddenly about and struck at me an-
grily with his hand. Almost imme-
diately he must have regretted this
act, for he signed to me that he was
sorry, that he had forgotten himself
for the moment.

I told him our oxygen was getting
low, and pointed to the seaweed on his
body, expecting him to be as horror-
stricken as I had teen. Oddly enough,
however he did not seem to mind it,
for he got to his feet and then, to my
profound astonishment, the weed
slowly unfolded and left him free.

With a last glance at our recumbent
beauty we started from the hall, the
seaweed drawing apart before our
steps until a wide lane extended be-
fore us to the door. Outside on the
terrace we prepared to loose our
weights for our journey to the sur-
face, but here a new and greater hor-
1'or struck me.

Glancing down from our high point
of vantage before the temple doors [
saw in the mass of seaweed to the
right and left of the staircase the ribs,
the broken stumps, the twisted stern-
plates, the battered superstructures,
of many sunken ships. There must
have been at least a hundred of them
piled together helter-skelter, and
heaven knows how many more lay

farther down in the valley, where the
rays of the sun did not penetrate!

I do not know how long we would
have paused there gazing upon this
scene of desolation had it not been
that the increased difficulty of breath-
ing warned us we could tarry no
longer. Accordingly we slipped our
weights and arose slowly to the sur-
face, the rose-and-nile green of the
Atlantean spires dropping slowly be-
hind us. Only once did I look down
in our journey, and not until then
did I realize that the seaweed from
the Atlantean temple had followed
us—was in fact dogging our very
heels! The stuff hovered there on
the surface for a minute after we had
climbed aboard the Nautilus, and
then, as if pulled by some unseen
hand from below, it slowly sank from
sight.

COME now to a point in my story

where I am loath to continue, for
it must reveal in me an atavistic
strain, the existence of which, until
this last accursed cruise of the Nau-
tilus, I had never suspected. As may
be guessed from the preceding narra-
tive, neither Dr. Tyrrel nor myself
had ever married, our labors and re-
searches having provided us with a
diversity of experience which ren-
dered unnecessary a venture into
other fields of existence. Up until the
time of the last cruise of the Nautzlus,
I can say with certainty that no
woman, nor even any thought of
woman, has ever disturbed the quiet
tenor of my emotional life. For my
colleague I think I can say the same.
Hence it was somewhat a shock to me
when I awoke during that night to
find the lovely, sensual face of the
exquisite Wynona haunting me, there
in the darkness of my cabin.

For a time the sensation was a
pleasantone: I felt a warm invigora-
tion of my being, a sensuous flow of
hot blood in my body which, although
slightly tempestuous, was not without
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a certain indefinable charm, I remem-
ber that I reached back to the head-
board of my bed, seized there the
enamel rail and stretched myself in
the warm luxury of the tropic night.
I felt remade—a new thing. I felt
that in some indefinable way nature
had poured into me renewed health,
rencwed youth. I wanted to arise, to
pace about my cabin; I wanted to go
to the decks of the Nautilus, to race
up and down, cloaked only in the star-
spangled robe of the equatorial night.
I felt that I had the power to reach
out and embrace the whole world.

For a time I lay there enjoying to
the full this entirely new reaction and
speculating on the psychological as-
pect of my new inspiration. In a lit-
tle while, however, I began to grow
too warm; the hot blood pounding
through my veins became in a very
few minutes a source of complete and
profound and wholly inexplicable ir-
ritation. In vain I attempted to
throw off the mood. In vain I at-.
tempted all the known tricks of woo-
ing sleep; in vain I tossed and tum-
bled about with the gentle rolls of the
Nautilus. Eventually I arose, drew
on my dressing gown (for I had
thrown aside my pajamas when the
mood first came upon me), and thus
attired strode out upon the decks.

Forward I saw a tiny ruby glow,
which I took to be the lighted cigar-
ette of the watch. Above, almost out-
shone by the brilliance of the South-
ern Cross, were the riding lights of
the Nautilus. All was peace, excepting
in my own brain.

I strode forward, my irritable mood
pricking me onward, and reprimand-
ed the watch for smoking on duty,
although I knew such mild breaches
of discipline had been winked at by
both captain and mate on these long
voyages. I remember how in surprize
he flipped it overboard, the glowing
end describing a perfect half-circle
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as it dropped into the sea. Somehow
even that bothered me.

Presently I walked back toward the
stern, and, rounding the corner of the
after deckhouse, I came suddenly up-
on Dr. Tyrrel. He was standing
there, half draped over the rail, and
peering intently down into the sea.
For some reason unknown to me I
paused there watching him. He did
not move ; he might have been a statue
of stone gazing over the rail. Again
I felt a wave of unreasonable irrita-
tion, a veritable sweep of anger. Why
should he be standing there peering
so intently down into the sea? Why
was he not in his cabin, where he be-
longed at this hour, gaining rest for
the labors of tomorrow? Somehow
I did not realize then that I was blam-
ing him for the very thing which I
myself was doing.

As I stood there watching him, he
slowly straightened up and lifted his
eyes to the stars. Ilis lips were mov-
ing, and I thought that he sighed. It
was then that I noted, seemingly for
the first time in all our relationship,
what a handsome figure of a man he
was, with his clear-cut, aquiline pro-
file, his full molded chin, his erisp,
curly hair only slightly tinged with
gray at the temples, and that magnifi-
cent figure with its tremendous
shoulders, flat hips and gently sloping
flanks. Somehow it made me feel
small and puny and hopeless. All
my new-found vigor drained from me
in that moment, and I felt a strange,
hot resentment against the man. Sud-
denly I had come to be old and worn
and gnarled and terribly weary.
Thinking thus, and without disturb-
ing my colleague, I went back to my
cabin and a sleepless vigil into the
dawn.

HAT roorning, while we were tak-
ing breakast, Dr. Tyrrel told me
quietly that there would be no need
for my going down that day.
(Continued on page 168)
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LITTLE after noon on the 28th
day of June, 1924, Dr. More-
ouse stopped his machine be-
for the Tanner place and four men
alighted. The sto.1e building, in per-
fect repair and freshness, stood near
the road, and but for the swamp in
the rear it would have possessed no
trace of dark suggestion. The spot-
Iess white doorway was visible across
a trim lawn for some distance down
the road; and as the doetor’s party
approached, it could be seen that the
heavy portal yawned wide open.
Only the screen door was closed. The
close proximity of the house had im-
posed a kind of nervous silence on the
four men, for what lurked therein
could only be imagined with vague
terror. This- terror underwent a
marked abatement when the explorers
heard distinectly the sound of Richard
Blake’s typewriter.

Less than an hour before, a grown
man had fled from that house, hatless,
coatless, and screaming, to fall upon
the doorstep of his nearest neighbor,
half a mile away, babbling incoher-
ently of “‘house’’, ‘‘dark’’, ‘““swamp’”’,
and ‘“‘room’’. Dr. Morchouse had
needed no further spur to excited
action when told that a slavering,
maddened creature had burst out of

the old Tanner home by the edge of
the swamp. Ile had known that
something would happen when the
two men had taken the accursed stone
house—the man who had fled; and his
master, Richard Blake, the author-
poet from Boston, the genius who had
gone into the war with every nerve
and sense alert and had come out as
he was now ; still debonair though half
a paralytic, still walking with song
among the sights and sounds of living
fantasy though shut forever from the
physical world, deaf, dumb, and
blind !

Blake had reveled in the weird
traditions and shuddering hints about
the house and its former tenants.
Such eldriteh lore was an imaginative
asset from whose enjoyment his physi-
cal state might not bar him. He had
smiled at the prognostications of the
superstitious natives. Now, with his
sole companion fled in a mad eestasy
of panic fright, and himself left help-
Jess with whatever had caused that
fright, Blake might have less occasion
to revel and smile! This, at least,
was Dr. Morchouse’s reflection as he
had faced the problem of the fugitive
and called on the puzzled cottager to
help him track the matter down. The
Morehouses were an old Fenham fam-
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ily, and the doctor’s grandfather had
been one of those who burned the
hermit Simeon Tanner’s body in 1819.
Not even at this distance could the
trained physician escape a spinal
tingle at what was recorded of that
burning—at the naive inferences
drawn by ignorant countrymen from
a slight and meaningless conforma-
tion of the deceased. That tingle he
knew to be foolish, for trifiing bony
protuberances on the fore part of the
skull are of no significance, and often
observable in bald-headed men.

Among the four men who ulti-
mately set resolute faces toward that
abhorrent house in the doector’s car,
there occurred a singularly awed ex-
change of vague legends and half-
furtive scraps of gossip handed down
from curious grandmothers—Ilegends
and hints seldom repeated and almost
never systematically eompared. They
extended as far back as 1692, when a
Tanner had perished on Gallows Hill
in Salem after a witcheraft trial, but
did not grow intimate till the time the
house was built—1747, though the ell
wasmore recent. Not even then were
the tales very numerous, for queer
though the Tanners all were, it was
only the last of them, old Simeon,
whom people desperately feared. He
added to what he had inherited—
added horribly, everyone whispered—
and bricked up the windows of the
southeast room, whose east wall gave
on the swamp. That was his study
and library, and it had a door of
double thickness with braces. It had
been chopped through with axes that
terrible winter night in 1819 when the
stinking smoke had poured from the
chimney and they found Tanner’s
body in there—with that expression
on its face. It was because of that
expression—not because of the two
bony protuberances beneath the bushy
white hair—that they had burned the
body and the books and manuseripts
it had had in that room. However,
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the short distance to the Tanner place
was covered before much important
historical matter could be correlated.

As THE doctor, at the head of the
party, opened the screen door
and entered the arched hallway, it
was noliced that the sound of type-
writing had suddenly ceased. At this
point two of the men also thought
they noticed a faint effusion of cold
air strangely out of keeping with the
great heat of the day, though they
afterward refused to swear to this.
The hall was in perfect order, as were
the various rooms entered in quest of
ihe study where Blake was presum-
ably to be found. The author had
furnished his home in exquisite Co-
lonial taste; and though having no
help but the one manservant, he had
succeeded in maintaining it in a state
of commendable neatness.

Dr. Morehouse led his men from
room to rocom through the wide-open
doors and archways, at last finding
the library or study which he sought
—a fine southerly room on the ground
floor adjoining the once-dreaded
study of Simeon Tanner, lined with
the books which the servant com-
municated through an ingenious
alphabet of touches, and the bulky
Braille volumes which the author him-
self read with sensitive finger-tips.
Richard Blake, of course, was there,
seated as usual before his typewriter
with a draft-scattered stack of newly
written pages on the table and floor,
and one sheet still in the machine.
He had stopped work, it appeared,
with some suddenness; perhaps be-
cause of a chill which had caused him
to draw together the neck of his dress-
ing gown; and his head was turned
toward the doorway of the sunny ad-
joining room in a manner quite singu-
lar for one whose lack of sight and
hearing shuts out all sense of the ex-
ternal world.

On drawing nearer and crossing to
where he could see the author’s face,
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Dr. Morehouse turned very pale and
motioned to the others to stand back.
Iie needed time to steady himself,
and to dispel all possibility of hideous
illusion. No longer did he need to
speculate why they had burned old
Simeon-Tanner’s body on that wintry
night because of the erpression it
wore, for here was something only a
well-disciplined mind could confront.
The late Richard Blake, whose type-
writer had ceased its nonchalant click-
ing only as the men had entered the
house, had seen something despite his
blindness, and had been affected by
it. Humanity had nothing to do with
the look that was on his face, or with
the glassy morbid vision that blazed
in great, blue, bloodshot eyes shut to
this world’s images for six years.
Those eyes were fixed with an ecstasy
of clear-sighted horror on the door-
way leading to Simeon Tanner’s old
study, where the sun blazed on walls
once shrouded in bricked-up black-
ness. And Dr. Arlo Morehouse reeled
dizzily when he saw that for all the
dazzling daylight the inky pupils of
those eyes were dilated as cavernously
as those of a cat’s eyes in the dark.
The doctor closed the staring blind
eyes before he let the others view the
face of the corpse. Meanwhile he
examined the lifeless form with fever-
ish diligence, using scrupulous tech-
nical care, despite his throbbing
nerves and almost shaking hands.
Some of his results he communicated
from time to time to the awed and
inquisitive trio around him; other re-
sults he judiciously withheld, lest they
lead to speculations more disquieting
than human speculations should be.
It was not from any word of his, but
from shrewd independent observa-
tion, that one of the men muttered
about the body’s tousled black hair
and the way the papers were scat-
tered. This man said it was as if a
strong breeze had blown through the
open doorway which the dead man

faced; whereas, althouch the once-
bricked windows beyond were indeed
fully open to the warm June air, therc
had been scarcely a breath of wind
during the entire day.

Wlen one of the men began to
gather the sheets of newly-written
manuscript as they lay on floor and
table, Dr. Morehouse stopped him
with an alarmed gesture. He had
seen thc shcet that remained in the
machine, and had hastily removed and
pocketed it after a sentence or two
blanched his face afresh. This inci-
dent prompted him to collect the scat-
iered shcets himseclf, and stuff them
bulkily into an inside pocket without
stopping to arrange them. And not
ecven what he had read terrified him
half so much as what he now noticed
—the subtle differcnce in touch and
heaviness of typing which distin-
guished the sheets he picked up from
the one he had found on the typec-
writer. This shadowy impression he
could not divorce from that other
horrible circumstance which he was
so zealously concealing from the men
who had heard the machine’s clicking
not ten minutes before—the circum-
stance he was trying to exclude from
even his own mind till he could be
alone and resting in the merciful
depths of his Morris chair. One may
judge of the fear he felt at that cir-
cumstance by considering what he
braved to keep it suppressed. In
more than thirty years of professional
practise he had never regarded a
medical examiner as one from whom
a fact might be withheld; yet through
all the formalities which now fol-
lowwed, no man ever knew that when
he examined this staring, contorted,
blind man’s body he had seen at once
that death must have occurred at
least half an hour before discovery.

R. MOREHOUSE presently closed the
outer door and led the party
through every corner of the ancient
structure in search of any evidence
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which might directly illuminate the
tragedy. Never was a result more
completely negative. IHe knew that
the trap-door of old Simeon Tanner
had been removed as soon as that re-
cluse’s books and body had been
Lburnt, and that the sub-cellar and the
sinuous tunnel under the swamp had
been filled up as soon as they were
Jdiscovered, some thirty-five years
later. Now he saw that no fresh ab-
normalities had come to replace them,
and that the whole establishment ex-
hibited only the normal neatness of
modern restoration and tasteful care.

Telephoning for the sheriff at Fen-
ham and for the county medical
cxaminer at Bayboro, he awaited the
arrival of the former, who, when he
came, insisted on swearing in two of
the men as deputies until the ex-
aminer should arrive. Dr. Morehouse,
knowing the mystification and futility
confronting the officials, could not
help smiling wryly as he left with the
villager whose house stil! sheltered the
man who had fled.

They found the patient exceedingly
weak, but conscious and fairly com-
posed. Having promised the sheriff
to extract and transmit all possible
information from the fugitive, Dr.
Morehouse began some calm and tact-
ful questioning, which was received
in a rational and compliant spirit and
baffled only by effacement of memory.
Much of the man’s quiet must have
come from merciful inability to recol-
lect, for all he could now tell was that
he had been in the study with his
master and had seemed to see the next
room suddenly grow dark—the room
where sunshine had for more than a
hundred years replaced the gloom of
bricked-up windows. Even this mem-
ory, which indeed he half doubted,
sreatly disturbed the unstrung nerves
of the patient, and it was with the
utmost gentleness and circumspection
that Dr. Morehouse told him his
master was dead—a natural victim
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of the cardiac weakness which his ter-
rible war-time injuries must have
caused. The man was grieved, for he
had been devoted to the ecrippled
author; but he promised to show for-
titude in taking the body back to the
family in Boston after the close of the
medical examiner’s formal inquiry.
The physician, after satisfying as
vaguely as possible the curiosity of
the householder and his wife, and
urging them to shelter the patient and
keep him from the Tanner house until
his departure with the body, next
drove home in a growing tremble of
excitement. At last he was free to
read the typed manuscript of the dead
man, and to gain at least an inkling
of what hellish thing had defied those
shattered senses of sight and sound
and penetrated so disastrously to the
delicate intelligence that brooded in
eternal darkness and silence. He
knew it would be a grotesque and
terrible perusal, and he did not hasten
to begin it. Instead, he very delib-
erately put his car in the garage,
made himself comfortable in a dress-
ing gown, and placed a stand of
sedative and restorative medicines be-
side the great chair he was to occupy.
Even after that he obviously wasted
time as he slowly arranged the num-
bered sheets, carefully avoiding any
comprehensive glance at their text.

WBAT the manusecript did to Dr.
Morehouse we all know. It
would never have been read by an-
other had his wife not picked it up as
he lay inert in his chair an hour later,
breathing heavily and unresponsive to
a knocking which one would have
thought violent enough to arouse a
mummied Pharaoh. Terrible as the
document is, particularly in the obvi-
ous change of style near the end, we
cannot avoid the belief that to the
folklore-wise physician it presented
some added and supreme horror
which no other will ever be so unfor-
tunate as to receive. Certainly, it is
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the general opinion of Fenham that
the doctor’s wide familiarity with the
mutterings of old people and the tales
his grandfather told him in youth
furnished him some special informa-
tion, in the light of which Richard
Blake’s hideous chronicle acquired a
new, clear and dcvastating signifi-
cance ncarly insupportable to the nor-
mal human mind. That would explain
the slowness of his rccovery on that
June evening, the reluctance with
which he permitted his wife and son
to read the manuseript, the singular
ill-grace with which he acceded to
their determination not to burn a
document so darkly remarkable, and
most of all, the peculiar rashness with
which he hastened to purchase the old
Tanner property, destroy the house
with dynamite, and cut down the
trecs of the swamp for a substantial
distance from the road. Concerning
the whole subject he now maintains an
inflexible reticence, and it is certain
that therc will die with him a knowl-
edge without which the world is better
off.

The manuseript, as here appended,
was copied throuzh the courtesy of
Floyd Morehouse, Esq., son of the
physician. A few omissions, indicated
by asterisks, have been made in the
interest of the public peace of mind;
still others have becen occasioned
by the indefiniteness of the text,
where the stricken author’s lightning-
like touch-typing seems shaken into
incoherence or ambiguity. In threc
places, where lacunz are fairly well
elucidated by the context, the task of
recension has been attempted. Of the
change in style near the end it were
best to say nothing. Surely it is
plausible cnonch to attribute the
phenomenon. as regards both content
and physical aspeet of typing, to the
racked and tottering inind of a vietim
whose former handicaps had paled to
nothing before that which he now
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faced. Bolder minds are at liberty
to supply their own deductions.

Here, then, is the document,
written in an accursed house by a
brain closed to the world’s sights and
sounds—a brain left alone and un-
warned to the mercies and mockerics
of powers that no seeing, hearing man
has ever stayed to face. Contradic-
tory as it is to all that we know of the
universe through physies, chemistry,
and biology, the logical mind wilt
classify it as a singular product of
dementia—a dementia communicated
in some sympathetic way to the man
who burst out of that house in time.
And thus, indeed, may it very well be
regarded so long as Dr. Arlo More-
house maintains his silence.

THE MANUSCRIPT

V.\GUE misgivings of the last
quarter hour are now becoming
definite fears. To begin with, I am
thoroughly convinced that something
must have happened to Dobbs. For
the first time since we have been to-
gether he has failed to answer my
summons. When he did not respond
to my repeated ringing I decided that
the bell must be out of order, but I
have pounded on the table with vigor
cnough to rouse a charge of Charon.
At first I thought he might have
slipped out of the house for a breath
of fresh air, for it has been hot and
sultry all the forenoon, but it is not
like Dobbs to stay away so long with-
out first making sure that I would
want nothing. It is, however, the
unusual occurrence of the last few
minutes which confirms my suspicion
that Dobbs’ absence is a matter be-
yond his control. It is this same hap-
pening which prompts me to put my
impressions and conjectures on paper
in the hope that the mere act of re-
cording them may relieve a certain
sinister suggestion of impending trag-
edy. Try as I will, I cannot free my
mind from the legends connected with
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this old house—mere superstitious fol-
de-rol for dwarfed brains to revel in,
and on which I would not even waste
a thought if Dobbs were here.
Through the years that I have been
shut away from the world I used to
know, Dobbs has been my sixth sense.
Now, for the first time since my in-
capacitation, I realize the full extent
of my impotency. It is Dobbs who
has compensated for my sightless eyes,
my useless ears, my voiceless throat
and my crippled legs. There is a
glass of water on my typewriter table.
‘Without Dobbs to fill it when it has
been emptied, my plight will be like
that of Tantalus. Few have come to
this house since we have lived here—
there is little in common between
garrulous country folk and a para-
lytic who cannot see, hear or speak to
them—it may be days before anyone
clse appears. Alone . .. with only
my thoughts to keep me company;
disquieting thoughts which have been
in no wise assuaged by the sensations
of the last few minutes. I do not like
these sensations, either, for more and
more they are converting mere village
gossip into a fantastic imagery which
affects my emotions in a most peculiar
and almost unprecedented manner.

It seems hours since I started to
write this, but I know it can be only a
few minutes, for I have just inserted
this fresh page into the machine. The
mechanical action of switching the
sheets, brief though it was, has given
me a fresh grip on myself. Perhaps
I can shake off this sense of approach-
ing danger long enough to recount
that which has already happened.

At first it was no more than a mere
tremor, somewhat similar to the
shivering of a cheap tenement block
when a heavy truck rumbles close by
the curb—but this is no loosely-built
frame structure. Perhaps I am super-
sensitive to such things, and it may be
that I am allowing my imagination to
play tricks; but it seemed to me that
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the disturbance was more pronounced
directly in front of me—and my chair
faces the southeast wing; away from
the road, directly in line with the
swamp at the rear of the dwelling!
Delusion though this may have been,
there is no denying what followed. I
was reminded of moments when I
have felt the ground tremble beneath
my feet at the bursting of giant
shells; times when I have seen ships
tossed like chaff before the fury of a
typhoon. The house shook like a
Dweurgarian cinder in the sieves of
Niflheim. Every timber in the floor
beneath my feet quivered like a
suffering thing. My typewriter
trembled till I could imagine that the
keys were chattering of their fear.

A brief moment and it was over,
Everything is as calm as before.
Altogether too calm! 1t seems impos-
sible that such a thing could happen
and yet leave everything exactly as
it was before. No, not exactly—I am
thoroughly convinced that something
has happened to Dobbs! It is this
conviction, added to this unnatural
calm, which accentuates the premoni-
tory fear that persists in creeping
over me. Fear? Yes~—though I am
trying to reason sanely with myself
that there is nothing of which to be
afraid. Crities have both praised and
condemned my poetry because of what
they term a vivid imagination. At
such a time as this I can heartily
agree with those who ery ‘‘too vivid”’,
Nothing can be very much amiss
(o] R

MOKE! Just a faint sulfurous

trace, but one which is unmistak-
able to my keenly attuned nostrils.
So faint, indeed, that it is impossible
for me to determine whether it comes
from some part of the house or drifts
through the window of the adjoining
room, which opens on the swamp. The
impression is rapidly becoming more
clearly defined. I am sure, now, that

(Continued on page 177)
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OH-CHIEN should have lived
M in the days of Confuecius, or
tippled wine and made glori-
ous lyries to the moon with Li T ’ai-po.
For he was one of those now fast-
vanishing folk, relic of a medieval
scholastic day, a Chinese scholar and
mystic. His faded, scarlet-rimmed
eyes had peered into strange places.
He had pieced together the legends on
ancient stone tablets. He had mut-
tered the talismanic words disclosed.
Then he had watched the curtain of
reality swing back. He had seen a
forest of imploring arms, raised to-
ward him, asking to return from that
shadowy world, the Western paradise
—the myriads who had tasted of the
Yellow Springs.

Early one evening he was returning
to his home, a village not far from
the city of Soochow. The path was
too narrow to admit a rickshaw, and
he was walking, feebly. The distance
before him was still ten I1.

A wrack of clouds tumbled in a
vast hurry across the sky, like
breakers on the shore when the
typhoon rages. And something re-
sembling a typhoon was brewing to
the southwest. Lightning flashed with
fitful petulance. Moh-chien gazed up-
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ward, not without trepidation;
bones do not stand the buffeting of
the water gods with impunity.

The weather was unusual, and un-

seasonable, for the mid-autumn
festival. This vaguely troubled Moh-
chien; the moon goddess must be
angry, since she was veiling her face
during the time that men wished to
worship her.

With a howl, the storm suddenly
broke; directly over his head it
seemed. The night dropped like a
gigantic cloak, a clinging sable velvet,
stifling. Then rain, sheet upon sheet
of cold, stinging musketry-fire.

Moh-chien shaded his eyes and
peered through the deluge. At first
he could make out nothing except that
whirling gray-blackness. Later, he
thought he could discern a wavering
cluster of lights, a I away. A mo-
mentary lull confirmed his observa-
tion. A tiny hamlet. Staggering be-
neath the screaming menace of wind
and rain, he made for the home with
the nearest light.

As he neared the habitation he
stumbled over a grave-mound and
fell. He picked himself up with a
groan. The brick wall of the mound
seemed newly built; it had not
crumbled and showered tile uponsilim.
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Reaching the house he pounded on
the door; but the typhoon’s song was
deafening—a Gargantuan roar.
After a moment’s hesitation Moh-
«bien undid the lateh and entered.
The tiny, open courtyard was empty.
He pushed back under the eaves and
philesophically sat himself down.

With the passing of a half hour the
roar of the wind lessened, but the rain
continued. At first he had thought
the habitation empty, but now with
the partial cessation of sound he
could hear the murmur of voices
directly at his back. He rose, to
knock again at this inner door. As
he was scrambling to his feet, a
woman’s voice rang shrilly, ‘I saw
yon! You smiled at her! You
ogled at her! A brazen hussy! Her
<heeks flaming scarlet with sin—and
paint!’’

**But, Mei-an,’’ came a man’s wor-
riedt reply, ‘1 swear I—""

His words were blanked by the tor-
vent that poured forth: ‘‘I know!
You would make her your ‘small
wife’! Her feet arc bound—golden
lilies—-and she can do no labor. I
will hecome your drudge—and hers.
You would have me do her bidding.
Never! Rather than that, I would—"’

*‘Stop! You stress too much my
smiling upon a singsong girl —’’

““ dieceeeeec!”’

Then shriek after shriek echoed
throuch the court, mingled with the
dyving obbligato of the storm.

‘“dicee! Areee!’’

Moh-chien frowned, pausing with
his hand lifted to knock and demand
entrance. Then he shook his head.
lle dared not break into this family
quarrel. He knew the symptoms here,
a fit of ch’i—'‘wrath matter,’’ that
gueer Oriental form of hysteria which
so often attacked his countrymen. He
had heard women screeching on their
housetops for hours. He had seen
men, under its influence, stagger
sightlessly to an enemy’s door and
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thrust a dagger into their own bosoms.
And in China to have men die on
one’s doorstep is a worse fate than
death itself: the Gods do not forgive
the living. Ch’i.

The woman’s cries continued. The
door opened, and Moh-chien hastily
stepped back. A young man, little
more than a boy in age, ran out, mut-
tering. The husband.

Moh-chien leaned back and ruefully
gazed out upon the storm, the steady
downpour of rain. It was better to
stay where he was, till the torrent
slackened.

With the slow crawling gait of time
the mournful wail of the woman
changed to racking sobs.

The air grew perceptibly colder
and danker.

The scholar shivered. There was
a feeling, in that courtyard, as if the
door of a crypt had been opened. A
rush of wind, long pent up with dusty
bones. .

N A distant corner a light appeared,

a tiny point of flame. It flickered
dimly for a moment, gave a desperate
leap and went out.

The sobbing of the woman inside
became dulled to catching, quick-
drawn inhalations of breath. But
now, from the corner of the court-
yard, whence had come the light, he
heard a scratching sound. A pause,
then a mewing and whining in one.

An overmastering fear drove him
to his feet and to the outer door of
the house. Thick darkness was about
him. Suddenly that grave-mound
was illumined; blue lights began to
dance about its new-bricked walls.

The sound inside was following
him. He tried to console himself with
the thought that he was an old man;
if death were imminent, surely a
place was prepared for him in that
land of demigods who had once been
scholars.

The noise whirled round and round
like a top, in the brick-paved yard.
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It neared him; but as it did so it
ascended and gave place to the
musical reverberation of a thousand
peachwood temple bells.

At this, the grave-mound, with a
great detonation, burst asunder. Per-
haps the roar was a thunderclap, for
the fields an instant before had been
suddenly ash-colored, drenched in a
great flood of lightning.

bMoh-chien threw up his hands and
ran back into the court.

There, all was still. A silence that
paihed his temples, like the sharp
prickle of a hundred needles, then
like the pressure of a gigantic vise.
Black.

Ten minutes, perhaps it was an
hour of this, moved lethargically,
when the chuckle of a woman was
heard. A senile chuckle, cracked and
wavering. He gasped. That whirling
sound had been filled with awful
mystery; but this eery laughter was
appalling.

Again that dancing cobalt light.
It fused itself into the night, making
the darkness transparent. The pupils
of Moh-chien’s eyes dilated.

In the courtyard appeared a
woman, old, and dressed in somber
black. Her face was pallid. Gold
trinkets in her ears and hair glittered
in that weird, unearthly light. Her
step was soundless; she seemed to float
rather than walk. Apparently with-
out seeing Moh-chien she crossed the
open space and entered the door at
the left of the room in which the
young wife was still sobbing.

Curiosity overwhelmed the scholar.
He followed and stood at that door.
The room she had entered housed the
family shrine—a small Buddha, in
red and gold lacquer.

Before the image was a long, carved
table of teak; on this stood a pair of
candlesticks, and between them a
bronze incense jar, a hyang-loo.

The woman dropped upon her
knees, with seeming reverence. She

kowtowed three times, touching her
forehead to the stone flagging. Rising,
she picked up the hyang-loo. Fur-
tively she took something from a
pocket in her gown and tucked it
under the jar, whose blackwood base
offered room for concealment. As-
suring herself that the object was con-
cealed, she turned and vanished. The
scholar rubbed his eyes. Gone! With
her disappeared the cobalt light.

ROWNING, Moh-chien stood at the

door. He wondered, debated, then
decided to investigate. He felt his
way cautiously into the room. He
groped for the incense jar. The
roughness of its bronze cover met his
fingers. He reached underneath, and
felt something—coiled, inanimate,
cold, repulsive.

He snatched up the object and
thrust it into the pocket of his robe.
Then he stopped and stood still, in
wonderment. For the thought was
flooding over him, with all the insis-
tence of a mania, that he must not
part with that slippery coil. He
must give up his life, first. But he
must never lose it. . . .

‘“Why do you look so downhearted,
my child?”’

A voice came suddenly out of the
adjacent chamber, the room of the
young wife. The tone of the ques-
tioner was singularly hollow and
feeble.

‘‘Why do you weep so bitterly ?’’

‘“It’s unfair of my husband!’’
answered the young girl. ‘‘The
‘flower’ bed of our marriage will be
deserted.’’

‘‘He would take another wife?’’

Moh-chien recognized it as the
voice of the old woman who had
chuckled.

There was a moment of silence.

‘““Y-yes. And then my life will be
a mockery. Death were preferable.’’

‘‘Good,’’ replied the old woman.
‘It is fortunate for you that I am
here. I am Vaung-tsan. I have the
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power to bring healing to bruised
heaits, to give you sweet revenge on
vour unfaithful husband.”’

‘““Then give it to me.”’

The old woman nodded.

‘“Inhale this current of fragrant
air.”’

The young wife sighed wonder-
ingly.

‘‘Now, take that br-aided cord there,
at the side of the brass-bound chest.’”’

Followed a rustling sound.

‘‘Fasten it here, to the beam above
your head. Wait! Let me make a
noose. . . . Peep through it. Now,
—what do you see?’’

The girl gave a hysterical laugh.

‘“What paradise is this? The light
1s glowing; it beckons. Have you
heen there?’’

‘“No!””> answered the old woman,
rather unexpectedly to Moh-chien.
And he heard her whispering, as if
to herself, ‘‘But I will be there, this
night.”’

Another rustling movement.

‘‘But we delay. Are you ready,
my child 1’

The scholar softly opened the door
and peered in. From the ceiling fell
a braided, horsehair rope. Before it
stood the young wife. She swayed
slightly.

‘“ Ay, lead on, Vaung-tsan Tha-tha.
I will follow.”’

She draped the loop about her
throat.

Moh-chien’s brain insistently sent
out message after message: to inter-
fere, to aid, to stop her. But his body
refused to answer. Instead he could
only clasp that slippery coil the
tighter in his numbed fingers. He
turned to the old woman. She was
watching the movements of the girl
with intense excitement and eager-
ness, Moh-chien felt. Her withered
hands clenched and unclenched
rapidly. Her eyes glittered, like the
cold fire of jewels.

The wife was standing now on the
brass-bound chest, the loop about her
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throat. Catlike the woman crept up
on her. Flecks of foam stood at the
corners of the withered, sagging
mouth.

The woman gave a low, triumphant
cry, and pushed violently against the
girl.

With a horrible snapping noise, the
noose tautened. The small unbound
feet could not touch the floor. The
young wife gasped, once, and was
silent.

‘“Ey-ah! I’'ve caught you! You

are mine! Your body hangs now!
Mine! Quick! I must go to the
hyang-loo! There is the cord that

will ecatech your soul! And will
ransom mine! . Will ransom
mine! For three years I have waited
for this hour.’’

Still muttering, the woman glided
from the room. At the door, she
brushed near Moh-chicn, but did not
appear to see him.

Once she had left the room, the
blood seemed to flow again in his
veins. The imperative messages now
were answered. He rushed to the
young woman and cut the cord. She
sank limply at his feet. Already her
body appeared lifeless, his delay fatal.
As he knelt over her, he becameo
conscious of twin points, dagger
sharp, boring into his shoulders. The
pain was excruciating.

He turned. The old woman stood
in the doorway, gazing at him. About
her now was a nimbus of fiery orange

light. A smile, half of fear, half of
derision, played over her chalky
features. For the first time she

seemed to be conscious of his presence.
Moh-chien felt again that paralysis of
mind and body creeping over him.

She approached him gracefully.
Stretching forth a clawlike hand, she
began, ‘‘Please give me back the
cord.”’

‘““What cord?”” he mumbled
evasively, his voice coming as if from
a great distance.
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‘““The cord I placed under the in-
cense jar.”’

‘“What—is it—for?’’

‘“That is not for you to know.
Give it back to me.”’

The hollow voice vibrated with in-
tensity.,

”‘Vh)’?”

‘‘Better you should not know, oh,

mortal! Give it back to me or I
will—"’
‘““What?’’ It was a tremendous

eflort to speak the monosyllable.

““I will force you to!’”’ Her voice
rose shrilly.

But the scholar shook his head
doggedly. The effort drained heavily
on his will power.

The womun gazed searchingly at his
face and secmed dazed to find him
firm. She took three steps toward
him and flung up both her arms.
Darkness instantly enveloped them.
Clammmy. Like the dripping death
sweat of a tortured body in extremis.
Black. . . .

Mmu'rl-:s. Deadly minutes of thick,
cold Llackness. Powers of evil
unseen scemed to be struggling to
reach him. His hand, grasping that
coil in his pocket, had lost all feeling;
but the finzers were still curved
around its braided surface.

Finally he felt a current of warm,
perfumed air. Out of the darkness
slowly appeured the figure of a
woman, young and ethereally lovely.
She stood in a flood of rosy light
which seemed to emanate from her
exquisitely tapering fingers. Hers
was the beauty of milk-white jade,
imperial and flawless. Her robe, of
shimmering white, held on its surface
golden drazons—dragons that seemed
to move. Ier face was bloodless, ex-
cept for two pink spots on her cheeks,
unchanging, as if some grisly farceur
had daubed carmine on the face of a
corpse. Death blushing.

Painfully: Moh-chien began to probe
in his benumbed mind, back through

the storehouses of his life, for words
that warded off evil machinations, for
phrases known to thrust back rest-
less spirits into the world whence they
had wandered. Once, even a few
hours before, he had known such
phrases; but now no answer came.

Her eyes beamed upon him, yet
they showed no spirit of laughter. In
her hands she held a shining string of
baubles.

‘““Do you see this?’’

The scholar watched the play of
iridescent light.

‘“They are only the treasure of dJdcadl
mollusks,’’ he said.

‘‘But these pearls are more pic-
cious than that ecord in your pocket.
Give it to me, oh, please! To you it is
valueless. But to me—’’

And, in a whisper, he heard the
words, ‘‘—the cord that will ransom
my soul.”’

That pain in his temple again.

‘(No.)f

‘“You can have this—’’

She took a step toward him and
offered the gleaming strand of pearls.

‘“—if you will give me back the
cord.”’

The voice came to Moh-chien, an
echo sibilated by a shadow.

6(N0.,)

‘“So? You refuse? Then bittev
wo unto you!’’

She took another step near him and
exhaled a current of hideous black
smoke. It surrounded him, like a
cloud.

Instinctively he closed his eyes and
buried his nose and mouth in his
sleeve. The smoke made his face
tingle.

“Will you give my ecord back
now?’’ she asked.

‘“Not!’’ came his muffled answer
from the folds of the sleeve.

Again he prodded his unwilling
brain, back along a path filled with
dim-cut inseriptions and musty
scrolls. Some one of those ancient
archives contained foils for this
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malign necromancy. But still the
answer eluded him.

The sharp prickling sensation of
the smoke died away. He ventured
to open his eyes. Blackness. Again
that blackness.

‘Would the horror of it never cease ?
None of the fiendish arts of this
woman preyed upon him like this.

But this time Moh-chien did not
have long to wait. Perhaps the old
woman was too eager. A glow ap-
peared before him. It was that now-
familiar cobalt flame, and the visage
of the old specter.

She took a step forward and
frowned. With a leisurely movement
she grasped her own throat with both

hands. They were like claws, those
hands. He saw the tendons suddenly
stand out.

Behind him, the young wife stirred
and moaned in some extreme of
agony.

Slowly the pressure appeared to
deepen, and the old woman’s eyes
began to bulge, as if they would come
out of their sockets. A black, length-
ening tongue was slowly forced be-
tween her teeth. Dark blood trickled
from the cormers of her mouth. Out
of her throat came the gurgling plea,
*“The ecord—oh—give— "’

Moh-chien raised his arm to stop
that horrible self-strangulation.
Something in the movement of his
hand. . . . It was a Chinese mystie’s
habit: to draw certain ancient char-
acters in the air. By doing so, the
scholar loosed their magic properties
and made them potent.

Something in that movement
opened wide the floodgates of mem-
ory. And over the barren spillway
came a score of answers, from the
‘“Canon of Changes.’’

UTOMATICALLY he chose the basie

character. First he drew, with
his finger, a circle in the air. This
represented 7T’ai-gee, the Great
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Monad. He bisected the circle with
an airy S-like line. Thus he ob-
tained the Yang and the Yin, the male
and the female principles which began
the process of evolution. This not
only cut a clean division between Man
and Woman, but also (more im-
portant) between day and night, be-
tween the world of substance and
the realm that is of shadows.

MOH-CHIEN’S DIAGRAM

As he finished this, the diabolical
woman tumbled back several paces.
A look of fright came over her face.

Mechaniecally Moh-chien continued
his diagram of the foundation char-
acter of this wondrous book of an-
tiquity. The blue nimbus about the
woman began to fade; her features be-
came more shadowy. Her hands
dropped away from her throat. The
young wife, back of him, ceased to
groan. The air he breathed became
less dank and cold.

He bent forward over this drawing
he was making. When again he
looked up, he now discerned a
bleached skeleton, standing in a foggy
light.

The skeleton shook and swayed, its
rotted cerements clinging to its body
in tatters. Backward and forward it
moved, like an inverted pendulum.

(Continued on page 176)



ECAUSE of the ridicule gener-
ally attaching itself to anyone
admitting the possibility of

the supernatural, I have until now re-
frained from setting forth the de-
tails of certain events which apparent-
ly led to a widely known and regret-
ted disaster in mid-Atlantic several
years ago. But the opening of the
tomb of King Tut-Ankh-Amen and
the attending publicity brought the
matter back to my mind, and I shall
offer it to the public to believe or not
as it chooses. Even now I do not ad-
mit that there was anything supernat-
ural about it; that there was some-
thing strange and terrible about it no
one will deny.

For obvious reasons, certain names
have been omitted or changed, but
with these exceptions I have related
everything exactly as it occurred. In
my position as secretary to the presi-
dent of the B Museum of
London I have charge of the sending
out of expeditions in search of valua-
ble specimens, ancient and otheriise.
For some time during the year of 19__
we had been on the trail of a mum-
my-case supposed to contain the dead
body of a certain king whose name is
to be found in history of centuries
long past. Creditable information
having at last been obtained as to the

&
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location of the tomb containing the
mummy, I sent for a man whose name
may be remembered even now as that
of a famous museum supplier, a man
who was well versed in such work and
who was thoroughly dependable be-
cause of his matter-of-fact and com-
mon-sense nature. I shall call him
Thomas D. Stevenson. Acquainting
him with all the facts at my disposal,
I gave him an order for such equip-
ment as he would need and sufficient
funds to cover all expenses of the
trip. Two days later he left London
for a spot not very far from that at
which the present activities are taking
place. Less publicity was given the
matter, however, than at the present
time because of reasons which con-
cerned a slight difficulty in regard to
the law.

After reaching his destination,
Stevenson encountered obstacles in ob-
taining guides and other natives to
help in the excavation. They were
finally obtained, however, and after
considerable effort the Englishman
and his party located the long-lost
tomb ; within a few days the main en-
trance to the great vault was partially
uncovered and preparations were
made for opening it, when the natives
suddenly drew off to one side, mutter-

ing and casting awestruck looks at the
37
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door, which bore in ancient language
an inscription that had been cut into
the metal that formed the outer part.
\When Stevenson peremptorily or-
dered them back to their work, the
head native approached him, trem-
blingly, and pointed out a little, dried-
up old man who seemed to hold a posi-
tion of importance among the others.

‘“Master,’’ he said, ‘‘he has told us
the meaning of the words and we are
afraid.”’

““You fools!’’ Stevenson stormed.
‘“What is there on that door to fright-
en men living hundreds of years after
it was erected ?”’

‘“It says,’”’ answered the cowed na-
tive, ‘‘that he who sleeps there has left
his spirit to guard his body and that
any who touch it shall die.’’

‘‘Damned nonsense!’’ roared the
other, and went on trying to drive
the men back to their work.

But neither threats, cajolery nor
offers of higher pay would move them.
The little old man had frightened
them with his translation of the
words on the door, and the inbred
superstitions of generations did the
rest.

Seeking a full solution of the prob-
lem, Stevenson asked the old native
for a translation of the warning, and
this is what he heard: ‘‘ Turn ye away
lest ye become as I. On them who
heed not my warning shall my curse
fall, and it shall so he until my body
rests again undisturbed.’’

At the bottom of these words was a
seal bearing the profile of a crowned
head. Even Stevenson felt a vague
uneasiness and misgiving at this, but
he shook off his doubts with a laugh
at his momentary weakness, and again
attempted to force the men to the
work. Finding them determinedly
against it, he dismissed them and set
about getting other aid, which was no
small matter in that out-of-the-way
place.

Finally a nondeseript outfit ef
drifters and ne’er-do-wells was assem-
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bled and the vault was opened. To
the relief of Stevenson and the disap-
pointment of the men, there was very
little treasure found, although this is
now believed to have been in a second
valut near by. The much desired
mummy-case, however, lay in state on
a terraced stonework, covered with
symbols and signs which later proved
to be an almost complete history of
the life of the dead king. On closer
examination Stevenson was startled to
find reproduced in the center of the
case the identical warning that had
been seen on the door. For a moment
the Englishman had an almost over-
powering impulse to drop the whole
thing and return to England and the
museum empty-handed; he quickly
stifled this and curtly gave the order
that started the body of the dead
monarch on its journey far from his
wished-for resting place to the bus-
tling, unmindful city of London.

Then began the journey to the
nearest seaport. Singularly restless
and impatient for one of his stolid na-
ture, Stevenson rushed his men, al-
ready tired from work, until fever set
in and delayed him while he attended
to the sick. Instead of yielding to
rest and recognized remedies the fever
took a more malignant form, and be-
fore the party reached their port five
men had sucecumbed. The others, a
curious fear having descended upon
them, cursed the mummy, Stevenson
and the expedition heartily and im-
partially, nor did they lose any time
in severing their connection with the
outfit, once the mummy-case was an
board ship and their pay was in their
pockets.

TEVENSON, his mind wearied and

in a turmoil from the trying hap-
penings of the preceding weeks,
turned in at his hotel heping to enjoy
a good rest, but instead tossed and
turned throughout most of the night.
Arising early, preparatory to em-
barking on his ship, he was astonished
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? find a local police official awaiting
im.

‘‘What is it?’’ demanded the Eng-
lishman bruskly, short-tempered from
worry and lack of sleep.

‘‘Sir, it is that we wish you to iden-
tify some bodies,’’ answered the smil-
ing, suave official, as if he were sug-
gesting a stroll in the cool of the
morning.

‘“‘Bodies?’’ gasped
‘*Whose—what bodies?’’

‘‘Sir, they are five men who are
saild to have come with you from
s yesterday. Last night they
became very drunk in one of the
places down on the old docks, and
started a brawl in which several were
hurt and three of your party were
killed; the other two attempted es-
cape when our men arrived, and were
fatally wounded before they submit-
ted to arrest. One died at once and
the other but a few minutes ago.’’

It was with an effort that Stevenson
shook off the depression that this news
brought to him, and complied with
the police regulations in identifying
the dead men and giving his rather
glight knowledge of each one. This
done, he hurried back to his hotel and
at once proceeded to his ship, endeav-
oring all the time to shake off a fore-
boding that had begun to be a very
part of his mind. Insistently the
thought hammered itself into his
every waking moment and brought
him sinister dreams, that of all the
men who had entered the forbidden
tomb and had defied the warning that
had protected the dead king for cen-
turies, he alone still lived. Again and
again he told himself that the deaths
were accidental and in the course of
natural events. Fever was a common
thing, and scores of men were killed in
just such quarrels as had occurred on
the preceding night. Then before
him would come a vision of the mum.-
my-case with its silent warning, and
his bolstered-up confidence and cour-
age would fall like a house of cards.

the other.

He had been guiltier than the men
who helped him in violating that
warning. How long would he escape
the vengeance of the power that had
taken the lives of the rest?

Already unwell from his efforts in
the desert, Stevenson rapidly became
worse, until by the time his ship had
reached England he was a mental and
physical wreck. Then it was that we
of the museum heard of his plight and
went to his aid, removing him to a
hospital and the mummy-case to tho
basement of the museum.

At the bedside of the sick man sev-
eral of the lesser officials of the insti-
tution listened to his story, but when
he related the details of the horrors
that had attended every moment since
the removal of the dead king from
the tomb, they raised their eyebrows
and nodded to each other in expres-
sion of their belief that the heat and
the solitude had been a little too much
for him. Little attention was paid
then, when at the close of his narra-
tive Stevenson raised himself up on
one shoulder and, his eyes gleaming in
a fierce, unnatural way, cried out,
‘“Don’t let them keep the mummy!
Have him taken back! Take him
back before it is too late!’’ An attend-
ant rushed up quickly, and soothingly
pushed the sick man baek into his bed,
while the others withdrew, hardly giv-
ing a second thought to the words of
the man they had just left, feeling
only a natural sorrow at the affiiction
which his long stay in the tropics had
brought him,

Two days later Stevenson died, rav-
ing about the mummy and uttering
warnings to the effect that it should be
taken back to the tomb. His words
were ascribed to delirium, and no at-
tention was paid to them at the time.

Then the mummy-case was brought
to the central exhibition room and
placed within a case especially pre-
pared for it. While someone was
studying the symbols on the case the
inscription was noted and its meaning
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ancient languages. But the thing was
taken more as a joke by everyone in
the museum than as anything of seri-
ous meaning.

And then, without farther warning,
tragedy invaded the museum itself.
[for the very next morning the night
watchman was found dead directly in
front of the mummy-case, his eyes
wide open, with a look of mortal ter-
ror in them, while his face was rigid
and drawn with fear, as if the man
had died while looking on something
s0 dreadful that his mind had instant-
lv become crazed even as his overtaxed
heart burst from horror.

No rcason could be assigned, and
after a searching investigation a ver-
dict was reached by the coroner’s jury
that death was due ‘“to failure of the
heart, the unnatural pose in which the
dead man was found to be due to his
fear at dying, being added to by the
«larkness and silence in which he was
when the attack seized him’’.  This
was most unsatisfactory, but no other
explanation was forthcoming.

Hardly had we recovered from this
shoek when, early one afternoon, I
was startled to hear the sound of a
fall. and rushing into the president’s
room. I found him lying on the floor,
breathing his last.

As I raised his head up from the
floor, the dying man gasped out,
““Send back the mummy—send him
back to—"’

Before he could finish the words, he
sank back limply. A quickly sum-
moned doctor pronounced his death
due to a nervous disorder that had af-
fected the heart.

THAT ended the stay of the mum-
my in the museum. Before an-
other day we had it carried to the
basement, although it was with diffi-
culty that we could prevail on anyone
to go near the now greatly feared
body. Arrangements were under way
for sending it back to its former rest-
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ing place when we received a call from
Basil G. Stoddard, the representative
of an American museum of no small
fame. Mr. Stoddard wished to see
the cause of the mysterious events,
which had by that time been well dis-
cussed in the newspapers. He was in-
sistent, and I finally gave in to the
extent of allowing him to enter the
room where we had locked up the
mummy-case. The upshot of it all
was that he decided to buy it from us,
although we told him every known
happening that had been attributed to
its baleful influence.

‘“I do not believe any of the deaths
were caused by this dried-up old
body,’’ he said. ‘‘As for the warning,
it was only a natural desire to keep
robbers from prying into his tomb
that caused him to take such a course.
Knowing the superstitious nature of
the people, he saw that such a caution
would be his best protection. The
value to me and to the institution I
represent is in the mummy itself and
the case, which has certain unusual
figures worked into it.’’

‘“Well, I shall be glad to be rid of
it,”’ I returned. ‘‘I do not like to be-
lieve that there is anything connecting
the deaths and the mummy itself
which cannot be explained by psychol-
ogy of fear, but at any rate we shall
all breathe more easily when the thing
is no longer under our care.’’

Just one week later Stoddard sailed
for New York. With flags flying
bravely, bands playing inspiring mu-
sic, and hundreds of passengers wav-
ing good-bye to their friends on shore,
the then largest ship of her class
slowly dropped down stream and com-
menced her maiden voyage. With not
a thought of anything but a wonder-
ful journey before them on that float-
ing palace, the passengers began their
customary plans for shortening the
time and making it most agrceable.

There was but one exception to this.
One passenger lay deep in the hold,
unmoving, apparently an inanimate,
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though rather gruesome, bit of cargo.
But who knows but that there radi-
ated from that dead body a terrible
malevolence which was destined to
bring death and disaster to the gay
crowds that thronged the decks above ¢
Who knows but that this malevolent
influence-—all-powerful because of
centuries through which it had exist-
ed and grown—perhaps penetrated to
the minds of those who guided the
destinies of the great ship? That it
did not give to the captain of the ves-
sel an all-consuming desire to break
the highest records for speed to the
American port? And that this de-
sire would render him careless of dan-
ger, of reports of drifting icebergs,
causing him to drive his ship farther
and farther into peril?

Who knows but that this influence
(if such there was), vicious, unpity-

ing and ruthless in its desire for ven-
geance at its violated warning, per-
haps swerved each mind to its pur-
pose, even reaching up to the lookout
in the ecrow’s nest and making him
slow in seeing that vast fioating dan-
ger which loomed up in the path of
the ship carrying those precious souls,
until the colossal mass of ice crashed
into the oncoming ship, crushing it
like a shell and dooming many of
those on board to death or separation
from loved ones and the others to ter-
rible memories that will live with
them forever?

And perhaps as that once proud
ship settled below the waves to its
final resting place the dead king ex-
ulted in fiendish triumph as he went
down to rule over the world of dea:l
about him in that greatest of tombs,
the steamship Titanic.

MEN WHO WALK UPON
THE AIR

By FRANK BELKNAP LONG, ]r.

AUTHOR OF “ DEATH-WATERS ” AND “THE OCEAN LEECH"™

A gooscflesh story—a tale of walking gibbets,
and skeletons, and the old age of Frangois Villon,
the vagabond French poet.
full of thrills and grisly horror.

In WEIRD TALES For May

On Sale at A!l News Stands April First

A startling tale,




Strange Adventures on a Coral Isle That
Slid Into the Ocean One Night

LITTLE

ISLAND

By H. THOMPSON RICH

Author of “The Crimson Crucike”

to Little Island in the black-

ness of a furious night, when
the rotten bark Cordova, bound out of
San Francisco to Valparaiso with a
eargo of lumber, picked up a gale in
the South Pacific and flung herself to
death on a shelf of volcanic rock.
Captain and crew shared the fate of
their ship, but Jeff toiled through the
surf to shore.

All night he lay on the beach, just
above where the waves roared, with
the moan of a storm-flogged forest in
his ears, mingled with the inter-
mittent crash of heavy thunder; in
his eyes, even with the lids down, the
livid flare of forked tongues of trop-
ical lightning,

Toward morning he slept, till the
incoming tide sent a swift, venomous
eddy of spume snapping at his feet.
Chilled afresh by the sudden contact,
he awoke and crawled painfully a
little farther up the sand, and again
slept. But again the tide found him,
as an unusually high comber dashed
itself almost upon him, wetting him
thoroughly once more. Shivering with
cold he staggered to his feet and ran
from the hungry sea, sinking down in
sheer exhaustion, far up the beach.

‘When next he awoke it was night
again. His head spun dizzily. The
whole island seemed to be swaying,
swaying sickeningly. The storm had
passcd and a bright half-moon hung
in tilze sky, amid a myriad stars. But

“B IG JEFF’' RAWSON came

neither moon nor stars seemed fixed,
gyrating grotesquely, describing un-
accountable ares-—while a thin, dark
line of horizon rose and fell ob-
liquely. Jeff shut his eyes. Bat still
he seemed to feel the swaying. Then
he smiled and the island became 3
dream. He was on board the Cordovae
again. The shipwreck, the desperate
battle with the surf, the. fever, the
thirst, the delirium—it was all a
dream. When morning came it would
all be right.

But when morning came and a hot
sun burned down upon him, he awoke
to the grim reality of his plight. He
felt the hard sand under him, felt his
stiff, aching body, and knew that after
all it was somehow strangely real
His face burned and his throat was
salt and dry. He must have taken
in considerable sea water.

He had no hunger, but his thirst
had become intolerable. So he rose
unsteadily and set oft up the beach to
the forest that spread before his dizzy
eyes like a vast green curtain, merci-
fully cool and beckoning irresistibly.

Some two or three hundred yards
in he came upon a well-beaten path
running through the hip-high under-
growth. Scarcely thinking at the
time that this was an almost unmis-
takable indication of human habita-
tion, he staggered along it till it ter-
minated in an irregular clearing. On
the far side a little spring dripped
deliciously inviting water into a tiny
pool formed of mossy rocks.
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EFF was about to make the few re-

maining steps and bury his burn-
ing face in that God-given pool and
drink—drink endlessly—when of a
sudden he beheld a sight that caused
him to gusp with wonder. The un-
dergrowth parted beyond the spring
and a girl emerged, carrying in her
arms a large jug of sun-baked clay.
She was dressed in a skirt of brown
serge, much patched and mended, and
a waist of white linen, hand-made.
Her hair, which was brown, and hung
free, was caught half-way down with
a makeshift alasp. Her eyes were
purely, deeply blue. Her legs were
bare. She appeared to be in her early
twenties, a white girl—probably from
the States, Jeff surmised as he gazed
at her.

How she came to be there did not
matter, for the present at least. He
must have water, quickly, or die. With
this in mind he started forward again,
and reaching the pool, fell face for-
ward into it. The water reached his
parched throat and he swallowed,
swallowed —until again he seemed to
be striving in a sea that sought to
overwhelm him. Blackness settled
down. The ringing in his ears grew
fainter. The racking tumult in his
head subsided, and a green watery
peace came over him. He had
drowned, drowned after all, drowned
in a pool two feet deep, when he had
come safe through a raging surf
studded with dagger-sharp rocks. It
was the sort of irony that seafaring
men come to expect. He smiled.

The girl, observing the smile, was
relieved. After all, perhaps he would
live. She had lifted his face out of
the water and laid him gently down
on the green moss by the pool-edge.
Kneeling beside him, she loosened his
shirt over his chest, so that he might
breathe easier. Then, leaving him
there, leaving the water-jug she had
meant to fill, she raced back along the
path she had come.

TEN minutes later she drew up at a
clearing several times the size of
the one at the pool, in the midst of
which was a wooden shack, built out.
of the odds and ends of some wrecked
vessel. At the door stood a slender,
dark-haired, sullen youth, awaiting
her approach. He had heard her
coming.

As she crossed the clearing on a
run, she called:

‘“Quick! Come with me. There’s
a man down by the pool, half dead
of thirst and fever.”’

Was it a scowl that crossed the
boy’s handsome, wayward face? At
any rate he made no move.

She had novw come up to him.

‘“Well?’’ she asked, clenching her
fists as if she longed to strike him.

A moment more he hesitated, then
silently moved off toward the spring,
his jaw set. She followed a few steps
behind. They left the clearing and
turned into the forest.

‘I told you a vessel went ashore
night before last,”’ she said quietly
as they moved along. “‘We should
have circled the beach yesterday, as 1
suggested.’’

‘“‘If you think I'm going to walk
ten miles every time you get a notion
there’s a ship ashore,’’ he snapped at
her without turning around, ‘‘you’re
damned mistaken !’’

She blushed.

‘“You needn’t swear, anyway,’’ she
remarked.

Then she lapsed silent and they
walked along without further words—
the boy with his hands deep in his
trousers of sailecloth, his head stiffly
up; the girl with her bare arms and
legs swinging whitely through the
green undergrowth, her eyes lowered.

They reached the well, found the
man still living, carried him to their
shack. There he hovered for many
days on that mysterious borderland
between life and death, that strange
lJand where day and night, sleeping
and waking, space and time, are one.
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But through it all there was the sav-
ing presence of a bare-legged, bare-
armed, blue-eyed girl with a face the
gentlest he had ever seen.

O JEFF RAWSON lived.

Then one morning the dreadful
veil of delirium passed and he saw the
face clearly. The fever had gone. The
pain had left him. But the face re-
mained, that sweet, beautiful, almost
childish face.

The girl leaned closer.

‘““How does ‘Big Jeff’ feel this
morning ?’’ she asked, smiling.

He turned over on his side and re-
garded her steadfastly.

““I feel as if I could eat,’”’ he an-
swered simply. ‘‘How did you learn
my name?’’

‘“Oh, you told me that and much
more in your delirium. You were the
mate of the Cordove, from San Fran-
cisco. You were the only one that
didn’t drown. You ean see the wreck
at low tide every day, on the rocks at
the west shore of Little Island.”’

‘‘“What island ?”’

‘‘Little Island; that’s this island
we’re on.’’

‘“And why do you call it Little
Island?’’

‘‘Because it’s so tiny—only about
three miles across and ten miles
around.”’

Jeff hesitated a moment, then asked
the question he most wanted to know
of all:

‘“How’d you get here, you and that
chap with you?’’

A look of remembered pain and ter-
ror eame into the girl’s clear eyes.

‘“We were wrecked in my father’s
yacht, seven months ago,’”’ she said
cuietly. ‘‘The Tasmanus. Perhaps
vou’ve heard of it.”’ Then, sadly:
‘‘Father and mother and Clarence’s
brother were drowned. Clarence and
I were able to get to the island. Clar-
ence is my cousin.’’

‘““And were the crew drowned
too?”’
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‘¢ All but the engineer—and he died
two months ago. We buried him un-
der a big palm tree. Since then Clar-
ence and I (did Jeff fancy she shud-
dered?) have been alone. Fortunate-
ly there are no savages on the island,
and few dangerous animals, so we
have been able to get along. But we
couldn’t save much from the yacht,
for it broke up so soon. One of the
small boats drifted ashore practically
whole, and the engineer helped us fix
it. We’ve got that, but I don’t see
what good it is going to do us. Main-
land must be a hundred miles away,
at least. Perhaps we may have to use
it some day, though,’”’ she finished,
growing very serious.

There was something in her tone
that made Jeff ask what she meant.

‘“Little Island may not be here al-
ways,’’ she replied.

‘““What do you mean??’’

‘Do you remember the night you
swam ashore, and the next day and
night, while the storm lasted$"’

‘“Not very clearly. I was too dizzy
and sick to remember much. The won-
der is I did not perish.”’

The girl smiled a little wanly.

‘‘It wasn’t altogether dizziness,
That night the storm shook Little Is-
land to its foundations, snapped the
coral moorings that hold it to the reef,
and lifted it out on to the last shelf of
rock. So you see, what you took for
dizziness was partially the swaying of
the island itself. We are now inse-
curely wedged between two volcanice
mountain tops that show just a bit out
of the water. The next storm is very
likely to lift us up and out into the
deep sca. Then we shall surely sink.’?

Jeff listened in amazement, and his
mind reverted with clarifying vivid-
ness to that night when the moon cut
ares across the sky and the horizon
heaved and fell like a ship at sea. It
was all plain now.

For a while he lay silent, thinking
of the extraordinary predicament
they were in.
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‘‘Have you made any efforts to
signal passing ships?’’ he asked at
length.

““Yes,”’ she answered gravely. ‘“We
have a distress flag flying from the
tallest tree on the island, but not a
ship has passed this way since we’ve
been here. You know, it’s out of the
regular lanes. Ships seem only to
come this way when they are blown
here by storms. Once we saw smoke
on the sky-line, but whatever ship it
was must have been too far off to see
our signal. Sometime, of course, we’ll
be rescued, if we can manage to keep
alive. But it may be years.’’

There was a reminiscent look in
her eyes as she spoke. She was think-
ing of the States, of New York and
Palm Beach, Rockaway and Newport,
the society she had Lknown, her
friends, all that old life, so oddly dif-
ferent from this one.

‘‘I suppose most everyone I know
will have gotten married by the time
I get back,’’ she smiled a little wist-
fully. ‘“And there’ll be all sorts of
changes. Just fancy, if we were here
for two or three years! All the little
girls I left in short dresses would be
out—and I’d be a wallflower!”’

Jeff langhed at her whimsical mood
and chatted with her lightly, trying
to brighten her up.

“By the way,’” he said suddenly,
‘“you haven’t told me your name
yet.”’

‘‘It’s Janice,’” she replied.

‘‘And your last name?’’

‘‘Hampton.”’

‘““Then your father was James
Hampton, the manufacturer.”’

He stated it positively, for he saw
now, remembered the name, in con-
nection with the missing Tasmanus.
James Hampton had been a big man
back home. The disappearance of
Hampton and his party and yacht
had caused quite a flurry, he recalled.

Jeft fell silent. A wall had sud-
denly risen between them, a wall of

position, of wealth. When next he
spoke, he called her Miss Hampton.

‘“You may call me Janice,’’ she said
quietly. ‘‘I intend to call you Big
Jeff.”’

It was at this moment that Clar-
ence came into the shack. He heard
her words, and a dark frown over-
spread his too handsome young face.

2

s TiME went on, Clarence came fo
hate this ‘‘intruder’’ with a cold,
murderous hate. He was 100 much in
Janice’s company and she showed all
too plainly her preference for him.
Whenever they were together his eyes
followed them. He became convinced
they were more than friendly.

Slowly the poison of hate spread
through his blood till his veins, his
very brain, seethed with it. It was
driving him slowly but surely to the
point of mania. Then one night he
crept after them to the beach, where
they had gone to sit in the moonlight
—and he saw them in each other’s
arms. At that, something in his brain
snapped. The frenzy to kill took pos-
session of him. Thereafter all his
thoughts revolved around that idea.

How thin is the veneer of civiliza-
tion! Under it, always, in every so-
ciety, through every stratum of hu-
manity, the primal savage lurks. A
thousand years produce a cultured
being—and a few months of rever-
sion to primitive conditions strip the
culture from him and leave the ab-
original man.

Day by day Clarence went about
his work with growing sullenness,
planning how to rid himself of the in-
truder who had taken what he had
intended to have for himself. But
his strength was puny beside that of
Big Jeff. In a hand-to-hand contest
he could not possibly hope to win.
How then was he to slay ?

Scheme after scheme he weighed
and rejected. Then, one morning,
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quite by accident, he hit upon what is
always the weak slayer’s way—the
surprize attack. Jeff was seated on
a high rock overlooking the sea, fish-
ing with improvised tackle. Clarence
saw him from afar, and, the idea born
full-fledged, circled around two miles
and came up behind him noiselessly.

‘‘“There are plenty of fish down
therc!’’ he snarled—and pushed him
off.

Jeff fell the full sixty feet into the
boiling surf before he realized what
had happened, and Clarence stood
looking down with a burning light in
his eyes. But fortunately the land
gave off abruptly at that point and
the water was deep, with no deadly
rocks. So presently, to his dismay
and terror, Clarence saw the man he
had sought to slay rise up and start
swimming through the torturous wa-
ter to shore with mighty strokes. Fas-
cinated with dread of the aftermath,
be watched till Jeff had regained
safety; then, with fearful fright
elutehine inside him, he turned and
dashed into the forest.

Jeff dried his clothes in the sun,
smiling a grim, unpleasant smile. But
when he went back to Janice that
noon he made no mention of the in-
cident.

That night Clarence did not show
up. Janice became alarmed and
begged Jeff to go out and make a
scareh. Still noncommittal, Jeff did
0. But no trace of Clarence was to
be found.

For three days the mystery contin-
ued. Janice gave her cousin up for
lost and was greatly grieved.

Then, on the fourth morning, pur-
posely lying in wait at the spring, Jeff
trapped him as he came to drink.

‘“You fool!”’ he cried, snatching
him by the arm in a steely grip. ‘‘Did
you think this island would be big
enough to hide you, if I really wanted
to catch you? Return to the shack
and say nothing. Janice doesn’t
know.”?
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Clarence stood there shaking in ter-
ror, scarcely believing what he heard.
He was speechless.

‘“Go back,’’ reiterated Jeff. ‘‘But
I warn you, keep clear of me in the
future—or I’ll break your woman’s
back with my two hands!’’

Clarence shuddered, and with
thanksgiving slouched off. Jeff stood
gazing after him. A look of pity and
disgust slowly came to his hard,
tanned face.

3

1c JEFF left Little Island two

months later in the blackness of

as furious a night as the night he

came—when another such gale as had

piled the Tasmanus and the Cordova

on the vicious reef swept up out of
the south.

The three of them were huddled in
the little shack. Outside the wind
roared and great sheets of rain
whipped through the sky, cut by long,
blinding forks of lightning. The
thunder, like the cannonading of a
great battle, was almost incessant. In
the interims, from the forest came the
moan of tortured trees. An ominous
odor pervaded the air, a salt dank-
ness mingled with something burnt
and something very earthy and terri-
ble.

They sat silent, tense, waiting—
Clarence in a corner sullen and alone,
and Jeff and Janice together. Every
instant it seemed as if the fury of the
tempest must lift their puny shack
from about them and carry it away.
Or worse—what they feared— the is-
land itself— . . .

Then it happened. Slowly the earth
under them quivered and shook. Then,
taking on an irregular swaying mo-
tion, it rose and fell sickeningly, with
an occasional unsteady lurch.

““You see,’”” whispered Janice, ‘‘it
is as I told you. Only the reef is
holding us. If we are lifted over that
last line—"’
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Even as she spoke the ground
heaved up at a grotesque angle and
they were all spilled upon the floor of
the shack. The lamp fell from its
shelf and shattered. They were
plunged in dizzy, swaying darkmess.
But the gigantic roller that had
passed under them, under the island,
failed to dislodge them, and presently
they settled back upon the reef with
a dull crash of splintering coral. From
the forest came the sound of falling
trees knocking against one another.

In the inky blackness there, all
three of them realized that the hour
they had dreaded was at hand. The
lichtning flared and the thunder
crashed with inercased violence. Then,
between flashes, there sounded a
seramble of feet, followed by the sud-
den opening and shutting of the door.
One of them had gone.

The next lizhtning flash told which
one. Only Jeff and Janice remained.

Clutching his arm, Janice whis-
pered, ‘‘\zWhy do you suppose he
left?’’

‘‘God Lknows,’’ muttered Jeff, ‘‘un-
less— "’

He did not allow himself to finish,
and a moment later another giant rol-
ler, passing under the island and lift-
ing it dizzyingly up, carrying it
breathlessly forward, removed all
thought of conjecture from his mind.
Then again, after a moment of dead
silence, came that splintering, rend-
ing crash, as the whole island settled
back upon the reef.

EFF felt for Janice in the darkness
J and put his arm stecadyingly
about her.

‘““We must get out of here,”” he
cried.

‘“The boat!’’ breathed Janice, as
they made their way to the door.
‘“‘The little boat down by the beach!
Oh, if we can only find Clarence!”’

A bitter smile came across .Jeff’s
face, but of course in the dark Janice
could not see it, and there was no re-

vealing flash of lightning at that mo-
ment.

He grasped Janice more tightly,
bent his head, opened the door—and
they passed out into that frantic
night. Stung and lashed by wind and
rain carrying bits of sand and all
manner of Joose chaff and forest
wreckage, they made their way
stumblingly forward. A ten minute
battle brought them to the beach.
Then they paused, Janice aghast, Jeff
smiling grimly.

The boat was not there.

‘‘It must have been carried away,’’
she sighed, her last hope vanishing.

But Jeff had seen the human foot-
prints there. He said nothing to
Janice, but led her away.

They started back to the shack, to
face their fate. But they were des-
tined never to reach there. On the
way back along the winding path
through the forest, the final chapter
in the history of Little Island was
written.

They had traversed about one-half
the distance—when without warning
a titanie roller swept under the island.
lifted it high over the outer reef and
deposited it upon the tossing breast
of the deep Pacific. It floated there a
moment, aghast at its own fate. Then,
careening loggily, with a majestic
calm it proceeded to tilt up on end
and slide into the depths, much as
some giant liner that has received a
torpedo in its entrails.

Jeff and Janice, racing along the
narrow little path, paused when they
felt under their feet the motion of
doom, and stood there. Both were
stoical, but Janice could not altoceth-
er check the tremor of fear that swept
over her.

‘‘Jeff,’”’ she sobbed, clutching him
tightly, ‘“we’re going to die, I sup-
pose. But oh, I don’t want to die!
so want to live!—for—for, .Jeftf, 1
must tell you something—how very.
truly much I love you—and that it
has been—everything, all my- dveams,
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this little time with you. here on this
tiny island.’’

She was erying now, softly and
brokenly. Jeff felt a sudden panie of
terrible tenderness surge through
him. Here was the woman his eyn-
ical heart had long told him he would
never find, in those dead years before
the sea had become his Lethe—the on¢
woman of all. And he was not to
have her, except in death! Again
there came to his lips that strange,
ironical smile of the seafaring man.

Suddenly the water was cbout them
and they were fighting in a .angle of
plants and trees and serpents—hide-
ous things that writhed among them
baut did not sting, more terrified even
than they, instinctively thinking the
one primal thought, salvation.

Choking, gasping, stunned, blind-
ed, somchow Jeff managed to keep
Janice beside him. And then, as sud-
denly as it had begun, it ended—~and
Little Island was no more.

Jeff found himself swimming in a
morass of forest viffraff, using only
one arm, bearing up the now uncon-
scious Janice with the other. He did
not know whether she lived or not,
but he clung to her desperately. Once
he grasped and hurled from her a
huge snake that had crawled upon
her to save itself.

Then, when the first ferment of the
waters above the sunken island had
subsided, he looked about for some-
thing to cling to, in that inherent will
to fight to the end which is one of
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the wonders of mankind. And pres-
ently his search was rewarded. A
giant palm came drifting by. He
caught it as it rose on a mountain-
high billow and lifted Janice upon it.
Swimming beside it, he held her there.
Presently her eyes opened, and Jeff,
seeing she lived, was warmed through
and through with a mighty happiness.
He silently vowed he would play this
game with fate till fate sat beaten.

Other trees and pieces of trees came
drifting by, and before morning Jeff,
by an almost superhuman exertion of
his great strength, had managed to in-
terlace four or five of them into a
makeshift raft, binding them with
ropelike strips of bark, so that, when
the sun rose, they rose, insecurely, on
the subsided swells of a calming ocean.

And there to the west, well within
view, was an oncoming ship.

Huddled close together on their
shaky raft, .Jeff and Janice looked in-
to each other’s eyes. Then they
laughed and their lips met. But it

was a prayer.
A HALF HOUR later, when they had
been picked up and stood upon
the deck of the rescuing steamer (it
was the Rochester, bound for New Or-
leans) Jeff pointed off across the
water toward the direction where
Little Island had been. Janice looked.
On the rolling surface of the so-
called Pacific rode a small boat, bot-
tom-side up.




Author of “The Phantom Farmhouse,” “Out of the Long Ago,” etc.

HE bleak March wind rushed

pell-mell through the narrow,

unpaved roadways of Salem
Village. It tore at tradesmen’s sign-
boards with a bellow, it rapped with
frozen fingers at the dwellings’ tight-
barred shutters, then fled with a
whoop of maniacal laughter past
Salem Village Church to seream and
howl round the Putnam homestead
like a chained wolf straining at his
leash.

In an upper room of the strong,
weather-stained house a girl woke
with an uneasy whimper, and looked
into the darkness of her low-ceiled
bedroom with round, fearful eyes,
listening to the screeching of the mid-
night wind. A moment she lay thus,
then sat bolt upright, her mouth
squared in a cry of mortal terror.

‘““Ann, child, what ails thee?”’

Goodman Putnam swung back the
door of his daughter’s chamber and
flashed the subdued light of his lan-
thorn about the room.

‘“Oh, father,”’ the girl (she was
only twelve years old) cried, ‘‘the
witch-woman, the wicked witch-wo-
man was here!’’

‘“Nonsense, child,”” her father an-
swered testily. ‘‘Thou knowest the

witches are in Ipswich jail. How can

they plague thee now?’’

‘‘Natheless, father,’”’ Ann Putnam
replied stubbormnly, ‘‘the witch was
here but a moment agone. I saw her
come down the chimney astride her
broom handle, looking at me with
great, red eyes—"’

Goodman Putnam drew his flannel
bedgown more tightly about his
shoulders and looked fearfully at the
fireplace his daughter’s shaking fore-
finger indicated. ‘‘Didst recognize
her, child?’’ he asked.

““I—I think,’’ the girl stammered,
trying to summon her memory, *°I
think ’twas Goodwife Corey, father.’’

““Martha Corey, didst say?’* Put-
nam answered thoughtfully.

He laid a poker across the yawning
mouth of the fireplace, for witches
were notoriously afraid of irom, since
that was the metal which bound our
lord to the Tree; and patted his
daughter reassuringly on the shoul-
der.

‘“Peace, child,”” he counseled.
““Thou’lt be safe till daylight. I’'ll
see the parson about this in the morn-
ing.”’

49
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Nzx'r day a conference was held in
the parsonage of Salem Village
Church. The Reverend Samuel Par-
ris, pastor of the congregation, Ed-
ward Putnam and Ezekiel Cheever
talked earnestly of the state of affairs,

But twelve days ag> Sarah Good
and Sarah Osburn, both old women of
Salem Village, and Tituba, the half-
breed Indian slave of Mr. Parris him-
self, had been remanded to jail as
witches, there to await execution on
the gallows. Ann Putnam and a num-
ber of other young girls and women
had been their chief accusers, declar-
ing Goondy Good and Goody Osburn
had ‘‘greviously afflicted’’ them with
pains and torments. With the arrest
and imprisonment of the witches, the
good citizens of Salem had breathed
a sigh of relief, for, though the Devil
was mighty, the Lord, aided by the
Reverend Samuel Parris and the
Salem magistrates, was mightier, and
righteousness had triumphed over
wickedness. Now, alas! another witch
had risen to plague the congregation.

“Didst say ’twas  Goodwife
Corey?’’ the minister asked, inter-
cst—perhaps something more—in his
deep-set eyes.

‘‘Aye,”’ Putnam answered. ‘‘ Good-
wife Corey, the child said, astride her
broomstick—"’

‘‘This matter needs our service,’’
Mr. Parris interrupted. ‘‘My breth-
ren, let us pray; then you must away
to Salem Farms to question this
wretched woman.”’

N Salem Farms, where the town of

‘West Peabody now stands, was the
substantial farmhouse of Giles Corey,
husbandman. Corey was past his
eightieth birthday; but a better man
in strength and endurance than many
only half his age. Neighbors told
wonderingly how he could cut a
wider swath with the scythe than any
man in the hay field, how he had been
known to lift a keg of cider to his
mouth and drink from the bunghole
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as though from a mug, and how a
drunken farmhand, relying on the old
man’s age to render him feeble, had
paid for his folly with his life when
he made a murderous assault on his
employer. The laborer had attacked
Corey with a flail, and the old man
had defended himself so stoutly with
his bare fists that the other subse-
quently died of the beating he re-
ceived.

Several of the necighbors had little
cause to love Giles Corey. When
some of them had wrongfully accused
him of burning another’s barn he had
an action for slander against them,
and won substantial damages.

Corey’s wife, Martha, was his third
spouse, and a fitting mate for him.
Though past sixty, she could turn out
more work than any woman in the
neighborhood, and the uniform per-
fection of her butter and constantly
healthy condition of her chickens and
geese were matters for envious con-
versation among other farmwives.
Some there were who hinted darkly
that her good luck came not alone
from industry and the ‘‘know how”’,
but might be attributed to the sort
of help no Christian woman dare ac-
cept.

Another cause the neighbors had to
regard the Coreys askance was their
attitude toward the arrests for witch-
craft. When residents of the village
and farms alike were crying out upon
Goody Osburn and Goody Good, the
Coreys stood aloof, Martha Corey de-
claring she would not convict a dog
of egg-sucking on the testimony of
hysterical children. As for Tituba,
the minister’s Indian slave, who had
confessed herself a witch and impli-
cated Sarah Good and Sarah Osburn
with her, Goodwife Corey had hinted
the Indian woman’s pious master
knew more about that confession than
he cared to tell.

Ann Putnam, the twelve-year-old
girl whose testimony, without cross.
examination, had sworn away the
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lives of Mrs. Good and Mrs. Osburn,
had heard Martha Corey declare she
ought to have been soundly spanked—
that she was a tale-inventing jade.
Now Ann Putnam had told her father
it was Martha Corey who entered her
bed chamber, astride a witch’s broom-
stick.

ON THE morning of March 12, 1692,
Edward Putnam and Ezekiel
Cheever rode into the bamyard of the
Corey farmhouse and clamored on the
kitchen door with their sword hilts.

““I know why you come,’”’ Martha
Corey said as she swung the door
open and recognized her visitors.
““You have come to say T am a witch;
but I am none. 1 am a Gospel wo-
man.”’

Putnam and Cheever looked know-
ingly at each other. How came this
woman to know their errand before
they had opened their lips?

‘“You have heen cried out against,”’
Cheever told her solemnly. ‘‘The
children of Salem Village say you
have appeared unto them—'’

‘“And did they saw how I was
dressed ?’’ the old lady interrupted.
“Did they tell you what clothes I
wore ?’’

Here was a poser. No one had
thought to ask Ann Putnam what
clothes the witch wore when she ap-
peared, but certainly she must have
worn some. Puritans, even when
they sold their souls to the devil and
became witches, never appeared in
public or private save fully dressed.

Straight back to Salem Village rode
Ezekiel Cheever and Edward Putnam
to question Ann regarding the witch’s
dress.

‘When they arrived they found the
Evil One’s work had preceded them.
Ann Putnam had talked with her
friends and playmates—now all were
undergoing terrible agonies, crying
out they were being cruelly pinched
and bitten by some invisible person.
Between times they were crawling be-

neath chairs and tables, sticking out
their tongues at fathers and mothers
and acting generally as no well-be-
haved Puritan children ever acted
when not under the spell of some
powerful witch or wizard.

‘“What clothes wore the witch when
she appeared last night?’’ Putnam
asked the daughter.

‘“She—she—"’ the gir! strove to re-
call, then fell to sobbing bitterly. ‘I
cannot tell,”’ she wailed. ‘‘She was
all wrapped round with a blaze of
hell-fire; I could not see her clothes.”’

No one asked Ann Putnam how she
knew the blaze to be that of hell-fire,
or how such fire differed from that
commonly seen on the chimney hearth.
The wicked witch’s scheme was ex-
posed. She had asked if the child
could deseribe her clothes when she
well knew her enveloping sheet of
hell-fire prrevented her clothing from
being seen.

A warrant was forthwith issued for
the arrest of Martha Corey, house-
wife, of Salem Farms.

THE Pitmans had not perfected
their shorthand system in 1692,
and all court reporting which has
come down to us from that time con-
sists of abbreviated longhand notes;
but the Reverend Samuel Parris, pas-
tor of Salem Village Church, appar-
ently added the duties of court re-
porter to those of assistant magistrate
and prosecutor, since we have the fol-
lowing transeript of Martha Corey’s
examination preserved in his hand-
writing:

By DMagistrate John Hathorn:
Question. You are now in the hands
of authority. Tell me, now, why do
you hurt these children ¢

Answer. 1 do not.
Q. Who dotht

4. Pray give me leave to go and
pray. (This request was repeated
several times.)
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. We did not send for you to
pray. but to tell why yon hurt these
children.

4. I am an innocent person. I
never had to do with witcheraft since
I was born. I am a Gospel woman.

¢. How could you tell, then. that
the child was bid to observe what
clothes you wore when someoue eame
to speak with you?

4. I suspeected it.

¢. You dare thus to lie in all
this assembly? 1 expect the truth.
Speak. now. and tell who told vou
what clothes?

4. Nobody.

At this point one of the attlicted
children suddenly cried out, ‘‘Look,
look! There stands a great black
man beside her. He is whispering in
her ear!”” (Mr. Parris records this
incident, but fails to give the name
of the ‘‘afflicted’’ in his notes.)

Magistrate Hathorn immediately
asked the old lady what her invisible
counselor said, and she replied: *We
must not believe all these distracted
children say.’’ Thereupon. to quote
Mr. Parris’ notes, ‘‘there was ex-
treme agony among all the afflicted.”’

‘It was noted that when she bit her
lip [again quoting the reverend
scribe’s report] several of the afflict-
ed were bitten.

‘“The Marshal said, -She hath bit
her lip,” and immediately the afflicted
were in uproar.’’

In such circumstances, it is not sur-
prizing that Hathorn and Corwin, the
magistrates, should have found suffi.
cient grounds for holding the old lady
for the autumn assizes. She was aec-
cordingly lodged in jail till the court
should convene in September.

Her trial, at the fall term of court,.
presents little difference from simi-
lar hearings, save for one single in-
cident. Among the “afflicted’’ was
a young matron. a Mrs. Pope, wife
of a well-to-do citizen of Salem.
During the trial this Christian young
woman hurled her muff ai the ae-
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cused as she stood in the prison’s
dock. Her shot, as is often the way
when women throw missiles, went
wild; but if she lacked accuracy of
aim she certainly was not wanting in
spirit. Stooping, she unfastened the
buckle of her heavy, rough-weather
brogan and flung it with all her
might at Martha Corey. Practise had
improved her marksmanship. The
iron-studded hcel of the hcavy- foot-
gear struck the old lady full in the
mouth. Tipstaves and court attend-
ants made no move to interfere. With
bruised and swollen lips Martha
Corey stood to recceive sentence of
death by hanging.

Another entry in the Reverend
Mr. Parris’ notes furnishes us with
the penultimate chapter of Martha
Corcy’s tragedy: ¢ Accordingly, this
14 Scptember. the 3 aforesaid breth-
ren [Lieutenant Nathaniel Putnam
and two deacons of Salem Village
Church} went with the pastor to her
in Salem Prison; whom we found
very obdurate, justifving herself,
and condemning all that had done
anything to her discovery or con-
demnation. Whereupon, after a lit-
tle discourse (for her imperiousness
would not suffer much), and after
prayer, the dreadful sentence of ex-
communication  was pronounced
against her.’’

SIX days after Martha Corey’s ar-
rest on a charge of witcheraft,
her husband, Giles Corey. was haled
before the magistrates on a similar
accusation.

The same ‘‘afflicted children’’ who
had sworn away the wife’s life ap-
peared in the rodle of prosecuting
witnesses against the husband, and
so greatly did they suffer that,
though the old man stood a good ten
yvards from them, his hands were
lashed behind his back to keep him
from pinching the girls by magie.

After the children’s tale of haunt.
ings, pinchings, beatings and other
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abuses had been told, Giles Corey
was permitted to speak in his own
behalf. But when he declared him-
self innocent the ‘‘afilicted children”’
forthwith fell to the floor, some in a
dead faint, others writhing and
groaning in agony.

‘‘Is it not enough to work magiec
at other times?’’ Magistrate Ha-
thorn asked the prisoner sternly as
he beheld the sufferings of the ‘‘af-
flicted.’’ “‘Must you be at it in the
face of authority?’’

Again the old man denied his guilt
and the magistrate interrupted with:
“Why do you tell such un-Christian
liecs against these witnesses?'’

Throughout the short hearing of
Giles Corey’s case the ‘‘afflicted’’
seemed almost beside themselves. If
he held his head on one side, the bet-
ter to hear the judges’ words, the
heads of the ‘‘afflicted’’ were all held
on one side while they cried aloud
that his magic compelled them to im-
itate his movements. He drew in
his cheeks, their cheeks instantly
were drawn in.

There was little testimony in his
case. The cries and general demeanor
of the childish accusers were enough
to convince the magistrates they had
a dangerous and powerful servant of
Satan in custody. He was remanded
to jail to await the grand jury's
action.

September 7, 1692, Giles Corey
was led into court to answer an in-
dictment for witcheraft. The court
clerk read the document and, as was

customary, asked the defendant
whether he pleaded guilty or not
guilty.

Corey, though past the allotted
three score and ten years, was strong
in spirit. ‘‘ 'Tis nonsense!’’ he cried
in a clear, ringing voice. ‘‘To peril a
man’s life on the idle tales of chil-
dren is foolery. I’ll not answer to
such an indictment!’’

Court and spectators sat aghast.
Had not the witnesses on whose tes-

timony Giles Corey was indicted been
sworn on the Holy Seriptures? Did
not those same Scriptures declare
witches and wizards existed and
must be put to death? Whoever
called a trial for witcheraft foolery
denied the Bible and mocked at God.
This man was a blasphemer as well
as a wizard.

What to do?t No man could be
legally sentenced unless he had pre-
viously been found guilty by a jury
after a plea of not guilty or had
saved the court’s time by pleading
guilty. The court took counsel upon
the case, then decided to apply the
terrible penalty of pecine forte et
dure. This was literally ‘‘applying
pressure’’ to the accused, since it
consisted of laying him on his back
and piling upon his chest and abdo-
men as great a weight of timber,
stone or iron as he could bear, and
more, till he either died or agreed to
answer ‘‘guilty’’ or ‘‘not guilty’’ to
the indictment charging him with
crime.*

The English law differed from that
of continental European nations in
that it strictly forbade torture of ac-
cused or witnesses to make them tes-
tify. But an ancient statute, dating
to the reign of Henry IV, permitted
this form of torture for those who
delayed justice by refusing to answer
an indictment. It mattered not that
the accused’s conviction was a fore-
gone conclusion—he must have his
day in court, and judge and jury
would—must, indeed—go through

*NoTe—While the terrible penalty of
peine forte et dure was inflicted only
once by a court in America, it was by
no means unknown in England. Ju-
liana Quick died by it in 1442; Anthony
Arrowsmith suffered a like fate in
1598, as did Walter Calverly in 1605
and Major Strangways in 1657. A sim-
tlar case is recorded at the Cambridge
aseizes as lote as 1741 (though the
victim 1is unnamed). The punishment
was abrogated by Act of Parliament in
1772.
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the motions of according him a fair
trial before sentence could be legally
pronounced and executed.

On Monday. September 19, 1692.
Giles Corey was taken to a spot near
what was later to be the site of the
Howard Street burial ground and
Brown Street, Salem. laid on his
back. and buried under a creat pile
of timber and rocks.

Puritan conscience battled Puritan
conseience. The firmness of purpose
which led the conscientious officers.
blinded by the ecrude superstition
they mistook for religion. to torture
aged Giles Corey was the same firm-
ness of purpose which made the old
man refuse to go through the farce
of a trial for a erime he knew to be
impossible. It was the same uncom-
promising spirit which had already
wrested a new world from red-
skinued men of the woods and would
later hold it against red-coated smen
of the king. Giles Corey suffered
for being ahead of his time. He
denied the existence of witcheraft in
a day when nearly every one firmiyv
believed in a personal devil with
horns, hoofs and tail.

‘When the process of applying pres-
sure commenced, Corey begged the
officers to pile as much weight on as
possible, ‘‘that his sufferings might
the sooner be ended.’’

Robert Calef, a liberal-minded mer-
chant of Salem, who did all in his
power to stem the rising tide of mad-
ness during the witcheraft prosecu-
tions. relates a horrifying incident of
Giles Corey’s death:
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‘‘In pressinz, his tongue being
pressed out of his mouth, the sheriff
with his cane foreced it back again
while he was dying.’”

ARTHA COREY was hanged on

Gallows Hill, Salem, September
22, 1692, three days after her aged
husband suffered the cruelest death
ever imposed by ecivilized men on the
North American continent,

An old hallad. written in the con-
temporary stvle. tells of Giles Corey’s
death in these quaint words:

Giles Corey was a Wizzard strong,
A stubborn Wretch was he.

And fitt was he to hang on high
Upon ye Locust Tree.

So when before ye Magistrates
For Trial he did come,

He would no irue confession make,
But was compleatlie dumbe.

“Giles Corey,” sayeth ye Magistrate,
“What hast thou here to plead

To these that now accuse thy Soule
Of crimes and horrid Deed?”

Giles Corey—he sayeth not a Worde,
No single Worde spake he;

“Giles Corey,” sayeth ye Magistrate,
“We'll press it out of thee.”

They got them then a heavie Beam,
They laid it on his Breast;

They loaded it with heavy Stones,
And hard upon him prest.

“More Weight,” now sayed this wretched
Man
“More V\’leight,” again he cryed,
And he would no confession make,
But wickedly he dyed.

The third of Seabury Quinn’s true tales of witcheraft, “Rebecca
Nurse, Saint of Salem,” tells how a Colonial
court, in violation of the principle of trial by
jury, sent a saintly old woman to the gallows

on the testimony of hysterical children.

It

will appear in WEIRD TALES next month.



His Spirit Could Not Be Happy Until He
Restored Happiness to the One He Loved

,The Dark Interval

By J. B. POWELL

ARGROVE thought: ‘‘Pray

—pray—why don’t I pray?

Can’t—never learned. Well,
what’s the difference? Why don’t
I get frightened? Whisky—it’s got
me now. I’ve been a fool. Anne—
Anne—where is Anne? The will—
Anne—Anne—"’

The man was dying. At first he
had thought the attack was simply
another spell with his heart. He
had gotten up out of bed and poured
himself a whisky and soda, as was
his habit when he had these sudden
heart pains. He had then returned
to bed to await relief and finally sleep.
But the stimulant had failed, and as
time went on he felt his fat body
grow limp and weak. The sharp
pains crept nearer to his heart, and
his brain felt numb and tired.

He had checked an impulse to ring
for a servant. He knew he was dy-
ing, beyond aid. And he wanted no
hysterical old man tottering about
the room and wringing his useless
hands. He had thought it strange
that. one should feel the approach of
death so definitely, and so calmly.
He had sometimes wondered just
what the sensation would be like. He
had wondered if those who lead so-
called blameless lives would die more
easily than men of his own type. He
decided not. Funny, no regrets, no
fright, no desire to hang on to life.
Strange, too, that one could face the
unknown so fearlessly when the time
came. Well, he had gotten more out

of life than most people. He had

lived!

Death was a promise, he had
thought—a promise of release. of
rest; but only a promise. He had
tried to turn this last thought over
in his mind, but he felt his senses
blurring, and his thoughts bhecame
vague and disconnected.

And then, "* Anne—Anne—."’

He tried to eall but the words
froze on his cold lips. John Hargrove
was dead.

2

“WLLL you be goin’ in
away, ma’‘am?”’

‘‘Please, Mary.”’

*‘I kinda looked for you yisterdee,
but I guess you was so fur away an’
everythin’.”’

‘“Yes, Mary.”’

‘“They put him in the big room.
I thought it would be best with all
his friends an’ all. I bin keepin’
the door locked agin his relations and
such. They «come yisterdee. I
wanted to wait till von got here,
ma’am. He’s bin in there two days
now.”’

The servant unlocked a pair of
large oak doors, and the two women
stepped into the darkened room,

‘“Them ecandles are a-burnin’ low
agin. I bin keepin’ ’em lit but
scems like they burn down mighty
quick. He’s over here by the grate,
ma’am.’’

The women stopped suddenly and

peered down into the black cofﬁp_:
Jo

right
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‘‘Looks don’t he,
ma’am?”’

‘‘Did he suffer, Mary ?’’

‘“Went too quick to suffer, ma’am.
Died in bed. Heart trouble takes
’em that way. Liquor. the doctors
said. Guess he drank purty much
after you went, ma’am.”’

Neither spoke for some minutes.
The figure in the coffin fascinated
them. Their eyes remained fixed
upon the massive face, a face which
might have been molded out of soft
putty. The small eyes were closed,
but the heavy jowl drew them down-
ward and revealed slits of pale blue.
The wide chin was creased twice, and
seemed to roll down below the stiff
white collar,

The servant broke the silence.
‘‘Perhaps I better git you a bite to
eat, ma’am. A warm cup o0’ tea
would do you good.”’

‘“No, Mary. Just take my things
up. I'll be out presently.”

The doors swung silently shut be-
hind the servant. The woman who
remained gazed quietly down upon
her husband. Only one candle now
remained lighted. It cast a pale
yellow light into the face of the dead
man. At length the woman lifted
her eyes and glanced about her. The
large room was dark and still. She
could just discern the outlines of
familiar objects. A chair, a table, a
picture. She lowered her eyes once
more and studied the expressionless
face below her.

She thought: ¢‘Death is stronger
than love. Death has made him meek
and still. Love only gave him the
power to hurt, to crush. I don’t
hate him any more; I simply pity
him.”’

The lone candle sputtered and went
out. The white face in the coffin was
the only object that could be seen in
the black room. Mrs. Hargrove did
not move. She continued to watch the
face, still thinking.

‘“‘Anne—Anne.’’

natchurl,
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Mrs. Hargrove whirled about. The
voice came from bechind. She had
heard no one enter. The room was
dark.

‘“‘Anne—Anne—the will—Anne!”’

It was a man’s voice, deep and so0l-
emn. It soundecd like her husband’s
voice. She turned back to the coffin.

‘‘ Anne—Anne—"’

No, it came from behind, but it was
John’s voice.

‘“Yes, John,’’ she said softly.

A shaft of light crossed the room.

‘“Are you all right ma’am? I
thought mebbe you took sick bein’ in
here so long.”’

The servant switched the lights on
as she talked.

““Yes, Mary, I’m quite all right,”
replied Mrs. Hargrove calmly.

3

I'r SEEMED to Hargrove that he had
been asleep an unusually long
time. The sun was already streaming
through the open windows as he leis-
urely rose from his bed. Ten o’clock,
at least, he thought. He turned
mechanically toward the small table
that contained his whisky siphon and
he moved slowly toward it. He
reached for a glass, but his hand
seemed unable to close upon it. In
fact, he thought his hand went right
through it as if it were a shadow.
Somewhat dismayed, he turned and
walked back to his bed. He decided
that he was very sleepy, or perhaps
still under the influence. He sat
down on the edge of the bed and
thoughtfully placed his head in his
two hands. Finally he stood up again,
convinced that he was neither asleep
nor drunk. He glanced down at the
foot of the bed for his bathrobe. He
would bathe and get dressed. Then
he would feel better. His eyes fell
upon the fat figure stretched out be-
side him and he remembered then
that it was dead.

With the realization of death came
intense miserv. Hargrove had never
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felt its equal in life. It was not phys-
ical discomfort, nor was it quite
mental agony. It was worse than
either of them, hut not so tangible.
Comparing the feeling to life, it was,
he thought, as if he had murdered
everyone in the world and was conse-
quently forced to live alone. Alone,
be thought, with a striet, puritan
conscience for company. He felt
utterly abandoned, and he was all
misery. In life he might have thrown
off even so intense a suffering by
drink or by any form of material
pleasurc. But in his present state he
was helpless.

This persistent spiritual aching
soon drove him into paniec. He felt
he must go somewhere, tallkk to some-
one, anyone. He wondered if he
must remain in the bedroom with his
useless body, and soon found that he
could move through solid objects, but
that he could not leave the floor. Ile
realized that he was invisible because
no part of his being was visible to
himsclf. He thought it strange that
he could walk, although he seemed to
drift along rather than take actual
steps.

But such misery!
said, ‘‘Anne, Anne.’’ It was as if
Anne herself were prodding his
wounded soul, persecuting him with
pain. He tried to think of other
things, of pleasant things, but the
voice said, ‘“Anne,’’ with added dis-
tress, with unbearable wretchedness.

Deciding that he could bear it no
longer, Hargrove left the bedroom
and went downstairs. The servants
were in the kitchen cating breakfast.
Undoubtedly they had not yet discov-
ered his body, and they knew better
than to disturb him before noon. He
decided not to bother them. He
would walk out and try to find relief
from this insufferable agony.

He left the house and drifted aim-
lessly along familiar streets. He en-
countered several acquaintances,
stopped and bade them good morn-

And every pang

ing, but they passed through him,
unperturbed. He shouted after
them, but they paid him no heed. His
misery increased. He could not
understand, if his present state wcre
death, why life was so near at hand.
And since life was so close why could
he not reach out and grasp it? He
wondered if he must go on thus eter-
nally. Where was the promise death
had pledged him?

Drifting—drifting. He who had
been so completely material now so
entirely spiritual. Thoughts. He
could do nothing but think. Think
back on Anne. Think back with a
pang of remorse over each sordid de-
tail of his life with her. He who had
been so unutterably unfeeling, so
thoroughly selfish. Think back, al-
ways back. No future, no ray of
hope, no merciful rest. He must con-
tinue drifting, always drifting—
drifting.

He lived again his lurid ycars with
his wife. He saw her, young, attrac-
tive, an orphan depending on the
world of men for her livelihood. She
had been his secretary, and he had
wanted her. And because she was
honest he had married her. But al-
though she did become his wife she
was simply another woman in his
life. That she had loved him mat-
tered not. It was the same old
hackneyed story of the man grown
tired of the woman and the woman
dying a little from each rebuke—

dying that slow, creeping death
which only a woman who loves
knows.

And when finally she left him he
had thought it a great joke. He had
hastened to his lawyer’s so that he
might exclude her from any share of
his worldly goods in case he died
first.t She had worked before; she
could work now, and continue to
work until she cursed the day she
left him. Just the same old trite
story. Beauty and the Beast. That
same old bromide, worked to death,
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a drug on the market. Beauty and
the Beast.

ITargrove lost track of all time in
his suffering. How long he had
drifted thus musing he knew not. At

night he returned to his house
through habit, and spent the long
night pacing the rooms. He would

wander into the drawing room at
times and stand before his coffin,
vainly yearning that he might erawl
back into his dead body and hreathe
again. Then he would enter the bed-
rooms where his relatives were guar-
tered, sceking comfort there. He
could hear them laughingly discuss-
ing his death. How much would they
get? Already they were eager.
Planning to have the will read im-
mediately after his funeral. Yes,
they would get it. His dear rela-
tives. Every penny of it. His sweet
rclatives!

And then back into the drawing
room again to pace the deep carpet
by his coffin until Anne came. He
felt satisfied that she would come.
Death has strange drawing powers.
Tt draws forgotten wives back to for-
getting husbands.

He was not startled when he
heard the key turn in the lock and
saw the doors swing open. Of course
it would be Anne. He swooped for-
ward to meet her and called her
pame frantically. He called again—
again. No response. The servant.
Would she never go® Again—again.
Ah, the servant was going now—
gone. Again. She heard him. an-
swercd him. Tell her, tell her some-

thing. What? The will: ves. the
will. The servant again. Both go-
ing now. Both gone.

He followed his wife to her room
snd called to her all night. in vain.

4

T WaAS a coincidence that John Har-
grove’s will was to be read in the
sme room from which he had been
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buried. He thought of this as he
watched his eager eousins file in and
choose their seats. He noticed the
anxious greed in their faces and
cursed himself. 1lis wife. dry-eyed
and ecalm, sat apart from the group
cquietly conversing with the attorney.
The large room was no longer dark
and somher. Cheerful flaimnes shot
from the log fireplace. and the late
October sun flooded the room with
brightness. The flowers which had
yvesterday graced his coffin had been
removed. Even the gorgeous candel-
abrum had been hidden from sight.

Hargrove marveled at the change
death had worked in his heart. He
wished Anne could know him now.
He wished she might feel the deep
love in his heart and know the gentle
thoughtfulness that had enveloped
him. Too late. All things come too
late. He felt that he could atone for
every wrong he had ever done her,
now. Yes—now.

His intense misery had given way
to more quiet pain. He felt that he
was soon to die another death. The
small leather case which the lawyer so
carelessly tossed upon the table held
poverty for Anne, and eternal suffer-
ing for him. It held a serap of paper
with the ravings of a madman scrib-
bled on it. yet with the power to de-
stroy two lives—a living one and a
dead one.

A sense of rebellion surged through
him when the lawyer quietly opened
his brief case and extracted the docu-
ment. He paced the floor frantically.
The paper must not be read.

““NXp. no!"" he shouted.

The attorney had already begun.

““I. John Hargrove, beinz of good
health and sonnd mind do hereby—°?

Havgrove swooped forward and
flung himself desperately upon the
man. The paper slid gracefully from
his hands and fluttered slowly down
into the fireplace. An over-anxious
cousin brought out a single charred
edee and a burned hand for his pains,



THE DARK INTERVAL 99

All eyes were riveted upon the lawyer.
Hargrove’s relatives were trying to
digest what had just happened. A
fortune had been burned before their
very eyes.,

The attorney smiled not sadly.

‘“The accident was unfortunate,’’
be said blandly. ¢‘‘According to the
law of this state regarding lost and
destroyed wills, the entire property,
both real and personal, descends to

John Hargrove’s wife, Mrs. Anne
IIargrove.”’

‘With the attorney ’s last words Har-
grove felt himself lifted up out of the
open window. He felt cool breezes
play about him. The odor of fresh
green ficlds came to him. Warm,
friendly hands touched him. He heard
soft, soothing music in the distance.
His heart was light and his soul was
finally at rest.

The Wolves Were Howling

at the Door, but Far

Of Across the Snow-Covered Steppes the old
Russian Peasant Heard the Tz'né/z'ng qf

SLEIGH BELLS

By HASAN VOKINE

less way of Siberia. A desert of

snow stretched on every side be-
yond a lonely little muzhik hut. With-
in, covered by a sheepskin, lay An-
drey Taranof. His son, kneeling at
his side, listened anxiously to his
heart beats.

For many days they had endured
the cold with even no food, and now
the father was about to cross the bor-
der. Painfully he spoke: ‘‘Dmitri—
good-bye.”’

The son was unable to answer. He
kissed his father and arose. Moving
from the pile of straw he slid aside a
block of wood, and exposed a small
hole in the door. The moon shone
down on a silver carpet, crossed and

IT WAS cold in the fierce, heart-

recrossed by the sinister shadows of
wolves. He studied the glistening fur
which covered their lithe bodies,
beautiful despite the shudder they
caused.

They seldom congregated in sach
numbers around a solitary hut save
when a man was dead or dying. What
strange thing told them, of Andrey’s
condition? Now a long, restless howl
made his hand tremble as he replaced
the shutter. Turning, he said in a
low voice, ‘‘Father, let me open the
door. You see that we shall die in the
end. It would be better than this
long waiting.”’

There was no answer.

His hand rested on the bolt. It
turned!
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*“Dmitri! Wait.”’

The careworn eyes of the dying
man had opened. He was alert.

‘“‘Dmitri, don’t I hear bells, drosh-
ky bells? Yes! They come from the
west, nearer and nearer.”’

The son shrugged his shoulders.

‘‘But it could not be, father.
one would come—for us.”’

“But listen! Ah, don’t you hear
them?”’

Dmitri put his ear to the door. The
snow crunched under a hairy paw.
That was all.

Still they waited. Dmitri dreamed,
as he leaned acainst the wall, that the
cold which crept slowly up his boots
from the dirt floor was a pack of
wolves, gnawing, gnawing at him, and
he drew his long cherkeska. more
tightly about him.

No

HE sun arose. and each beam

chased away another wolf. Soon
the whole world was glorious and
golden, save for the two within the
hut. The squalor of their existence
was almost unbelievable. Although
only exiles, their lot had heen worse
than that of some Saghalien prisoners.
Forced to live in a miserable, one-
room hut, or izba, not allowed even
8o much as an implement with which
to eat their coarse food there, life was
that of beasts.

“Now we must wait another long
day—to die,”’ said Dmitri.

‘“No, no! I cannot. be mistaken,”’
insisted the father, slowly and pain-
fully. “‘I still hear the bells. They
were very far off—~and now they are
nearer.

Dmitri looked at his father and
wondered how much longer he would
last—surely not until night. When
that time came, when the vpack had
onec more collected without the hut,
he would tear open the door. In a
minute the reom would be sureging
with their cruel, glossy bodies, and in
another minute he would have joined
his father.
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Again he resolved himself to wait-
ing. Late in the aftermoon Andrey
motioned for water, and his sou fed
him from a bowl a dirty mess. half
water, half snow, which had filtered
through the cracks. Darkness came
early, and soon the occasional howlis
of the wolves were heard. .\ erunch
of the hard upper snow some time
later told him that one was iust with-
out. He carefully sounded the door.
The snow was above his waist, which
meant that once the door was opened
it would be impossible to shut. He
prayed that his father would not last
much longer, and again he was
startled at the old man’s strength,
Andrey was sitting up! His lips
formed the word, ‘‘Listen!’’

Another howl sounded. Then
faintly, from far away, the tinkling
of a. speeding sleigh reached them.

Pnitri could not believe. He held
his ears. It stopped. He released
them, and again the tinkling came,
It was steadily becoming louder.

It was just too much. In his ex-
hausted condition such an emotion
was more than Dmiti11 could with.
stand.

ATER, as they were taken into 2

room where there stood a table
with a samovar, a big bowl of steam-
ing schi and plenty of vodka, Dmitri
told his rescuer of how his father had
first heard his sleigh bells.

‘“‘But,”” said the farmer, ‘‘it must
have been about the time I was start.
ing out, miles from you.’”

So to this day they wonder how
that old man, on the point of death,
knew.

Tliis is a superstitious story, typical
of the Russian peasant. The son’s
story was taken as an omen that An-
drey had been forgiven by the Gyreat
Father as well as by their ** Little
Father’’ the tsar. Had he not bsen
allowed to visit the misty world of
after death? How else had he heord
brother Vastli’s sleigh bells?
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Author of “The Tortoise-Shell Cat,* “The Remorse of Professor Panebianco,” etc.

FOREWORD

O)E time during the latter part
of May, 1924. T received a com-
munication from a well-known

publishing house, a communication
sufficiently out of the ordinary to
merit my immediate attention. I had
sold these publishers considerable fie-
tion treating of the occult and super-
natural; they wrote me to inquire if
I were an actnal student of the oe-
cult. or if I had merely gone into the
subject superficially to give more
color to my stories. They intimated
that there was a special reason back
of their inquiry.

I wrote back that I was a serious
student. of the occult, but that the
more I studied it the more I found to
learn and the more I realized that I
had only seratched the surface of the
subject. The publishers wrote back
that they had been requested to get
in touch with a student of the occult
and to ask such a person to communi-
cate immediately with 1liss Sophie
Delorme, Differdale House, Meadow-
lawn. Lyubrook. (It is understood,
of course, that I am using the ficti-
tious names furnished in the manu-
seript written by Miss Delorme.)

I was naturally interested and
wrote to Miss Delorme at once. The
lady informed me that she had a
manuscript of about fifty  thousand
words which she had written to ex-
plain an extremely strange matter
that had occurred in her neighbor-
hood. She believed this story to be
vitally mmportant and insisted that
she dared not entrust the manuscript
to any- other than a person instructed
along occult lines, as she had every
reason to believe that efforts would
be made to reach and destroy the pa-
pers before their message could be
transmitted to the world. She asked
me to call on her and take over the
manuscript personally, and see to it
that i1t was printed.

I ascertained that JMiss Delorime
was a responsible person, quite able
and willing to defray the costs of
printing her book, in case it proved to
be out of the line of the regular pub-
lishing houses. I arranged to visit
her home on June 18th, an easy mat-
ter, as I found I could get there by
subway. On June 18th, therefore, I
walked across the fields to the great
wall which she had deseribed in her
Jetters, and rang the bell of the bronze

gate. From that moment, I began to
61
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realize what Miss Delorm¢ meant
when she wrotc that she feared for
the safety of her manusecript.

Even as I stood there waiting,
things started to happen in a most
bewildering fashion. I heard some-
body throw up a window on a side of
the house (to my right), and then
there came a woman’s scream, which
sounded to me more angry than fear-
ful. The scream was followed by a
heavy, metallic clang upon the pave-
ment just around the corner from
where I stood. 1 left the gate and
ran in the direction of the noise.

On the sidewalk lay a black tin
box such as is often used to preserve
papers of importance. It was dented
badly where it had struck the pave-
ment. I picked it up and then turned
my eyes toward the windows above
me.

An elderly woman stood at the open
window nearest the corner of the
house, holding with both hands to the
window-frame at either side of her.
Although she appeared to be alone, I
received a strong impression that she
was being pulled from behind, for she
was struggling as if with all her power
to maintain her position there. As I
looked up, the tin box in my hand, she
called to me anxiously.

‘““Who are you?’’

T to'd her.

‘“Thank God you came in time!”’
she cried excitedly. ‘‘Take the box
and get away from here as quickly as
you can. Don’t let it out of your
sight until it has been printed and the
books distributed. You'’ll understand
why, when you’ve read it. Never mind
about me! My work is done!’’

As the last words were flung down
at me, she disappeared backward into
the room, as if pulled there by invisi-
ble hands.

pID not doubt for a moment that I
had been talking with Miss Sophie
Delorme, and I saw no immediate rea-
son for lingering in the vicinity. She
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spoke with a forcefulness that made
a strong impression upon me. I felt
intuitively that it was of infinite im-
portance for me to leave that spot at
once with the tin box and its precious
contents. As for Miss Delorme, even
if she needed assistance of some kind,
I should hardly be able to clamber
over that high wall; common sense
urged me to call for other help, if it
proved neccssary.

I hugged the box tightly in my
arms and ran away just as fast as I
could go, forgetting dignity in my
anxiety to carry out the other wom-
an’s wishes. Even had I known what
was to happen, I doubt if I should
have lingered; there are some things
in the world of more importance even
than a human life, and when one rec-
ognizes this fact, one acts upon the
knowledge when nccessary. 1 know
now that I did well to save the manu-
script and to carry out Miss De-
lorme’s desire for its publication. It
was well that I stood not upon the
order of my going, for hardly had I
reached the boulevard when a loud
and terrible explosion rent the air.

I was flung upon the ground by the
force of the concussion, still holding
(oh, do not doubt it!) that black box
in my arms. When I rose to my feet,
dismayed by my premonitions, and
turned to look, the Differdale resi-
dence with its high surrounding wall
no longer marked the spot. A black
and smoking mass bulked hugely in
its place. Apparently Miss Delorme
had not been far wrong when she had
warned me that other than human
powers would make their attempts to
ruin the papers she had entrusted to
me; I felt that something had, in a
fury of disappointment, brought
about her death and the ruin of that
splendid and strange house, and that
this same something would presently
be upon my track.

The thought was more than suffi-
cient for me. I rushed down into the
subway- and caught the next train
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back to town. Not that this ended the
matter. Oh, no! Nor had I imagined
that it would. I knew that while the
devoted Sophie Delorme’s valiant and
successful effort to place it in my
hands had succceded, even at the cost
of her life, the attempts to destroy it
would not cease until they had be-
come futile; that is, until there were
enough replicas of the manuseript
spread broadecast to make it impossi-
ble to suppress the message entirely.

Things became quite too lively from
that moment on. I had little time to
do more than admire the courage and
fidelity of the woman who had un-
doubtedly perished in the Differdale
house, before I was myself involved
in one accident after another. The
motorman on the train I caught had
a fainting spell and the train ran wild,
smashed into the one ahead and broke
things up pretty badly. 1 escaped
with the tin box still in my arms, but
scratched and cut by flying glass.

I got out at the next station, having
walked the subway rails with other
passengers, and took a taxi which pro-
ceeded to have a blowout and skid into
a. telegraph post. The driver was
thrown out and injured severely, but
I escaped—with a broken arm. My
good arm still held the tin box. When
the ambulance came for the driver, I
made them take me to my own home.
My doctor could not understand why
I insisted upon hiding that tin box
under the bedcovers, where I could
hold on to it. He put my broken arm
into a cast, and I had to resign myself
to some wecks of inactivity.

I went over the manuscript at the
first opportunity, with burning curi-
osity. I had to have the lock of the
box broken open. It was done in my
presence, of course, but in spite of my
repeated warnings, the man who
opened it let his tool slip and drove a
hole through some of the sheets, mak-
ing several words indecipherable. For-
tunately, the damage was not great.

Meantime, I negotiated with several
publishers for the printing of the
manuscript. When I found a pub-
lisher, my next difficulty arose. How
was I to safeguard it until it was in
book form? I explained this to the
head of the publishing concern, who
provided two watchmen who never
for a single instant let the manuscript
out of their sight during the day, and
at night it was locked into a safe in
the presence of two people. Notwith-
standing these precautions, things
happened. I have never spent such a
harrowing, nerve-racking time in my
life as I spent last July and August,
1924.

N SPITE of the care with which the
manuscyript was watched, a lighted
match was dropped upon some of it,
and it was saved in the very nick of
time. That caused a suggestion that
it be typed in duplicate, which was
done. During the typing, the young
woman typist—whose probity is un-
questionable, for she is a personal
friend of mine, interested also in oc-
cult subjects—crumpled up quite a
bunch of sheets given her to work
from and threw them into the waste-
basket, by mistake. Fortunately the
loss was discovered before too late,
and the pages retrieved. The typist
cried, she felt so badly about it, and
begged that I take charge of the man-
uscript sheefts myself. I dictated it
to her, after that, so that the papers
did not leave my hands until safely
typed.

One copy of these typed pages was
shut up in the publisher’s safe with
the original manuscript; the other
was distributed in the printing room.
A fire broke out in the printing room
while the men were out at lunch, and
the fire engines came, and the place
was drenched, the sheets being almost
ruined. Fortunately, we could replace
spoiled sheets with clean ones from
the other copy in the safe.
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Then, after the books were printed,
the entire printing plant was dyna-
mited, and the books destroyed in the
resulting fire. I had taken the proof-
sheets home with me, however. and
from these I dictated the entire manu-
seript again to a typist.

I know there are plenty- of people
who will sneer at the recital of these
accidents, calling them coincidences.
That word covers a multitude of
strange. inexplicable happenings. I
know too much about those powers
who are averse to publishing broad-
cast the message contained in Miss
Delorme’s manuscript. to call these
occurrences coincidences.

As I write this. T know that Miss
Delorme’s message of warning will go
out into the world as she intended, a
message for those who ean undev-
stand. It may be only a piece of fie-
tion for those who are ignorant of
what the most casual students of psy-
chic phenomena now consider every-
day occurrences. The declaration that
there ‘‘ain’t no ghosts’’ today is noth-
ing but a display of the speaker’s de-
plorable backwardness in cwrrent
news, alone.

I wish to state, before closing my-
little foreword, that I have not.
touched Miss Delorme’s manuseript.
except to try to separate it into parts,
not chapters. It was a single long
narrative, as it came to my hands:
the writer evidently considered it
more important to get her message
on paper than to divide and suhdivide
it in the manner of modern letters. I
found it awkward to draw any- divid-
ing lines in the text, myself.

There is little doubt in my mind
that that fine and noble woman lost
her life because she was not sufficient-
1y instructed in psychic phenomena
to protect herself against invasions
from the darkness on the other side of
the veil that separates the human en-
tity- from the mysterious and too of-
ten malevolent entities of the astral
plane. Fortunately for the world—
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at least for that portion of the world
that can understand—she had secured
with careful foresight the printing
and distribution of her weird and ter-
rible experience, even to the final de-
tail of a large check made out to me.
and enclosed with the manuseript in
the tin box. That she was safeguard-
ed until her work was finished and
passed on to me, is proof that other
and higher powers of good watched
over her while her presence on this
plane was necessary.

It is my earnest hope that her sac-
rifice and devotion will not have been
in vain, —Greye La Spina.

PART 1

HERE is no real reason for the in-

side history- of that summer to
remain unrecorded and there are
strong reasons why it should be made
public. I understand fully- that many
will pronounce the whole affair one of
shecr fabrication on my part. but on
the other hand there are those in
Ameriea, in the world. who will know
that my story is not only possible but
probable. It is for these last I write,
that the knowledge of those strange
happenings may put them on their
guard; that they may recalize the full
extent of the danger in this terrible
invasion of our dear country by the
potent influences of evil that have for
centuries flourished in the wild spots
of Europe and Asia.

The world ought to knor that these
forces of the dark are organizing for
the advancement of their own indi-
vidual and collective purposes. just as
the forces of the light are co-operat-
ing for the advancement of humanity;
that invasions from the dark will peri-
odically- be made—slyly, subtly. when-
ever opportunity offers; that embod-
ied and disembodied e+l is marching
upon the New World, intent on econ-
quest. And most terrible of all. the
New World is ignorant of these potent
influences upon mind and body, at-
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tributing the ancient wisdom of the
Old World along these lines to the
supcerstitious tales of ignorant peas-
ants.

I know from my own experience
that these entities are not figments of
the fevered imagination. I know that
they have arrayed themselves against
those who know them and would give
them battle. I myself am in deadly
peril of their bitter enmity, and one
thought only can uphold and strength-
en me: God is more powerful than
all the combined forces of evil, and
while I have a message to give the
world, no harin can come to me. When
that message has been delivered, my
work shall have becn finished, and 1
shall be ready to go, to take up the
good fight on another plane of exist-
ence.

If I were to relate the whole story
in a few terse lines, I am sure that I
would be marked down at once as
mentally unbalanced and thus my ef-
fort to gain the ear of those who can
understand would have failed. I must
not shear the tale, then, of any of the
trifling incidents, the petty happen-
ings, that will unfortunately give my
tale the earmarks of fiction for the
uninstructed, but must equally place
it beyond cavil as a recital of facts in
the opinion of the initiated. I shall
try, therefore, even at the cost of
seeming tedious, to relate even the
slightest things that may throw light
on an as yet comparatively unknown
subject upon the existence of which
my claim to sanity, as well as that of
my niece Portia and that of Owen
Edwardes, depends.

The strange and inexplicable disap-
pearance of two police officers from
their station; the unsuccessful attack
upon a third; the disappearance of a
girl of twelve; these incidents may
perhaps be recalled to the memory of
citizens of the suburban town where
they took place, when they read this
explanation of those mysterious hap-
penings. It is of course necessary to

disguise to a certain extent the names
of the principals in the affair, as well
as the name of the town itself; I am
not writing to satisfy anyvone’s morbid
curiosity or to make Lynbrook—Ilet
me call it that—a place of pilgrim-
age. My sole incentive is to notify
the “‘initiated’’ in America of what
has actually taken place in this New
YWorld, of this invasion by the evil
powers of the Old World’s waste
places. This accomplished, I shall
feel more than repaid for the effort
which it is for me, 2 woman unaccus-
tomed to writing more than a friendly
note, to pen this story which I have an
intuition may prove a long one.
Since the heroic deaths, in the
World War, of my nicce and of Lieu-
tenant Owen Edwardes, I have often
debated within myself the advisability
of setting down an account of those
strange and awful happenings, and
at last it was borne in upon me that I
must carry on PPortia’s work as far
as it was possible for me to do so. I
lost no time in getting to work, once
persuaded where my duty lay.

I'r IS easy to begin, because my part
in it really started with Portia’s
letter inviting me to make my home
with her in Lynbrook.

Portia was the only child of my
brother Chester, who was killed with
his wife in an automobile accident in
a day when automobiles were a rarity
and not as perfect in their mechanism
as they are nowadays. Portia was fif-
teen at that time. She was left an or-
phan with little or no means of sup-
port, as Chester, manager of the sales
department of the Wilton Front Lace
Corset Company, had lived up to his
income to the last penny. I was, I
suppose, the only living relative the
child had here in the East, and when I
found by inquiry that her mother’s
people were far from well-to-do ranch-
ers in Montana and that Portia had
scholarly ambitions, I decided to take
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her to live with me until such time as
she married or managed for herself.

When father died, he left the old
home in Reading, Massachusetts, with
sufficient income to keep it up. Ches-
ter had refused to benefit by father’s
death; he always said he could take
care of himself better than a woman
could take care of herself. For this
reason alone, I felt morally engaged
to do what I could for Chester’s girl.

Portia came to live with me, then,
and attended the public school of
Reading and later on went to high
school. By the time she had grad-
uated from high school she had al-
ready made up her mind what she
wanted to do. She intended to go to
Vassar, wherc her father had made
application when she was born, as
proud parents do nowadays. The only
obstacle was the lack of sufficient
money to pay her tuition and other
expenses. This did not dismay my
niece.

Early in her girlthood I had oceca-
sion to admire her courage; her ab-
solute fearlessness, rather. She faced
the situation of no funds, and made
herself mistress of it. The details I
do not fully know, but I learned aft-
erward that she eked out the little I
managed to send her, by tutoring, by
taking down lectures in shorthand
and selling the transcribed copies to
fellow students. Portia passed her
final examinations with high marks
and returned to me for a brief period
of repose while looking about for a
position of some kind.

Just what she was fitted for, she
herself did not know. She had thought
of library work, but I believe this was
merely because she loved books so
dearly, not because the career of a
librarian appealed to her. Finally she
decided that her best opportunity
might lie in a secretaryship and was
about to leave Reading for New York,
when a letter arrived one morning
that had been forwarded to her from
college,

It was a wonderful morning in
early July, 1910, when this momen-
tous letter arrived. The sun was no
brighter than my girl’s face when
she lifted it from the letter to ex-
claim: ‘‘Here is the very thing I
would have chosen out of all the
world, Aunt Sophie, could I have put
my wishes into words.’’

She tossed the letter across the table
to me and turned to stare out of the
window into the dappled sun and
shade of our pretty yard, which I real-
ized she was really not seeing at all.

I took up the letter and read it
hastily. It was from one Howard
Differdale, of Lynbrook, N. Y., a
frank, straightforward statement of
his needs. As nearly as I can remem-
ber, it ran somewhat in this tenor:

He was a bachelor, living alone in
a great isolated house about five city
blocks, however, from a community
known as Meadowlawn, and near sub-
way lines that made it but half an
hour from the heart of Lynbrook. The
management of the house was in the
hands of a ‘‘faithful Chinaman, Fu
Sing.”’ Mr. Differdale was engaged
in occult research and experiment and
desired a young woman assistant who
was not only interested in his line of
work but capable of helping material-
ly, and of making the necessary ob-
servations in shorthand and on the
typewriter.

He gave references as to his finan-
cial standing. He mentioned that his
mother and sister lived in Meadow-
lawn and attended a Presbyterian
church there. He would be glad to
pay all expenses for Portia and a
chaperon, if my niece were suffi-
ciently interested to make the trip to
Lynbrook for the purpose of deciding
personally whether or not she desired
to take the position he was offering.

The salary he offered was compara-
tively small, so much so that I won-
dered at my niece’s enthusiasm. The
matter of remuneration, however,
was taken up later by Mr. Differdale
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when Portia went down to see him,
and augmented to an extent that
would have made the position a highly
desirable one from the financial stand-
point, had it been known beforehand.
Mr. Differdale explained to my niece
a bit dryly that he had purposely
made it very small in his letter, be-
cause he did not care for the type of
woman who would have been attracted
for the sake of the remuneration
alone; he wanted someone whose
strongest motive was the character
of the work. But I am getting ahead
of the story.

ORTIA went down to Lymbrook. She

did not take me with her. She
told me that she considered herself
capable of judging both the charaec-
ter of the man and the nature of the
work., She did not retarn to Reading,
but I received a series of letters tell-
ing of her arrival, and of various
other matters of interest. Some of
these I still have, and shall quote here
and there to show her first impres-
sions, especially as some of them have
a bearing on later events.

With a check, she wrote:

‘““‘Dear Aunt Sophie:

‘I am enclosing a check for my first
month’s salary- in advance. I am send-
ing it all, because I really cannot fore-
see any particnlar needs that may
arise to necessitate my having on hand
jnore money than the amount of my
fare down, which Mr. Differdale re-
funded, as he offered in his letter.

‘I suppose you would like to know
what kind of a man my employer is
and what the work is for which I am
engaged. I am bound by my honor
not to divulge the exact nature of the
work, but I can say- that it is some-
thing which is for the good of all hu-
manity, and that Mr. Differdale can
be best judged by this: every penny
he derives from an invention of his
for weighing and sorting watch mech-
anisms, he devotes to his researches,
the nature of which I cannot tell you.

His whole life is bound up in carrying
on this work.

‘“He is the most absent-minded ot
individuals, when it comes to his per-
sonal wants, although his mind is as-
tonishingly alert when it is fixed upon
his work. Fu Sing, the Chinese man-
of-all-work, has to call him to his
meals or I verily believe he wonld for-
get that such a thing as food existed.
Fu Sing is a model servant, by the
way; one never sees him about the
house, but he accomplishes wonders in
making everyvthing clean and com-
fortable.

‘“The floors are hardwood 1ith
oriental rugs. No chairs; just piles of
cushions. I sleep on cushions every
night, and I must admit I find it ex-
tremely luxurious and comfortable.
This is a part of Mr. Differdale’s the-
ory; he believes that the part of our
lives spent in repose or recreation
should be made as relaxing as possible
and that complete change is a relaxa-
tion in itself. Oh, we need to gain
fresh strength daily for the demand-
mg work in which our nights are
passed !

‘“Yes, all our work is done at. night.
So far, I have been out under the stars
every night except when it has rained.
We sleep all day. I am entering up-
on an entirely different life, Aunt
Sophie. and it is wonderful—and fas-
cinating—and inspiring! I admire
my employer hugely; he is really a
splendid man. You feel this just by
being in his vieinity; it is a kind of
atmosphere spreading about him."’

LATER letter read: ‘*The first

week I was here I did practically
nothing but read his books or listen
to his explanation of some of the ex-
periments in which I am to assist him
later on. I am all impatience, but I
cannot help him materially until I
have learned many, many things. I
am studying now, every minute that
I am not sleeping or taking the out-
of-door recreation upon which he in-
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sists and which is great sport, for it
consists in exercising Boris and An-
drei (huge white Russian wolfhounds)
on the leash, in the fields that com-
pletely surround the high walls of the
building where we live in what
amounts to isolation,

¢“About five blocks away through
the fields lies a little community called
Mcadowlawn. There are seven or
eight solidly built-up blocks of brick
and stucco houses, bounded on the
side nearest us by a wide highway
called Queens Boulevard. There are
little stores along the boulevard, and
the built-up streets run at right an-
gles to this wider highway, which is
much traveled by trucks and automo-
biles.

‘“Mr. Differdale took me to call on
his mother and his married sister, the
afternoon of the day that I arrived,
and left me to lunch with them, as he
wanted me to get in touch with every-
body and everything in his neighbor-
hood, so that I could satisfy myself
about his standing. He did not need
to do this, Auntie; I made up my
mind to remain the moment I first
laid eyes on him, and he told me after-
ward that he knew immediately that I
was the one woman who could help
him in his work, when he read my
graduation thesis. He had managed
1o get hold of several essays by girls
in my class, through the dean’s influ-
ence, and said that he had selected
Vassar girls because he believes that
Vassar sends out adventurous spirits
from her halls!

‘“Mrs. Differdale and Mrs. Arnold
do not at all resemble Mr. Differdale,
who is invested with a kind of no-
bility of bearing, a dignity—well, it
is something spiritual that you feel
about him and that his mother and
sister do not possess in the smallest
degree. They are both of the earth,
earthy; although I’m sure it would
hurt their feelings immeasurably to
think that anyone considered them
other than intensely—well, I'll call it
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religious, as being apart from spirit-
ual.

‘“Mrs. Differdale is tall and thin,
with snappy Dblack eyes and frizzed
gray hair that she conceals under a
soiled boudoir cap mornings when it’s
in crimpers. She usually removes
them before dinner at night, when
she dons a silk dress and becomes a
lady of leisure. I’ve found in talking
with her that she is intolerant of peo-
ple who think differently from her-
self, and very dictatorial in stating
her opinions as settled facts. She has
a curious nature that is really aston-
ishing.

‘“ Apropos of her curiosity, she has
a trick of catching up a broom and
rushing out {o sweep the immaculate-
ly kept sidewalk on a moment’s no-
tice, if any out-of-the-ordinary noise
happens to reach her listening ear;
and it would be a mighty small noise
that didn’t, Aunt Sophie, I can assure
you. During the two hours I was in
her home that first afternoon, she
questioned me on about every subject
conceivable, but as I was not at all
sure of my ground, I managed to
evade most of her inquiries, especially
those that concerned her son, about
whose work she apparently knows
quite nothing. She speaks of him with
grudging admiration, chiefly because
of the money he has made by his in-
vention, it seemed to me.

‘‘Her daughter, Aurora Arnold, is
as much like the older woman as one
pea is like another, except that she is
younger. She has thin blond hair and
pale blue cyes to which she tries to
give an expression of sincerity and
sympathy, although she didn’t affect
me as being what she pretended, and
evidently wanted me to believe her.
Mr. Arnold works in some kind of
machine shop, but she refers to him
with a considerable air as a ‘‘profes-
sional >’ man. She used to be a kinder-
garten teacher and—well, you may
remember that I always disliked the
idea of teaching because of that air of
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superiority that teachers assume
among their pupils until it is second
nature. Mrs. Arnold has that air to a
degree that, I’'m ashamed to admit, I
find insufferable.

‘““Like her mother, she is curious
about everything and everybody in
the neighborhood. I heard more gos-
sip, disguised as friendly eriticism,
during luncheon time than I’ve ever
heard in all my life before, even in
Reading.

‘I got an impression, vague to be
sure, that Mr. Differdale’s mother was
jealous of my advantage in being his
assistant, and in thus being admitted
to the knowledge of his work. She told
me, with rather a dry air, that she
had never been invited to set foot
within the precincts guarded by that
ten-foot wall that surrounds the house
where her only son lives and works.
The thought that I had alrcady been
admitted there was only too cvidently
distasteful to her, and I felt that her
disposition to be friendly was mo-
tivated by her belief that it would
give her later opportunities to satisfy
her curiosity, when more confidential
relations should have been established
between us.

‘““There are two Arnold children,
disagrceable little brats of nine and
eleven respectively. Their names are
Alice and Minna. I have rarcly had
the misfortune to meet such malicious
children. I ecan well believe their
mother’s complaint that they are al-
ways quarreling with other children
on that street, but I do not bclieve it
is the others who are at fault, as Mrs.
Arnold declares. Their mother says
she canuot make thein obey her be-
cause they are so high-spirited. If
this is the actual reason, then deliver
me from high-spirited children for the
rest of my life! The ncighbors ap-
pear to share my dislike, for the two
children seem extremely unpopular.

‘““Mrs. Differdale asked if her son
had provided a chaperon for me and
seemed very much put out at what

she called his lack of consideration,
assuring me that I would undoubtedly
find myself very much talked about
unless I insisted upon the presence
in my employer’s housec of an older
woman whose prescnce would protect
me. I inquired innocently enough if
her son had such a bad reputation,
and she was quite wild at the insin-
uation, but kept returning to her ob-
servation that people in Meadowlawn
were very gossipy.”’

N A previous letter Portia described
the great square building of two
stories that contained the immense
laboratory and a roomy library where
thousands of ancient and modern vol-
umes were shelved. A dining room
furnished in modern fashion, an up-
to-date kitchen, and the sleeping quar-
ters of Mr. Differdale, Portia, and Fu
Sing, took up the rest of the building.
Laboratory, dining room and Fu’s
kitchen and hedroom were on the
ground foor, the library and other
slecping quarters and private bath-
rooms on the second floor.

Most of Portia’s work when she
first went there was the indexing for
casier reference of the thousands of
books in the library.. The letter from
which I quoted at length about Mr.
Differdale’s family was written about
a month afterr Portia left Reading.
From that time on her work must
have absorbed her to the exclusion of
cvervthing eclse, for letters hecame
more and more infrequent. ‘The only
things I could glean from these brief
messages were that her employer was
a great and noble henefactor of hu-
manity; that she had hurt her knee
when racing with the wolfhounds one
evening and a Mr. Owen Edwardes
(who had a1 recal estate office on the
houlevard) had escorted her home,
and that the dogs had ‘“behaved like
angels although he was a complete
stranger to them’’; that Mr. Owen
Edwardes had motored her one eve-
ning to Pleasure Beach, an amuse-
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ment resort near Lynbrook: that
Owen Edwardes had a really excep-
tional mind: that Owen had been
telling her how he was carrying out
his dead father’s ideals to build real
homes for middle-class families at
nominal cost.

I may be an old maid (Portia has
since told me that I couldn’t be an old
maid if I tried, despite my unmar-
ried state, and that the two Differdale
women were typical old maids in spite
of being married), but I can scent a
remance while it’s still a-budding.
There was more mention of '*Owen"’
in Portia’s letters than any other one
thing. It ean be imagined, then, that
it was like a bolt from the blue to
have her write me a quict, dignified
letter without much detail. stating
that owing to the neighborhood gossip
(which had been strengthened by old
Mrs. Differdale in her bitter jealousy
of mmy niece’s position of vantage)
Howard Differdale and she had been
qutetly married. so that, as she ex-
pressed it, they could carry on their
work without interruption or disturb-
anc-e in future.

From this time on. Portia’s letters
became yet rarer. In them, too, there
was no mention of Owen Edwardes.
although I inquired directly about
him twice. I tried to believe that
Portia had misled me purposely in
writing so much about the young man.
in order to cover her infatuation with
her employer. but I couldn’t seem to
reconcile this guile with her letters.

After her marriage, her communi-
cations took on a certain dignity and
aloofness. It was as if Portia had
‘“put aside childish things.”” She had
suddenly- grown up, had come to ma-
turity of mind and spirit. Neverthe-
less. I ¢ould not disabuse my mind
of the idea that there had been a close
congeuiality of mind and spirit be-
tween herself and the yvoung man of
whom she had written so much hefore
her marriage.
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Portia’s marriage took place in
January, 1910, six months after she
went to Lynbrook. Her husband’s
death came very suddenly in Decem-
ber of the same year. She wrote me
no details; merely said that he had
been struck dowm most cruelly in the
midst of his work, a vietim to the
evils from which he had been laboring
to save humanity. She added that
his death made her prouder of him,
if anything, although it was of course
a decp loss to her personally: as well
as to the world. which did not know
what it had lost. She intended car-
rying on his work, I gathered.

I could not help being troubled at
the thought of her in that lonesome
spot, with no one but a Chinaman (to
whom she referred as ‘‘my faithful
Fu’’) to look after her comfort, and
very glad I was when she wrote me in
March. proposing that I sell or lease
my house and make my home with
her,

Perhaps I was getting a bit tired
of living alone in a country town,
Perhaps I was just plain homesick
for the girl whom I had helped bring
up. I leased my- house. and hurried
all preparations so that I should be
free to go down to Lynbrook at the
earliest. possible moment,

I must confess that I was also actu-
ated by a burning curiosity- as to the
natnre of the work which my niece ad-
mitted had been the death of her hus-
band, and which she continued to car-
ry on, courageously, declaring that it
was for the benefit of humanity.

PART 2

I\ Y NIECE met me at the Center

Station in Lynbrook, and we
took the subway out to the Meadow-
lawn distriet.

Portia had changed very much,
though very- subtly, since she left me
a year and a half before. Her blue
eyves were dazzlingly clear and looked
at one uncompromisingly: there was
mystery in their depths, though. Her
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straight chestnut hair with its reddish
shadows, which she usually wore in a
coronet braid, was partially concealed
by her black hat, a bit of millinery
that cast a dark shade upon her warm
brown skin and her glowing cheeks.

She did not look in the least like a
sorrowing widow. Her manner, her
glanece. was that of a human being
which knows itself so well that it
cares litile or nothing for the opinions
of others. Her figure had grown full-
er withont. being buxom, Portia being
the type of woman called magnificent.
She had not lost the odd ebarm of her
month, which, when slightly parted,
showed two upper front teeth a bit;
this touch of lightness distracted from
her otherwise serious expression,
which was the first thing I noted
about her.

As we cmerged from the subway
station upon the street, we were en-
countered by an elderly woman who
inclined her head very slightly in
recognition, but with a certain air.
Portia touched my arm and stopped
me.

‘““Aunt Sophie, I want to have you
meet Mr. Differdale’s mother, of
whom I’ve already written you,’’ she
said very sweetly.

Mrs. Differdale jerked her head
high. She made me think of a super-
anpuated warhorse that hears the
military band passing. She almost
snorted, in faet, as she acknowledged
the introduction. I had an idea that
she was embarrassed about something,
and Portia told me later that curiosi-
ty had made the other woman wait
near the subway entrance so that she
would be the first to meet me.

‘““I hope you will be able to per-
suade your niece to shut up that big,
lonely house and live like a civilized
human being,’’ she said to me quite
sharply. ‘‘It’s her duty to come out
of her seclusion and interest herself
in worthwhile work for this commu-
pity and the world.”’

Portia did not appear at all lis-
turbed by this little stab, but as we
went on our way she remarked, just
a bit sadly: ‘‘ Poor soul, she has never
gotten over it that Mr. Differdale left
everything to me, except an annuity
sufficient for her modest needs. She
considers me an interloper, especially
as I’ve been obliged to rcfuse to ad-
mit her to the laboratory since my
husband’s death. She made several
visits of condolence within a weck.”’

We walked up about three blocks
along Queens DBoulevard. Portia
pointed out the great ten-foot wall in
the middle of the fields. I couldn’t
have missed it; it was a landmark,
and a mysterious one at that.

WE HAD just returned up Gilman
Street, which runs from the
boulevard to the Differdale place,
when an automobile came up behind
us. The driver stopped it and called
Portia’s name.

I knew before I was told that this
young man with the merry twinkle
in his dark gray eyes, the whimsical
smile hovering about his generous
mouth, and the light brown hair
showing under his cap, was Owen
Edwardes. I could not refrain from
stealing a glance at my niece, but al-
though I imagined I saw a deeper
rose creeping up in her blooming
checks, she maintained a quiet dignity
and composure that told me quite
nothing.

‘Do let me take you home,” im-
plored the newcomer, leaning back to
open the car door for us.

‘“Aunt Sophie, this is Owen Ed-
wardes,’’ Portia said. ‘‘My aunt is
going to make her home with me,
Owen.”’

‘“Aunt Sophie, I'm overjoyed to
meet you and to learn that you are
going to keep Portia company. I
think she needs just you.’’

Portia smiled slowly. There was a
certain gentle enjoyment of this mas-
culine directness in her expression.

3
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“I'm (uite contented just now
with my work, Owen,” " she rebuked.
““It is everything to me. you know."’

At that, his tone changed.

‘““You’re right, I know.’ he said,
with what I interpreted as a touch
of bitterness. ‘‘You are the most self-
sufficient woman I ever knew, Portia.
All you have to do is to shut yourself
away from the rest of humanity in
your gray pricon, and you’re quite
happy. No intruding friends for
you, eh?”’

Then turning to me: ‘‘I know it’s
only a matter of three blocks across
the fields, from here. but it’s hard
walking on the frozen ground. If
you get in. Portia will have to.”” he
insinuated. with an appealing and
boyish smile.

I liked him at once, so I got into
the automobile. and of course Portia
had to follow me. As Owen Ed-
wardes backed the car around. my
niece touched my- arm and motioned
with her head to a woman who, ae-
companied by two little girls rather
strikingly dressed in bright red like
twins, was walking toward us about
a block away.

‘‘That’s Mr. Differdale’s sister and
her children.”’ murmured mjy niece.
‘““Thanks to you. Aunt Sophie. I'm
now giving Aurora Arnold something
to gossip about.”’

I promptly said ‘‘Fiddlesticks!’’
Really, I didn’t care. I haa taken a
strong liking to young Owen Ed-
wardes at first sight, and if he showed
himself interested in Portia, I didn’t
intend to put obstacles in the way of
his courtship of a charming young
widow, in spite of what the neighbors
might say.

Mr. Edwardes asked Portia if there
were anything he could do for her,
before he went. He offered to go to
the Center Station for my trunk and
bag, instead of leaving them to come
over by express. Of course. I refused
his offer, but I told myself that nnless
he were interested in Portia he
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wouldn’t have offered to go so much
out of the way for me,

PORTIA pressed a bell button inserted
in the deep wall heside the heavy
bronze door that presently swung
open before her key. the bell being ta
notify Fu Sing that she had returned,
so that he could rcgulate the hour for
serving dinner accordingiy. For a
moment I had a feeling of panic when
I heard that great door clang shut
behind me. I remembered all at once
that in this enclosure some mysterious
work was carried on: that somewhere
here. inside those unsurmountable
walls, Howard Differdale had dropped
dead under Portia’s very eves. almost
at her side. I couldn’t help shudder-
ing.

The mnext moment Portia had
thrown her arms around my neck and
her warm Kkiss fell upon my- cheek.

‘“Welcome home. idearest Aunt
Sophie!”’ she was crying.

Her words. her voice. her kiss,
swept unpleasant associations out of
my- mind, and I followed her cheer-
fully enough across the wide court-
yvard to the massive granite building
that was to be my- home in future.
The house door was opened to us by
the bowing, smiling Fu Sing. sucking
in his breath in excruciatingly polite
manner as he retreated before us.

Portia took me at once to my}- room
on the second floor. It was wonder-
fully attractive, except that it. had
no bed, only a pile of silken cushions.
She asked me if I wanted to tiy the
cushions. or if she should telephone
into Lynbrook for a regulation bed.
It happens that I really do like to
try new things, so I vetoed her sug-
gestion at once; I thought I might
enjoy playing that I was in some kind
of Eastern palace.

At dinner, which was served in a
handsome, entirely modern dining
room that opened off the kitchen
through a butler’s pantry. Portia
tried to give me a brief resnmé of the
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events of the year covered by her mar-
ried life. I shall put it into a few
words just at this point in my narra-
tive.

Quite without the slightest attempt
at concealment, she told me that she
and Owen Edwardes had come close
to having had an understanding, but
that what she had learned of her em-
plover’s work had decided her that so
long as Howard Differdale needed
her, it would be her joy as well as her
duty to work beside him. She had
given Owen to understand this, deli-
cately, as a woman can.

And then Mrs. Differdale had writ-
ten her son a venomous note, quite as
wicked as only so-called good, reli-
gious people could have made it. Mr,
Differdale had quietly put the matter
before my niece. As between his work
and any personal inclinations, his
work stood first, he told her. He
needed her presence in his experi-
ments; he felt the necessity of her aid
in his work. But he would not take
advantage of her interest, her good
heart, at the expense of her reputa-
tion. When she indignantly declared
that she would remain because she
believed his work the most important
thing that had come into her life, he
asked her to permit him to give her
his name.

‘I married him, Auntie, but our
marriage was nothing more than a
wall of protection that we put up be-
tween our work and the malicious
tongues of people in Meadowlawn.
Mr. Differdale never made the slight-
est claim upon me as a husband. You
sce, Auntie, in order to be of assist-
ance to him, I had to remain a maid;
only a virgin ean help in sueh experi-
ments as he was carrying on. "’

As can well be imagined, I was in-
terested by this simple statement of a
rather astonishing situation. I in-
quired, tentatively, about the nature
of this work to which Portia now re.
ferred as ‘‘ours’’ instead of ‘‘his’’,
She tried to explain it, I ecould see, in

some general fashion, but I found my-
self in such a daze after her explana-
tion that I gave up trying to under-
stand it, quite in despair.

I did glean, however, that Mr, Dif-
ferdale was what she called ‘‘an ini-
tiate’’; that he had gone deeply into
occultism and the practise of magic;
that he had actually performed in-
cantations to call spirits into materi-
alization, out in that great courtyard
where I had seen mystical hieroglyph-
ies eut into the stone. I lecarned,
too, that he had come to his death be-
cause in over-excitement he had for-
gotten for a single moment that he
must never overstep the limits of a
cirele within which he performed his
spells. One night, my niece told me
with perfect gravity, he had gone out-
side that eirecle, and Portia, standing
beside him, had seen the results of the
terrible blows which he must have re-
ceived from invisible hands. (The
newspapers had it that he had fallen
from a window during a sudden at-
tack of dizziness.)

The whole matter was so weird, so
unbelievable, that my tired brain al-
most refused to accept it; I found my-
self wondering if my niece’s brain
had not been turned. But I was as-
tonished at my own mental attitude
when I discovered that in my new
and strange surroundings I was de-
liberately trying to digest Portia’s
tale as gospel truth, taking it at her
valuation. When I went with her
after dinner into the great library
and handled some of the curious old
books, many in Latin and other for-
eign languages, and noted their queer
titles, I began to swallow her story in
great gulps, explaining away the
difficult parts as things that I might
not understand at the moment but
should shortly be in a position to clear
up for my logical, disbelieving mind.

THE following moming I suggested
to Portia that she let me do the
marketing, which she or Fu Sing had
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previously c<oue by  telephone. 1
wanted 10 occuny my time, and this
appearcd to me the most sensible
thing for a woman of my habits; it
would give me a little walk each
morning, ind it is human nature for
a tradesman to give you better serv-
ice when you appear in person than
when you are nothing but a voice
heard daily over the telephone. Por-
tia did not care; she told me to do
exactly as I chose, if it made me hap-
Py and contented. I got the names of
her tradespeople and about 9 o’clock
went out with my list of needed arti-
cles.

Dircetly opposite where Gilman
Street adjoins the boulevard I saw a
little building about twelve feet
square, with gold lettering on the
door: OWEN EDWARDESR, Succes-
sor to A. J. Edwardes, Real Istate.

It gave me quite a comfortable feel-
ing to know that the younz man'’s
officc was so close at hand. A silly
thought, perhaps, being quite illogi-
cal, but I felt it just the same. An
automobile was standing outside and
as I crossed the boulevard Owen him-
self came out and locked his office
door. Then he looked up and took off
his hat to me with a smile that
warmed my heart, it was so frank
and pleased-looking.

‘“Well, if here isn’t Aunt Sophie!’’
said he gayly. ‘‘What is she wander-
ing about for, so early in the morn-
ing?”’

‘I am going to do the marketing,
Mr. Edwardes,’’ said I, trying hard
to be severe with him, for he really
hadn’t the slightest right to call me
Aunt Sophie, although I believe Por-
tia had not introduced me as Miss
Delorme.

‘‘Please don’t frown on me so! I
can’t bear to start the day with a
scowl,”” he implored whimsically.
‘“And for pity’s sake don’t call me
Mr. Edwardes. I can only be Owen
to Aunt Sophie.”’

TALES

HHow could anybody maintain dig-
nity with such a rogue? I laughed
outright. whereat he joined me with a
good will.

**Now. I call that fine. Auni Sophie.
We’re good friends now, aren't. we?
Now that we've laughed together?
Let me take you down to the buteh-
er's or the baker's or wherever
you’re headed, won’t you? I'm go-
ing that way myself—have to call on
a Russian prineess who’s buyving a
house from me. "’

I hesitated. There would in all
likelihood be further inferences drawn
from my seeming familiarity with
this pleasing young man. But, after
all, the harm must have been done
the evening before, for Portia had
quite indifferently observed that most
of the neighborhood gossip had its
fountain-head at the Differdale-Ar-
nold home on Elm Street. I got into
the automobile, assisted by the affable
Owen, who insisted upon covering me
up as carcfully as if we were start-
ing for a long drive.

He let me out at the butcher’s,
about six blocks off. I noticed that
everybody scemed to know him, hail-
ing him cordially and familiarly as
we went along. Even the policeman
opened the door of his little station
opposite the butcher-store, and shout-
ed a facetious greeting. I thought he
said something about going to see the
princess, and not. to be too proud of
his swell friends: to which Owen
called back as he started away, that
he’d introduce O’Brien to the prin-
cess as soon as she settled in the
neighborhood.

Poor O’Brien, looking so straight
and robust in his blue uniform! How
little did he dream then under what
circumstances he was to meet the Rus-
sian princess!

That morning I made the acquaint-
ance of Mike Amadio, the Italian
fruiterer and green-grocer, and of
Gus Stieger, the butcher. 1 left my
orders, stating that I would call two
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or three times a week at least for ihe
purpose.

Tuex I was returning. I met and
recognized by their red dresses
the two little Arnold girls, both of
whom stuck their small noses pertly-
into the air at sight of a stranger, and
went by me with the most impudent
expressions on their faces. Had they
been mine, I would have spanked
them soundly for their insolence. hut
from what Portia had written me I
felt sure their mother would commend
them for having showm their ‘"high
gpirits’’. I must add that I was so
astonished at the behavior of the two
children who at ten and twelve vars
should have known better, that 1 ae-
tually turned around as they passed
me. distrusting my own eyes. and
Minna stuck out her red tongmne at
me with considerable gusto.
I have always been rather glad that
I did not feel anything but an itehing
desire to spank Minna, or I might
have been conscience-stricken later
on. But again, I'm getting ahead of
my story. It is hard to get every-
thing into its proper sequence, when
one is looking back and can under-
stand things that at the time seemed
out of place and inexplicable.

I walked briskly back to the house
without any other experiences. rang
the bell, and was admitted by Fn
Sing. who bowed and scraped his
way backward as I entered. He in-
formed me in his heathen dialect that
‘“‘Missee’’ was in the ‘‘Libelly ",
which information I was unable to
understand until my own inclinations
drove me to resort to Mr. Differdale’s
books, there being really nothing else
for me to do except read. There I
found my niece lying comfortably
among her silken cushions. absorbed
in a black-covered volume with queer-
looking circles and triangles on the
cover.

She glanced up as I came in, and
closed the book.

‘‘Did you enjoy your marketing ex-
pedition? I so dislike running into
Mrs. Differdale or Aurora, or those
two insufferable children, that I'm
coward enough to resort to the tele-
phone,’’ she observed lazily.

I tried to let myself down grace-
fully on to the cushions, and failed
dismally-,

““I've simply got to make some
loose. flowing robes like yours, Por-
tia.”’ said I.

‘“They 're ¢ver so much more com-
fortable than ordinary clothes,
Auntie,”’ said my niece dreamily.

Just then I suddenly took note of
a detail that had cscaped my atten-
tion. It had been so becoming, and it
seemed so natural to me, that I hadn’t
noticed it. Portia’s negligee or what-
ever yvou could call it was not black
nor did it have a touch of erape about
it: instead. it was some kind of shim-
mering orchid shade over a metallic
and shiny green, not mourning at all.

“Why, Portia!”> I exclaimed.
‘“You’re not dressing in mourning,
are vou. my dear?”’

She looked down at her flowing gar-
ments, rcegarded them quietly for a
moment, then raised her eyes to mine.

““I don’t believe in putting on
black. Auntie, and neither did M.
Differdale.’’ (I realized then for the
first time. that she had never called
him by his first name to me.) ‘‘I do
put it on to go out around Meadow-
lawn, for the sake of his mother and
sister, who would believe otherwise
that I was not showing the proper re-
speet to his memory. I do not wish
anyone to think that I am not re-
specting sufficiently the memory of
that splendid man—but here—in the
privacy of my own home, may I not
relax sufficiently to permit myself the
relief of this color, instead of wearing
depressing black ?’’

‘“What do you wear at night, when
vou exercise Boris and Andrei?’’ 1
inquired. Boris and Andrei were
the wolfhounds to whom I had been
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introduced that morning, and who
had shown a decided disposition to be
friends with me.

‘‘I wear whatever happens to be
handy,’”’ Portia answered, with a
slight curl of her fine lips. ‘‘Fre-
quently I wear riding breeches when
I go out with the dogs at night, as I
am freer to run that way than I would
be in skirts. Of course, I try to avoid
Meadowlawn people: they’d be scan-
dalized at such a costume,’”’ she
added, shrugging her shoulders.

‘“Owen took me down to the butch-
er’s in his automobile,”” I informed
my niece. ‘‘He was on his way to
call on a Russian princess.’’

PART 3

Pon'rm sat up suddenly on her cush-
ions, betraying a tense interest in
what I was telling her.

‘“The Princess Tchernova?’’

‘‘He only said a Russian princess,
Portia. Your butcher pointed out a
very interesting house and beautiful-
ly landscaped grounds, some distance
farther along the boulevard, which he
told me the lady was on the point of
acquiring.”’

‘“‘I’'m  sorry,”” Portia ejaculated,
half to herself, as if in answer to some
secret thought.

I regarded her with astonishment.

‘“Why sorry, my dear?’’

‘“Well, really, Aunt Sophie, it
would be hard to say just why I’m
sorry that the Princess Irma Andre-
yevna Tchernova has decided to set-
tle permanently in this neizhborhood.
I—I really don’t like the lady.”’

‘““You have met her, then?”’

‘“At Owen’s officc a couple of
weeks ago. I was passing, and she
was just going back to her automobile,
so Owen insisted upon introducing
her. She was—oh, it’s quite impos-
sible to put one’s intuitions into
words. She was—well, decidedly ex-
otie, you know.’’

**What did she look like, Portia?
Pretty ?”’
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I began to have a faint suspicion
that Portia’s dislike for the Russian
might be founded upon an unacknowl-
edged jealousy.

‘““Pretty!”’ cried my niece. ‘‘She
is one of the loveliest, and at the same
time most evil, creatures I have ever
seen in all my life.”’

‘“You haven'’t lived so very long,’’
I reminded her dryly. ‘‘You’re only
going on twenty-five now, you know.”’

‘“She has a dead-white skin,’’ Por-
tia continued reminiscently. ‘‘Her
mouth is like a erimson stain across
that milky whiteness. Delicately fiar-
ing nostrils, lilke a spirited horse’s.
Her hair is ash-blond and she wears
it drooping over her small ears,
which must be low-set or they would-
n’t show beneath it at all.”’

““I must confess I can’t see what
extreme loveliness there is in your
Princess What-you-call-her, if she
has a chalky complexion, and wide
nostrils, and—?’

Portia turned on me.

‘““I wish to heaven she weren’t so
exquisitely lovely!’’ cried she with
passion. ‘‘It’s not right! It’s not
fair, that such as she. . . . Oh,
Auntie, you would have to see her to
understand how fascinating she is!’’

‘“Well, go on, Portia, and tell me
more of her loveliness,”” I begged
ironically.

‘“There’s something about her
light-hazel eyes that I can’t quite un-
derstand, unless. . . . But then,
I don’t see how that could be possi-
ble—I mean probable,’’ she corrected
herself, vaguely.

‘“You are really making yourseif
very clear, Portia.’’

‘“I mean that when she looked down
so that her eyes were in shadow, or
when the shade of her wide-brimmed
fur hat fell across her face, there was
a warm light in her eyes that was al-
most, if not quite, garnet. I didn’t
—I don’t—Ilike that, Aunt Sophie.”

‘“‘She must be an albino, if she has
pink eyves,”’ I snapped.
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‘““‘But they’re not pink. Her eye-
brows, too—they’re finely penciled
and several shades darker than her
hair. They curve downward until
they mecet in a sharp angle over her
thin, declicately modeled nose. She
shows her tecth too much when she
smiles, too,’’ mused my niece.

‘““Do you mean that she has a ‘gum-
my’ smile?’’ I insinuated.

‘“Oh, no, not at all. Her teeth just
show a little, but they are small—and
glittering white—and sharp—. She
has a trick of moistening her red lips
with her pointed little tongue.’’

‘“It seems to me that you were very
observant, when one considers that
you’ve only met the lady on a single
occasion,’’ I observed. ‘‘She must be
almost as unplcasant as those Ammold
children,’’ said I, recalling my en-
counter with those disagreeable and
precocious infants.

‘‘Her hands are slender, fascinat-
ing, with polished almond-shaped
nailss. T wish I could have seen
enough of them in repose to have not-
ed the length of the third fingers.”’

‘It sounds to me as if you thought
you were on the track of something,
Portia.’’

‘I belicve I am, Auntie!
I think of it—.”’

She jumped up from her cushions,
managing her flowing draperies with
an easy grace that I envied, and went
browsing about among the books, tak-
ing out first one, then another, and
laying them aside. Afterward she
brought them across the room, made a
little pile beside her cushions, and
sank down near by.

She began then to turn their pages
so absorbedly that I went up to my
own room after a little while and be-
gan to unpack my trunk, which had
arrived that morning during my ab-
sence. It was just as well that I bus-
ied myself without depending upon
Portia for distraction; she hardly
spoke during lunch, after which she

The more

returned at once to her books, making
notes here and there as she read.

T wAs late in the afternoon when

she apparently finished whatever
she was looking up. I had walked
past the library door a couple of
times, and pecped in to see if she was
through.

She came up to my room, yawning
widely.

‘“ After more than a year of sleep-
ing all day, it’s hard to overcome the
habit,’’ she said, stretching luxurious-
ly as she halted on the threshold.

‘““Why don’t you take a little nap?’’

‘‘Because I’m trying to keep regu-
lar hours like yours, Aunt Sophie.
Still . . .. Oh, you can have no idea
how much I miss Mr. Differdale! The
uplift, the inspiration, of his compan-
ionship, his work! If I could only
have an opportunity to talk with him
right now,’’ said she tensely, ‘‘how
thankful I’d be! He could solve my
problem so quickly and easily—and I
don’t know that I’'m prepared to un-
dertake his work and carry it on
alone, yet.”’

‘‘For the Lord’s sake, keep away
from those magic spells you’ve been
telling me about, Portia Delorme!”’ 1
cried in considerable alarm.

The very ideca of her raising—fig-
uratively, if not actually—the devil,
made me sick with apprehension. I
thought of her late husband’s dread-
ful fate, and shuddered.

¢“Oh, don’t be afraid, Auntie. I'm
not going to take any risks if I can
help it. But I certainly should like to
talk with him,’’ she finished musingly.

At this juncture Fu Sing came
trotting up into the hallway to re-
mark that the automobile of the hon-
orable Mr. Edwardes was without,
and that the honorable Mr. Edwardes
wanted to know if the distinguished
ladies wouldn’t like a little spin up
the boulevard to the bay, as the day
was so springlike.
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My~ niece was very much pleased, 1
~ould see, but she sent back word that
~he regretted that her work had piled
vup so that she couldn’t take advan-
1age of Mr. Edwardes’ kind offer, but
that her aunt would be delighted to
accept. 1 was provoked with her, but
then . . . how were other people to
know that the marriage between her-
self and Ioward Differdale was noth-
ing but a business partnership? At
least, she owed him the respec:t of not
entertaining the attentions of another
suitor for a few months.

Owen (he would have it that I must
call him that) had the diplomacy to
make me feel that my presence was
what he had particularly desired. He
tacked me in warmly and we went
rolling along up the boulevard. We
Jidnn’t ralk mueh, for there was really
very little 1o say, but he had the fac-
nlty of making you think that he wasg
all the time considering your comfort,
1f T bad marricd. I shouwld have liked
a husband like Owen. I thought to
myself. that if this attitude was sin-
rere, he ought to make a mighty
avrecable husband for someone, and
couddn’t help wondering just what
Portia. was going to do with him, for
that he was at her disposal I hadn’t
the slightest doubt.

A'r A POINT where the boulevard
tuimed into Bayside Avenue. he
stopped the car, so that I eould enjoy
1hie sizht of the sun glittering on the
waters of the bay. I leaned bhack,
drinking in deep drafts of the balmy
zir with its promise of spring. A li-
wousine with a fur-swathed chauffeur
drew up alongside and Owen took off
his hat, smiling that irresistible smile
of his. The occupant of the other car
pressed a button, and then lJeaned
across the opening made by the
Jdropped window-glass.

It was a woman, swathed in rich
furs so completely that at first sight I
could hardly distinguish more than
the warm glitter of her eyes. At sight
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of them. I recalled Portia’s descrip-
tion of the Russian princess, for those
eves glowed with a ruddy gleam that
certainly made them seem garnets in
the deep shadow of the enveloping sa-
bles.

‘“Ah, Ow-een, how charming, this
so-spring day!’’ trilled the woman’s
voice blithely, with a little thrilling
undernote of rich meaning that made
my backbone stiffen involuntarily. . .
That. woman called him ‘‘Owen!”’
And with what an intonation!

‘““ Aunt Sophie,” at once exclaimed
Owen, with a possessive air as he in-
dicated me to the occupant of the li-
mousine, ‘‘permit me to present the
Princess Tchernova. My adopted aunt,
AMiss Sophie Delorme.”’

The princess pushed out slender,
taper-tipped fingers with pretty im-
pulsiveness. She appeared to take it
for granted that she must be very
much persona grata with anybody
whom she chose to honor with her
friendship,

*‘Ah, now I begin to feel myself so
happy, with Ow-een’s dear Aunt So-
phie for a friend!’’ she exclaimed
with what in any other woman would
have heen called gush, but was only
delightfuily friendly ecoming from
her. '‘In my new home, I shall not
be lonely-, for I have the good friends
about me, already, is it not? Yes,
Ow-cen ?”’

“‘ Right, princess,
heartily.

She thrust that slender white arm
yet farther from the protecting furs
aud laid her outstretched fingers pos-
sessively on Owen'’s sleeve. My eyes
followed the motion, as I thought to
myself that the princess was either
much interested in the young man or
was a finished coquette. And then I
ascertained an interesting fact, one
that I felt would prove highly enter-
taining for Portia; the third finger of
that patrician hand was so much
longer than the middle and index fin.

” my cscort said
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gers that it amounted to an abnor-
mality.

‘““Ow-een, have I not tell you that
you must say the friendly ‘Irma’ to
me, not the cold ‘princess’? Ah. had
boy, how fast you forget a woman’s
words! - It is doleful. is it not, chére
Aunt Sophie?”’

I jerked my eyes awajy - from that
strange hand with an effort. and met
her keen glance. I knew immediately
that she had seen and understood my
absorption. She withdrew the hand
with a slow, caressing movement. half
smiling at me meantime with an odd
significance that made me hot all over
for some reason. First of all, I was
displeased at her calling me aunt:
even for a woman of her undeniable
charm and aristocracy, it was an un-
warrantable liberty. And then her
expression when she smiled! I could
not explain why, but it was as if she
had suddenly taken me into her con-
fidence in some secret matter in which
she expeeted my- tacit acquiescence
and approval.

I could not reply to her implied ex-
pectancy of an affirmative answer ; my-
blood must have flushed my face no-
ticeably, for she all at once turned
her gaze from me with a glitter of
those hazel eyes, which now seemed
almost green as she leaned awa)’ from
her sables and out into the sunlight.
Her lips parted, ever so little, disclos-
ing sharp white teeth, beautifully
regular. I suppose most people would
have said that her smile was charm-
ing, but I know that when she smiled
at me I felt only a dreadful sinking
feeling, a kind of growing terror,
blind terror at I knew not what. I
leaned back in the automobile with a
sickness in my heart that suddenly
took all the beauty out of that de-
lightful day.

“I could not resist to look at the
new home, Ow-een,’”’ purred the prin-
cess, drawing her furs about her sinu-
ous body with the hand that she now
kept hidden beneath those luxurious

folds. ‘I have already send the furni-
tures, so that I may- live here, with
my so-dear friends close by—soon—
soon.”’

How those words lingercd on her
red, red lips! An involuntary shud-
der gripped me and made me tremble.
I felt premonitions of evil; shook
them off angrily: felt them return
stronger than hefore at the princess’
little side glance at me. a glance half
amused. wholly tolerant, as of one
who knew her innate powers but dis-
dained to use them upon so entirely
insignificant an individual. She mois-
tened her full erimson lips with a
pointed little tongue aund addressed
herself again to Owen,

‘“When I make the house-warm, my
Ow-een, you will he my guest? And
the beautiful Mrs. Difterdale? And
of course, the chére Aunt Sophie.’’

Delicate raillery: sounded in her
well-modulated voice. She sank back
languidly into the brocaded interior
of her car. nodded her head like a
queen dismissing her court, and was
whirled awax-.

wWEN drew a deep breath and
turned to me. eves sparkling.

‘*Some princess. eh. Aunt Sophie?
The Princess Irma Andreyevna
Tchernova. Isn’t she a wonder? Won'’t
it wake things up to have her in the
neighborhood? She and Portia ought
to be great friends, don’t you think?
Two such brilliant women,’’ he went
on fatuously.

I was furious. I suppose I showed
it in my voice and manner. I re-
marked coldly- that the princess had
not impressed me especially as being
anything but a finished coquette. Of
course I should not have said that;
men are proverbially;: obtuse where
pretty women are concerned, and
Owen was no exception to the rule.

‘““Why, Aunt Sophie!’’ he gasped,
evidently astonished at m)  bitter at-
tack upon the Princess Tchernova,
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‘““Don’t ‘Aunt Sophie’ me, young
man!’’ I responded, somewhat tartly.
¢‘T have no intention of being an aunt
to everybody in this viecinity.”’

I regretted my abruptness the mo-
ment I had spoken, for Owen turned
genuinely hurt eyes to me.

‘““Do you really mind my calling
you ‘Aunt’?’’ he asked.

‘““I don’t mind you,’’ I qualified,
‘“‘but I don’t see why that—that Rus-
sian should call me ‘Aunt’.’’

He smiled.

“I’'m glad you don’t mind me,
Aunt Sophie, for I want you to know
that I'm hoping, some day, really to
be your nephew.’’

His dark gray eyes sparkled and
his lips compressed determinedly as
he looked honestly into my eyes.

I couldn’t help it. I leaned for-
ward and patted the arm that lay
across the seat in front of me. Owen
did an odd thing for an American;
he caught up my hand and touched
his lips to it very gently. Then he
started up the car and without any
further conversation we turned back,
for a slightly chilly wind was spring-
ing up.

When he helped me out, he took
both my hands in his and stood for a
moment without speaking, his eyes on
mine. 'Then, ‘‘Be my friend with Por-
tia, Aunt Sophie,’”’ he said in a low
voice, dropped my hands and went
away without looking back.

ORTIA was sleeping when I re-

turned, and did not waken until
long after dinner, which I had to eat
alone, as F'u Sing managed to explain
that my niece had given orders not
to be disturbed. She came into the
library about 10 o’cloek that night,
just when I was telling myself that I
ought to go to bed. She was looking
especially beautiful, it appeared to
me; a wholesome beauty that did my
heart good, not that exotic, evil loveli-
ness possessed by the Russian.
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‘“Well, Aunt Sophie, did you and
Owen have a heart-to-heart talk this
afternoon, and get things nicely set-
tled?”’

Her question brought my eyes
smartly to her mischievous face.

‘“Portia Delorme!’’ (I never could
remember her married name to say it
at the proper times.) ‘‘Just what do
you mean to insinuate?’’

‘“Oh, nothing, Auntie.’’

But she laughed as she flung her-
self across a pile of cushions opposite
me.

‘““If you really want to know,”’ I
said with dignity, ‘‘that young man
is deeply interested in you.”’

Portia fumbled with the tassels that
adorned her negligee, eyes downeast.

“I’'m not so sure of that, Auntie.
ITe’'s—he’s been rather taken up by
the Princess Tchernova since she’s
been haunting his office of late.”’

‘“She’s nothing but a client,’’ I re.
minded her.

And then there flashed into my
mind a picture of the Princess Irma’s
slender white hand, with that strange
finger.

‘‘Portia, she has the oddest hand
I’ve ever seen. Her third finger is
so long that—"’

‘¢ Aunt Sophie, are you sure?’’

My niece had suddenly grown ex-
traordinarily grave. She sat up
among the cushions stiffty, her lips
parted tensely.

I described the Russian’s hand mi-
nutely. I tried, rather stumblingly,
to impart the impression (so fleeting,
so vague, but. so definitely unpleas-
ant) that her intimate smile had made
upon me, and finished by saying with
considerable acidity that she was the
most perfect specimen of finished flirt
I had ever met.

Portia, who had listened without
interrupting me while I described the
princess’ hand, suddenly flashed into
vivid life at my last words.

‘““Ah! And Owen? I mean, how
does it appear to him? Does he—is
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he letting that—that creature heguile
him ?*’

It was so natural, that touch of
woman’s jealousy. that I felt like
smiling, but controlled my features
by an effort.

“Owen Edwardes is a young man
whom it would be hard to persuade
into believing evil of any} woman,”’ I
told Portia thoughtfully-.

““In other words, Owen is letting
that woman fool him with her studied
wiles? Oh. and I ecan dJdo nothing,
guite nothing! I am tied down. guite
Lelplessly-. by the respect I owe to My,
Differdale’s memiory!"’

“\Why, Portia. is it as bad as all
that 1"’ T said stupidly. as I saw her
fline out clenched hands with a ges-
tiire of desperation.

She Jaughed shortly. recovering her
poise as abruptly as she just had lost
it.

““Yes, Aunt Sophie. it’s as bad as
that,”” she echoed. °‘I love him. 1
loved him from the time we tirst met.
But—"’

‘““You loved him, and et let your
wretched work come between you?’’
I exclaimed reproachfully. I may be
an old maid. but I eould not appre-
ciate my niece’s strange attitude,

Portia tuimed her grave face up-
on me.

‘-You see, Aunt Sophie. you don’t
entirely understand the nature of the
work Mr. Differdale was doing. If
you did, I'm sure you would have
been the first to advise me to sacrifice
evervthing else in the world for just
that.”’

Hexr voice rang wirth earnestness,
but I shook my head slowly. 1 had to
admit that I couldn’t conceive of any-
work that would be so important as
to be allowed to stand between two
eminently- suitable young people who
cared for each other as I felt she and
Owen cared.

‘“You see, you don’t understand,’’
Portia repeated insistently, <‘And

then, later on, I married—and it was
too late.”’

‘¢ And now, you’re so particular to
pay” public respect to a man who was-
n’t your husband, only your business
partner, that you cannot even give
Owen the satisfaction of some kind of
an understanding, so that he won’t be
on pins and needles during the
months of your—widowhood!”’

I suppose I did say that in a very
nasty manner. I couldn’t help it. I
was exasperated with Portia. But
she did not seem angry at my words
or m) manner. Instead, she began
fussing again with a tassel.

‘I suppose I might do somethinsr
like that,’’ she admitted.

I was jubilant.

¢Of course, you know I cannot be
seen with him in public for some time
to come. and it wouldn’t he wise to
have him calling here for a while
vet,”’ she went on, musingly.

““You’re thinking of that old Dif-
ferdale female, aren’t you? .And your
husband’s sister? And the rest of
the Mcadowlawn gossips? Shame on
vou, Portia Delorme!’’

She laughed right out then.

‘“You’re an incorrigible match-
maker, aren’t you, Auntie? Well,’”
she added lightly, ‘“we’ll see what
can be done in the matter.’’

“‘I’'m going to bed,’’ I said shortly-.
rather disgusted at the indifferent
way in which she seemed to take
things. ‘“You can stay here and
langh over that boy’s love, if you
wish,”’

‘“ Aunt Sophie, I’ve got other things
to do than sneer at the honest love of
a man whom I—of whom I think as
highly as I do of Owen. I’ve been
sleeping this afternoon because I’'ve
work to do tonight, and it’s time now
that I began it. Fu Sing is fixing me
something to eat, and then—"’

‘““You’re going to do
that—?’

‘¢ Auntie, don’t you realize that Mr.
Differdale was taken away just at the

that—
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zenith of his powers and knowledge,
with his work unfinished? I’ve got to
carry it on; it’s up to me. Especially
since the Princess Irmma Andreyevna
Tehernova is going to settle in this
neighborhood.’’

So stern, so uncompromising was
her intonation, that I got right up off
my cushions, kissed her a bit timidly,
and scooted up to my room. Yes,
scooted is the right word; I felt that
my room was going to be a haven of
refuge for me that night, as far as
possible from the open courtyard
where Portia might later be carrying
on her strange performances.

I couLdbN’T help thinking, as I put
my hair into crimpers (Portia
likes it better waved and it’s quite
the same to me) that my niece was
going a little too far in her jealousy
of the Leautiful foreigner. A coquette
the princess might be, but now that I
tried to look at the matter without
prcjudice, if she were infatuated with
Owen, it was no one’s business but
her own if she attempted to win his
affection. Of course, as Portia’s
friend I didn’t want the princess to
succeed, but if Owen were to prefer
Irma to Portia, and Portia didn’t feel
like lifting a finger to hold him, then
it was Portia’s loss and Irma’s gain.

I went to bed, wondering only
what my niece would be doing
throughout the long night hours. I
had my suspicions. As for me, I
slept splendidly, in spite of a heavy
electrical storm that must have come
up in the middle of the night, for
when I went to the market the fol-
lowing morning, there were traces of
the destruction wrought, such as
many trees with broken boughs. One
telegraph pole and all the wires at-
tached to it lay across the side street
running parallel with Gilman street.

Gus Stieger, Portia’s estimable if
expensive butcher, beamed happily at
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me as I waited for him to finish a big
order he was just preparing.

““‘Let it wait, let it wait, ma’am.
I’m just cutting off the tough pieces’’
—he winked atrociously—‘‘for the
Russian lady’s wolves. That’s sure
going to be fine business.’’

‘“The Russian lady’s wolves?’’ 1
echoed, somewhat at a loss, until the
truth flashed across me and I inter-
preted his facetiousness aright. ‘‘ Oh,
you mean the Princess Tchernova,
don’t you?’’

‘““Uh-huh. She’s movin’ today
into that there big house and she’s
brought a cage with five big gray
wolves, for pets.’’

A huge laugh widened his good-
natured mouth.

‘“Ain’t that a good one, though?’’
he added. ‘‘Wolves for pets!’’

I gave him my order and went
over to the grocer’s. Mike Amadio
appeared somewhat disgruntled, and
upon inquiry I found that he was as
disgusted and disappointed in the
newcomer as Gus had been delighted.

‘“No bread! No sugar! No butter!
No eggs!’’ mourned Mike with ex-
pressive hands a-spread in gesticula-
tion. ‘‘No salads! No vegetables!
‘What does the lady eat, I want to
know? Meat!’’ disgustedly. ‘‘Just
meat—and meat—and meat! Red,
bloody meat! Like a savage, that
proud lady, she eats nothing but
meat. Gus has told me what quan-
tities he sends to her where she has
been boarding. Pounds and pounds
of bloody meat every day!’’

‘‘Perhaps she has some savage
Russian pets, Mike,”’ I suggested.

Evidently Mike had not thought
of this. He nodded with sullen ac-
quiescence, but I could see that he
was much disgruntled. It was ap-
parent that the tradesmen in Mead-
owlawn had been making their
plans with regard to the newcomer
and were being sadly disappointed. It
seemed that the Princess Tchernova
was not a tremendously large con-
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sumer of fancy groceries, greens, or
dairy produects.

““Two servants,’”’ grumbled Mike,
selecting romaine for my order. ‘‘A
big man who goes around in a fur
coat like a walking bear. And an
old woman with bare feet, signorina.
Bare feet!’’

PART 4

I ToLD Portia when I got home (she
came out at my entrance, heavy-
eyed from loss of sleep) about Mike’s
complaints, merely as indicative of
the attitude of the tradespecople, and
as a matter of humorous interest. To
my surprize she appeared to take it
seriously, questioning me about the
item of the meat and the lack of
other staples such as salt and sugar
with a pointed interest that roused
my curiosity.

Fu Sing brought in a tray with a
light salad and a pot of tea, and Por-
tia ordered it taken into the library,
where she let herself down wearily
upon a pile of cushions, her odd
breakfast on a tabouret in front of
her.

“I wish I were a man,’’ she re-
marked, poking aimlessly at the
salad. ‘‘I mean, of course, a man
like Mr. Differdale. It is very hard
for a woman, especially for me, feel-
ing as I do about Owen, to undertake
what I fear must be undertaken, now
that the Princess Irma has actually
come to stay in Meadowland. 1

doubt my own powers. I fear my
own impulses. I would give any-
thing—anything—for a talk with

him.”’

I knew whom she meant by that
“him’’; she was referring to the man
who had given her his name that he
might earry on his work uninter-
ruptedly, a thing that I could not
help regarding as a stupendous piece
of egotism, no matter what my niece
thought about it.

““You sec,”” went on Portia, her
smooth brow ecrinkling a bit as she
looked up to meet my eyes with frank
sincerity, ‘‘people will think I’'m
jealous, and Aunt Sophie, you must
believe me with all your heart when
I tell vou I'm not jcalous. That is,
not as people interpret jealousy. No,
if Owen can be happier with another
woman, I would be the first to wish
him joy. I love him enough for that.
But—oh, it must not be Irma Andre-
yevna Tchernova! No, no!’’

The sudden passion in her voice,
the actual horror that now writhed
across her tortured face, startled me.

‘“Why, Portia, my dear! What-
ever put the princess into your mind
as a rival?’’ I said stupidly.

She stared at me for a minute
without speaking.

‘“It’s my opinion that the princess
is just an idle woman who is looking
for a flirtation to pass away the
time. She’s the type of woman who
wants a good-looking man always
banging about her, Portia. I don’t

think she’s really interested in
Owen.”’
‘“Oh, these unutterably narrow-

minded Meadowlawn people!’’ cried
my niece, suddenly veering about in
another direction. ‘‘If only they
were mnot so contemptibly small-
minded! If they would only not be-
lieve me disrespectful to Mr. Differ-
dale’s memory, I should be free to let
Owen put his ring on my finger.
Then—perhaps—that woman—’

‘“My dear Portia, why don’t you
tell Owen that you are willing to
be engaged to him, privately, until
such time as the proprieties would
consider it good form to announce
the engagement publicly %’

‘“ Aunt Sophie! If I am going to
be engaged to Owen, I’m not going
to hide it from the world as if I were
ashamed of our love. I won’t carry
on a elandestine love affair. No, no!
There ought to be some other way.’’
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She poured herself another cup of
tea.

‘““You and I are going to take a
walk with Boris and Andrei to-
night.”’ she said, all at once, as if she
had made up her mind to something.
‘““We’ll go up aeross the subway
bridge back of the house, and down
by the old Burnham place which the
princess has taken. Wolves for pets
—it’s stiange.’’

Her inferences left me deeply
stirred. It was if she had made a
conclusion that she could not put into
words. She did not mention the mat-
ter again. changing the subject to one
of summer clothes, which she thought
we'd better be thinking about soon,
for spring would shortly be upon us.

After breakfast, Portia went. to her
room. leaving me again to my own
devices. I began to realize that I was
going to he very much alone, and that
it might he wise on my part to asso-
ciate myself with some church in the
vieinity. in order to form a little cir-
cle of acquaintances. I thought it
would only he decent, under the eir-
camstances, for me to make a little
call on Mrs. Differdale and her daugh-
er, and make the inquiry of them;
theyv would undoubtedly be fully ad-
vised as to what churches were near-
est. and what their denominations
were. About half past 3 o’clock, then,
I went out, leaving word with Fu
Smg (Portia had apparently gone to
sleep again to make up for her night’s
wakefulness) that I iwould retuin
about 5.

HEN I walked up Elm Street,

Mrs. Diiferdale stood on the
porch steps, wrapped in a shawl. In
the cellar-area, holding a pair of her
husbhand’s old trousers about her head,
the suspenders dangling strangely
about her ears, stood Aurora Arnold,
absorbedly listening to Gus Stieger.
1When Mrs. Arnold eaught sight of
me, she rightly inferred that I was
about to call, and disappeared into
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the cellar with her interesting and
original head-dress hastily pulled
down out of sight. Her mother did
not see me until I was almost at the
foot. of the steps. I could hear Gus
plainly.

“‘Meat. Great hunks of bloody
meat, she orders for the irolves,”’ he
was saying with unection. ‘‘Big gray
fellows they are, that snarl and bare
theiy yellow teeth at you. I'll say I’d
hate to be near if one of ’em got out.
How do, Miss Delorme?’’

He touched his hat hastily. crossed
to the curb, mounted his bicyele and
rode away.

‘““Conre right in, dear Miss De-
lorme,*” Mrs. Differdale hastened to
say cordially. ‘‘You’ll excuse my
hair being in curlers, and my boudoir
cap. I know. There’s a church socia-
ble tonight, and you know, it’s one’s
duty to look one’s best in the house of
the Lord.”’

As she ushered me in at the front
door, her daughter rushed up the
front stairs precipitately. She did not
meet my eyes and I pretended not to
have seen her. She was certainly a
sight. curlers sticking out all over her
head, and those trousers legs hanging
down over her shoulders, suspenders
dangling.

‘“Go right into the parlor, and 1’1l
cail Aurora down, Miss Delorme. So
glad you came of your own accord,”’
declared Mrs. Differdale, somewhat
ambiguously I thought, ‘‘without
waiting for a formal invitation. I
did have some ironing to do, but per-
haps it will be much better for me to
sit here with you and chat. I can
iron tonight. Oh, I forgot, there’s the
sociable. Well, tomorrow will have
to do,’’ she added graciously.

I hated to sit down, after what
seemed to me hardly a cordial wel-
come.

“I’'m really in a great hurry,” I
prevaricated. ‘‘I just ran in to sce if
vou could advise me what church is
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nearest here, and what denomination
itis.”’

‘““There’s a. Lutheran church three
blocks awajy-: that’s the nearest. But I
don’t think you’d enjoy- the preacher,
really: he’s egotistical. When people
give him clever suggestions about
building up membership and so forth,
he quite scorns them. Then there’s a
Presbyterian church five blocks up the
boulevard. Aurora and I go there.
We find the people very congenial,
and so appreciative of our efforts to
build up the churech. And our min-
ister is such a nice little chap, not at
all above listening to our advice when
we try to help him with suggestions.
Aurora! Why don’t you come down?
We might give Miss Delorme a cup of
tea.”’

‘““I’ll be down as soon as I get my
hair fixed,’’ called back the younger
woman, in a far from agrecable voice.

‘““Please don’t make any tea for
me,”’ I murmured, getting to my feet
hurriedly. ‘‘I must return at once. I
really must. I don’t want to interrupt
your ironing, and I have much to do
myself.”’

Mrs. Differdale did not try to de-
tain me.

“‘I know just how that is,’’ she said
with a very discernible effort to be
agreeable. “‘‘I won’t detain you, of
course.’” Then with a sudden lower-
ing of her voice: ‘‘Did you hear
about the Princess Tchernova’s five
wolves?”’

‘“Oh, are there five?’’ I murmured.

‘‘Five great savage wolves,’’ af-
firmed Mrs. Differdale, the soiled
boudoir cap bobbing in asseveration.
‘¢ And the guantities of meat they con-
sume is simply unbelievable. One
might almost suspect that the whole
household ate nothing but meat,’’ she
finished with gusto, her eyes rolling.

‘I believe Gus Stieger is pleased
with his new customer,’’ I offered,
lightly.

‘“Naturally, Miss Delorme. But if
she weren’t keeping those wolves well

penned up in a strong cage on her
grounds, one would feel nervous about
having such a menagerie in the neigh-
borhood. Thcy must be frightful,
ferocious beasts.’’ she shuddered.

Just as we rcached the front hall,
Mrs. Arnold came dowm the stairs.
She had removed the white curl-pa-
pers and her unnaturally crimped
hair lay in ropy locks across her
forehead. A sweater of brilliant
rose-color concealed part of a not
cspecially fresh blouse.

‘I met the princess this morning,
mother,”’ said Aurora, with an af-
fected air. ‘*She’s really very charn-
ing. I had both girls with me, and
she admired them so much. She says
she simply adores children. and
begged me to let her have them over
to spend an afternoon with her when
she’s settled. She was so attracted
to Minna. But she told me that she
thought Alice nceded a more fatten-
ing diet, that the child was growing
too fast and getting too thin. She is
certainly a delightful person.’’ de-
clared Aurora, with a genteel simper.

‘“She said she wanted us to he over
to tea some time, didn’t. she, Au-
rora ?’’ Mrs. Differdale added, with a
poorly done attempt at indifference.
I could just feel her sense of impor-
tance at having thus been singled out
of the entire community for this sig-
nal honor.

‘““How lovely!”” I said hypocrit-
ically, and made my escape with diffi-
culty after all, for hoth women pur-
sued me out on to the piazza, talking
about the Princess Tchernova’s beau-
ty, her charm, her wealth, her poise.
the social importance of her settling
upon Meadowlawn as a place of per-
manent residence.

s 1turned up Gilman Street on my
way home, I saw the princess’
limousine standing outside Owen’s
little office, the chauffeur muffled al-
most to the eyes in shaggy gray fur.
I had sufficient curiosity —perhaps on
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account of my interest in Owen, for
Portia’s sake—to walk past the office
before crossing. I glanced at the
chauffeur as I went by, and was sim-
ply aghast at the fierceness of his
black eyes; he looked to be a verita-
ble Tartar, as he stared unseeingly
past me into Owen’s office, where the
princess sat comfortably enough in a
chair ncar the flat-top desk behind
which Owen was ensconced.

The Russian leaned forward, pluck-
ing at the same time something from
the bosom of her dress. She stretched
out slim white arms from the ermine
wrap that swathed her lissom figure,
and I distinctly saw her fasten some-
thing to Owen’s coat lapel. It made
me feecl furious again on Portia’s ae-
count.

I crossed the road, in front of the
limousine. The chaunffeur’s inseruta-
ble black eyes snapped with such
ferocity at the pretty little scene that
I actually jumped when he ground
out—so explosively, with such concen-
trated fury that it sent cold chills
down my spinal column—iwhat sound-
ed like ‘““Volko Dlak!’’ The sounds
stuck so tenuously in my- memory that
when I got into the house (about half
past 4 it was, then) and met Portia,
dressed in one of her lovely, clinging,
colorful negligees, I asked her at once
what the words could be, and articu-
lated them painstakingly for her.

She stared at me for a moment, un-
comprehending. Then the soft color
began to fade out of her cheeks.

‘“Not two words, just one,”’ she
said, her smooth brow contracting, a
strained expression on her face that
had grown strangely serious. ‘‘I’m
afraid that what he said was ‘volkod-
lak’.”’

‘““You seem to recognize the word
phonetically, Portia. Was it Russian?
I didn’t know you were acquainted
with that tongue.’’

‘‘It was Russian, Aunt Sophie. No,
I'm not particularly up in that lan-
guage, except in the case of a few
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words, or combinations of words,
which I’ve had occasion to learn dur-
ing my work with Mr. Differdale.
That particular word I know. I wish
it had been anything else,’’ she fin-
ished somberly. ‘‘Don’t ask me about
it just now, please, Auntie. I’'m in no
moo to discuss Russian or any other
language. But I would like to know
just why that chauffeur said that,”’
she finished, musingly.

““It’s my opinion that he was fear-
fully upset about something,’’ I con-
tributed. ‘‘Do you suppose that he
was disgusted to be kept waiting there
while milady pinned flowers in
Owen’s buttonhole?’’

There! The cat was out of the bag.
I hadn’t intended to bother Portia
with that, but it just slipped out, in-
advertently. I could have bitten off
my tongue when she turmed her slow
gaze upon me as if to verify with her
eyes what her ears had heard.

‘“The Princess Tchernova was pin-
ning a flower on Owen’s coat? You
saw that? Oh, it is infamous! And
I must stand by and do nothing!”’
burst out my niece. Her feeling
seemed to me all out of proportion to
the offence. ‘‘Yet—I must save him,
somehow.”’

She wrung her hands tensely, then
with a sudden change of front, took a
strong grip on herself and laughed,
albeit rather an apology of a laugh.

“Let’s have dinner, Aunt Sophie.
I think perhaps I worked too late last
night and didn’t sleep enough today.
It’s made me irritable. A brisk walk
with Boris and Andrei will do me
good tonight, after dinner—wake me
up a bit, perhaps.”’

‘“Oh, Portia, you’re not going to
work again tonight?’’ I began, when
she silenced me with a single high
look.

‘¢ Aunt Sophie, when the Bible told
us to watch and pray, it should have
added, and work, lest we fall into the
clutches of such foul evil as the hu.
man brain can hardly conceive. Come,
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let’s have dinner. Fu must have it
ready.’’

We ate in almost complete silence.
I could see that my niece was more
than ordinarily abstracted. so I did
not try to make conversation. merely
replving to such queries as she put to
me from time to time.

*What kind of flower was it that
the princess pinned on Owen?’’

I did not know. I had been too far
away to see what it was. And then,
while I searched my store of subjec-
tive impressions, I remembered that I
had seen in the limousine, in passing,
a vase of full-blown yellow marigolds.

Portia appeared disturbed again.
out of all proportion. when I told her
my impression, remarking that 1
didn 't wnderstand how an aristocratie
woman like the princess could bear
the acrid. pungent odor of those old-
fashioned flowers, which are all very
well for decorative purposes in flower'-
beds. but hardly sweet-perfumed
enough for a fastidious woman's taste.

T mustn’t lose my grip on myself.
I mustn’t. I mustn’t,”> Portia re-
peated several times,

I thought she must be veiryv tired
indeed to let such a trivial incident
trouble her so deeply, but laid it to
her love for Owen and her fear of
losing him.

PART 5

Arn:a dinner my niece told me she
was going to put on outdoor
clothes and I had better change
into something darker than the light
gray tailored suit I had worn with my
fox-furs that afternoon. When she
came into my room, she wore riding
breeches under a three-quarters rough
tweed overcoat. Boris and .Andrei
leapt repeatedly upon her, overjoyed
with the prospect of an outside run,
which they understood they were to
have when they saw leashes and a
short whip in their mistress’ leather-
gauntleted hands.

““Will you take Boris, Aunt So-
phie? Boris is easier to manage. I
think. You’d best take the whip. too.
I shan’tneed it with Andrei. In fact.
I shouldn’t need it at all, both dogs
are so accustomed to immediate obedi-
ence to my voice. You may possibly
be obliged to use it as a persuasive
for Boris, who isn’t entirely used 10
vou vet.”’

She leashed the hounds and gave
Boris over to me, and we went out into
the quiet night. The plan was to walk
up Gilman Street in the opposite di-
rection from Queens Boulevard, and
return past the old Burnham house.

Portia seemed worked up about
something. I presumed she wasx still
thinking about the Russian and the
flower in Owen’s buttonhole, so I ve-
mained silent rather than to appear
cognizint of her thoughts. Presently.
however, as we turned to the left, I
asked her if we had any- special ob-
jective, apart from walking past the
Burnham house. I could feel her eyes
upon me in the soft darkness.

‘*We're going to take a little walk
about the Burnham grounds, .Aunt So-
phie. I want to see—I want—oh, it's
very hard to explain! You may think
it dreadful of me—but—Auntie.
vou've just got to trust me, that’s all.
I've got to go into the princess’
grounds. I’ve got to look into her
windows. if I zet a chance. I can't
explain everything now, but my rea-
son is very important. more than I
can possibly tell you. Won 't you trust
me, please?’’

Her voice was so entreating that I
felt my heart pushing the words of
assent to my tongue’s tip. After all.
Portia was my niece. She cared for
Owen Edwardes. 1 really could not
believe that the Russian, so exotic and
bizarre a creature, could have become
in reality fascinated by a young man
who was, after all, just a good-look-
ing, healthy young American business
man. If the princess did not care for
him, then she only wanted to flirt, to
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pass away some idle moments in what
to her was only a pastime. I ranged
myself on Portia’s side immediately,
feeling that my niece was being urged
by some motive bigger than mere
feminine jealousy, and that she would
make this clear to me in good time.

‘‘Portia, my dear, you do just what
you think is best. I ecan’t say I'm
especially attracted to the princess.
And,”” T added, my heart suddenly
warming pleasantly at the recollec-
tion, ‘‘I like the way Owen calls me
Aunt Sophie!’’

Portia came close to my side,
reached out her free hand, and gave
my arm a caress that mcant more than
words. I felt that she understood
what a strong ally she had in Sophie
Delorme.

By the time we rcached the grounds
of the princess’ house, the dogs had
quieted down a little from the exu-
berant spirits they had shown during
the first part of our walk, when they
had pulled at their leashes wildly. It
may have been fancy, but I felt that
Boris showed distinet reluctance to
enter the grounds of the Russian’s
house, grounds full of deep, dark
shadows from the shrubbery that
would be so beautiful in summer but
that now seemed terrifyingly like
hidcous, ragged-garbed skeletons in
the dim light of the stars.

‘“ Auntie,’’ whispered my niece
guardedly, although we were far
enough from the house to have spoken
loudly without having been overheard,
‘‘will you take Andrei’s leash, please,
and wait for me here? 1’m going into
the grounds and I can see that the
dogs won’t be pleased to accompany
me.’”’

‘I don’t want you to go alone,”’ I
whispered back, suddenly oppressed
with a disinclination to remain there
myself alone, where every bush
seemed a skulking beast ready to
spring ount upon me. I was ashamed,
but I preferred going with Portia into
I knew" not what, to remaining alone.
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‘““Well, we can try it with the dogs,
but I'm afraid they won’t come, Aunt
Sophie.”’

We experienced no particular
trouble, however. Keeping close to
the hedge that bordered the path to
the rear of the house, Portia and I
walked cautiously along with Boris
and Andrei held tightly and close to
us, until we had reached the house.
There were lights in front, and I felt
Portia’s hand drawing me in the di-
rection of the drawing room windows.
‘We managed to get behind a great
scrawny bush that scattered the light
streaming from one as yet uncur-
tained French window. (I have since
wondered at the carelessness of the
princess that night in exposing her
intimate home life to the curious eye
of the midnight prowler. At any rate,
the following day curtains hung at
all the windows and were drawn at
dusk.)

THE scene within the great drawing
room was a lively one. The prin-
cess, glittering and shimmering in a
gown of some clinging green metallic
cloth, reclined on a heap of what ap-
peared to be rich rugs thrown over
piled cushions. A band of gold set
with diamonds flashed about her head
and from it hung a square diamond
by a link, so that it flashed with daz-
zling rainbow splendor as she turned
her head from side to side. Her gar-
ments clung about her as if they had
been moided to her supple form and
were indecd a part of her own person-
ality.

She was evidently directing the ar-
rangement of draperies and furniture
in her new home. As she directed,
long white arms and pointed fingers
glittering with flashing gems, the
chauffeur and a bent old woman hur-
ried hither and thither to carry out
her orders.

The chauffeur was a handsome fel-
low in a heavy way, and apparently
deeply- attached to his mistress, to
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judge from the solicitous manner in
which he carried out her commands.

The woman (I learned later that
her name was Agathya) was much
older than her mistress, who might
have been any age from sixteen to
forty, so vivid and strange was her
exotic loveliness. Agathya looked
about sixty. She had straggling gray
hair, drawn tightly back into a bunch
at the top of her head. Her face was
deeply lined, her eyes roving, her
manner shrinking and servile. She
wore a dark brown one-piece dress,
girdled by a brown silk cord, and was
barefooted. Her stooped shoulders
made her appear of medium height,
but I think Agathya would have been
a tall woman had she thrown back her
shoulders and stood upright.

These two people approached their
mistress with attitudes so entirely dif-
ferent that it was like watching a
drama on a stage to look through that
wide window and see them; the man
with a proud kind of watchful anx-
iety to please, the woman seemingly
half terrorized, trembling and shrink-
ing every time the princess addressed
her.

‘‘Portia, I believe that poor old
woman is ill-treated,’’ I whispered, as
we saw Agathya shrink backward at
a sudden motion of the Russian’s
hand toward her.

I had hardly said it before some-
thing happened in the lighted room.
The old woman, attempting to place
a vase upon the tall mantel shelf,
miscalculated, slipped, and to save
herself let the vase go. It fell, erash-
ing, to the tiled hearth. Agathya
did not rise from the ecrumpled,
shrunken heap into which she had
huddled her body.

The Princess Irma rose, however.
She flew out of the pile of cushions,
her face transformed by fury. She
ran over to that prostrate figure
crouching there. She stood over it
for a moment, saying something that
we could not hear, nor could we have

understood her Russian had we
heard. Then she thrust out a small
foot shod with a buckled shoe, the
heel of which sparkled with bril-
liants, and gave that poor old wo-
man’s form a harsh push that sent
Agathya sliding across the hearth.
Nor did it end there. The Russian
snatched at something that had been
lying on the mantel, and lifted one
arm high over the poor creature who
now began to struggle upward, with
lifted hands and arms over her face.

From my reading I recognized the
instrument that the princess wielded
as a knout, and felt sick at what was
apparently about to happen. But
the man came springing across the
room to her side. He leaned dowm
with careless indifference to the prin-
cess’ rage and helped Agathya to
her feet. Then he turned and began
to talk to his mistress, who listened
with head thrown back, eyes flashing
redly upon him. Her arm dropped;
she let the knout slip from her jew-
eled fingers, and laughed. Her be-
gemmed hand motioned away Agath-
ya, who slunk from the room, head
bowed, shoulders bent, like one in
mortal fear.

‘“Sergei! Sergei!”” I could hear
the princess cry out clearly, between
trills of gurgling laughter that I
rather saw than heard. She put out
her hand to him, with an inimitably
gracious gesture, and he caught it to
his lips, sinking to one knee as he
kissed it with passionate abandon.
She withdrew it then, with a kind
of indifference, leaned over, passed
her cheek lightly across his up-
turned, adoring face. At that, he
flung himself flat upon the rugs at
her feet, and I could see that he was
putting her dress to his lips as he
almost groveled there.

0 QuUICK had been the little drama
that neither Portia nor I had a
chance to interchange a word, but now
Portia pulled at me, and I wakened to
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the recalization that it was not my
niece alone who was drawing me from
the vicinity of that lighted window,
but Boris, who tugged at his leash,
whimpering softly. I let myself be
drawn away, and followed Portia
until we emerged from the path that
led to Queens Boulevard, down which
we went in the direction of home.

““The man’s mad over her!’’ esx-
ploded Portia, as we regained the
houlevard. ‘‘Now I ean account for
his exclamation. He was furious with
jealousy, and his position as her
chauffeur restrained him from inter-
rupting her flirtation with Owen. In
that moment he forgot himself and
said what he would not have breathed,
had he known that you had such a
keen car and such a good memory.
Oh, I begin to see! I begin to under-
stand!”’

‘“The poor old woman!’”’ I ex-
claimed indignantly. ‘‘Why does she
remain with such a cruel mistress?’’

‘“ A serf, perhaps. Or an old nurse.
Such a woman will bear all kinds of
abuse from the mistress who was once
a child she nurtured at her breast,’’
cxplained Portia.

Just then we passed the lower end
of the princess’ grounds, and both
dogs began behaving uneasily. Boris
pulled and twisted at his leash so that
I had hard work to hold him in;
Andrei sniffed and whined.

‘I wonder—’’ murmured Portia.
Then, as if with a sudden thought that
did. not affect her agreeably, she said
in a low, cautiously moduiated voice,
*‘The quicker we get home the better.
The dogs are so uneasy that it dis-
turbs me. Suppose that cage of
wolves happened to be lessstrong than
I hope it is?”’

The supposition certainly was one
to lend wings to our feet. 1 said im-
mediately, ‘‘Liet’s run, Portia!’’

‘“Can you?’’ answered she, as if
gratified. ‘‘Come on, then!’’

The dogs pulled us strongly toward
home, the moment they found we were

TALES

voing to race them. We passed the
Burnham house grounds at a run and
went tearing along the boulevard to-
ward Gilman Street in a way that
surely would have ruined any repu-
tation for dignity either of us might
hav-e hoped to sustain in the neighbor-
hood, had we been seen. Fortunately
we met no one, the night bheing very
crisp and sharp. Too, we kept to the
farther side of the streect from the
lamps, which are in front. of the
store-block only, the other side of the
boulevard being as yet nothing but
wide fields, except for the Buimham
house.

We rcached home out of breath;
even the dogs were panting hard.
After Portia unleashed them. they
secemed qguite contented to walk sedate-
ly beside us when we went up to omr*
rooms, instead of leaping up play-
fully- as they usually did.

Boris insisted upon sleeping on the
fur rug in my room that night; per-
haps because he felt we were better
acquainted after our long run to-
gether that evening. As for Andrei,
he accompanied Portia to her room,
where both dogs usually slept nightly
on a rug hefore her door. She left
him there, and half an hour later
passed m) door on her way to the
Iaboratory, wearing a black silk
bungalow apron, I should call it, with
a girdle of silk cord. Portia called it
her working uniform.

My sleep was broken that night.
Twice I waked with the uncomfor-
table feeling that I was not alone in
the room, and turned on the electrie
light quickly to find nothing but the
dog, which lifted wide open eyes to
me. It was as if some malign influ-
ence had come with ne from the old
Burnham house. I think Portia looked
upon it from another standpoint, for
when I mentioned it to her at lunch
she looked rather serious and observed
that she really shouldn’t have exposed
me to those influences without prep-
aration. Evidently she was of the
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opinion that I was open to psychie
powers that had either followed me
from the princess’ house, or had es-
caped from Portia’s magical cireles in
the courtyard! I laughed at her
solemnly. hut her grave expression
was rather disquieting.

‘““There’s a great deal coing on that
I cannot explain to you just now,
Auntie,’’ she said earnestly. “‘I hope
that the necessity for explanation will
never come, but I fear my hope is
vain.”’

U SING came rather hurriedly into

the room as we were rising from
the table, with the information that
Mr. Edwardes was on the wire. There
was an extension in the hall just off
the dining room and I could hear my
niece’s voice distinctly.

““Yes, this is Portia Differdale. Oh,
yes, Owen. What? My dogs loose
last night? Impossible! What? The
princess saw them? Really. Owen, I
—I don’t know what to say. .Aunt
Sophie and T had both dogs out with
us last night. on the leash, and we
didn'’t let them away from us once.’’

All at once her voice sounded plead-
ing.

“Owen. as a favor to me, please
don’t mention that my dogs were out
Iast night. Deny it, please, in my
name. I—I have a special reason for
my request. Thank you. dear friend.”’

She rang off and came to rejoin me
in the dining room. Her eves were
alight with the fire of purpose. Iler
whole bearing had become invested
with a dignity, a force, that reminded
me of the tone of some of her letters
to me after her marriage with My,
Differdale.

‘* Aunt Sophie, the Princess Tcher-
nova has been complaining that two
immense white wolfhounds were loose
in her grounds last night, trying to
worry her wolves i the wolf-den at
the foot of her grounds.’’

““Impossible that she could have
seen us, Portia!’’

“‘It matters little how she knew,
Aunt Sophie. I am persuaded that
her selecting last night to complain
of my dogs is merely a coincidence,
and that she has made the accusation
1o cover up something, to aftord an
excuse for some trick she is eontem-
plating—what, I can only imagine,
and my imagination is playing me un-
holy tricks this morning,’’ my niece
said thoughtfully.

““But what good could it possibly
do her to have it known that Boris
and .\ndrei were loose last night in
her grounds?’”’ 1 persisted, very
much puzzied.

““I can surmise, Auntie, but T can-
not make my surmises public at this

stage. It’s hard to do so, but I must
wait until—until something hap-
pens.’’

There was iIn Portia’s voice a

strange noic that troubled me vague-
13, vet it was nothing upon which I
could put my finger, so to speak.

‘“One thing 1 must ask of you, Aunt
Sophie, and that is that you keep
within the walls of this place after
dusk. I’'m not asking this for a whim,
but out of my knowledge of a ter-
rible danger that I am now persuaded
lIurks about wus: that is erouching,
ready” to spring out upon us at the
moment when we least suspeet it.”’

““I presume you will remain inside
yvourself, then ?’’ I inquired, naturally
enough.

‘“If T can manage to do so, I will,’”’
she rejoined. ‘‘Do not forget that I
have learned much since I lived with
vou in Reading, Auntie. There are
certain potent influences, certain
natural laws, upon which I can de-
pend for protection by my knowledge
of themn, and hence my power over
them, But there—1I see that you do
not n the least understand me.”’

‘‘I must say you are talking in rid-
dles, my dear Portia.’’

‘‘I see that I must speak plainly.
There is a certain mighty power for
evil that has taken up its residence
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in Meadowlawn. I hesitate to name
it, but it is, nevertheless, here in this
community. I know how to protect
myself against it, but you do not.
Thereforec you must remain within
these walls after nightfall.’’

I was somewhat provoked at Por-
tia’s rather high-handed order, as I
have walked alone through the lone-
liest parts of Reading outskirts, un-
accompanied.

““If you are so anxious about me,
how about Owen?’’ I inquired, a bit
maliciously, I admit.

‘“Oh!””> She expelled her breath
sharply. ‘“Owen I am powerless to
protect! I cannot give an order to

him as I can to you, Auntie. ¥e
would want to know my reasons, and
I’m sure he would laugh at them when
he knew them, because he couldn’t
understand.’’

Ingenuous girl, thought I to my-
self, how little she rcally knew me, if
she thought I would let myself be
ordered about in that manner. 1
made up my mind that she was letting
her imagination run away with her.
I intended to go to the Sunday eve-
ning service at the end of the week,
and I certainly did not expect to ask
for an cscort of policemen to accom-
pany me, because my niece was nerv-
ous and (perhaps) notional.

PART 6

TnE balance of the week passed
quietly enough. Portia devoted
herself again to her laboratory work
nights. I did my marketing daily,
occasionally running into Mrs., Dif-
ferdale or Mrs. Arnold, almost in-
variably with their hair done up in
curl-papers over which they airily
wore their soiled satin boudoir caps.

Mrs. Arnold kept me fifteen min-
utes at Mike’s one morning, telling
me that Minna had been very sick
with a bilious attack from eating too
much candy. She retailed all Min-
na'’s symptoms; her own prompt use
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of the clinical thermometer; the doc-
tor’s report; Minna’s recovery; end-
ing with the remark that the next
time the Princess Irmma gave Minna
chocolates, she (Aurora) had ordered
Minna to bring them home and not
try to eat all at one sitting. I re-
ceived the impression, somehow, that
had Minna been of a less fine and
delicate constitution, she would not
have been affccted by the sweets,
Aurora remarking that Minna was,
like herself, as high-strung as a vio-
lin, this simile appearing to afford
her much innocent satisfaction, as
placing her on a higher plane than
the rest of us vulgarly healthy mor-
tals.

Sunday morning I told Portia that
I intended to go to the evening ser-
vice. She looked simply aghast.

““But I thought I explained to
you,’’ she began, when I interrupted
her.

‘‘My dear Portia, at my age 1
don’t intend to be dictated to as to
what hours I shall appear on the
street. Curfew emphatically does
not ring for me, my dear girl. If
you’re worrying about the Princess
Tchernova’s wolves, I may as well
tell you that yesterday Owen took
me into the grounds to show me the
wolf-dens of cement and steel that
she has had built, and they’re quite
strong enough to keep the animals
ingide.’’

Portia stared at me, her face dis-
turbed by some deep emotion.

““I’l go with you,’’ she suddenly
decided.

‘““By no means interrupt your
laboratory work,’’ I retorted. ‘‘You
know church services always did bore
you to extinction. I won’t have you
going on my account.”’’

Portia did not answer me., but I
felt that she would do or say some-
thing to prevent me, and was agree-
ably surprized that she did not
attempt to dissaude me at 7
o’clock, when I looked into the li-
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brary to bid her good-bye. On the
contrary, she was dressed in knick-
ers and tweed coat. and the dogs
were leashed, the leashes slipped over
her left wrist. In her right hand she
held the whip she had given me to
earry a few nights before.

“I'm going to walk along with
you, if you don’t mind. I won't go
in,”’ she said.

I couldn’t very welil objeet, so she
and Boris and Andrei went aloug up
Queens Boulevard with me. very
mwh to the astonishment of other
church-going people. of whom not a
few were on their way in my direc-
tion. I mentioned this to Portia.
but she acted rather sulkily: for her.
and continued to walk along beside
me. As we passed the police station
—a little boxlike shanty opposite
Mike's store on the VLoulevard—
O’Brien came out and crossed the
road toward us.

‘*Good cvenin’, maam., Did I see
one of your dogs over in the Burn-
ham house grounds last night?"" he
asked.

Portia straightened up and met his
eyes determinedly.

‘“Neither last night, nor any other
night, officer. I keep my dogs on
the leash when they’re out. and when
thexy’re not with me in the street.
they’re inside ten-foot walls. It was
not one of my dogs yvou saw, I can
assure you.”’

Her voice became hard and tense
then.

“If T were you, I'd keep an eye
on those wolves. Is there—is there
a white one among them. perhaps?"’

Her insinuation was entirely- lost
on O’Brien. Still, he looked at
Boris and Andrei as if he would have
liked to put the blame of whatever
he had seen upon them. Then he
went back across the road.

Portia was more than ever grave
after this snatch of conversation.

““Do vou see, Aunt Sophie, how
the princess is trying to shift blame

for something upon my noble Jogs?
1 suppose you don't understand vet
why 1 am accompanying you? 1
hope vou’ll never have to learn the
real reason,’” she ended sadly.

I think you might be doing u
sensible thing 1o take your aunt into
your confidence. Portia Delorme.'” 1
responded heatedly. “*I'm sorry.
but T fear it is a very small and petty
feeling on your part that makes you
so prejudiced against the Princess
Tehernova. She may be crucl and a
tlirt. but [ hardly believe that she is
laying deep plans to get a couple of
mnocent dogs into trouble. ™’

I couldn’t help laughing. Portia
tightened her lips and did not speak
again., until she said good-bve at the
church steps.

HEX I came out after the ser-

vice T attached mywself to the
Arnolds.  Aurora having attended
with ber husband. .As we came
down the boulevard, we became
aware that something of an alarming
nature had undoubtedly happened in
the vicinity of the stores. There
were many people buzzing abont. the
crowd seeming to center near the
drug-store on the corner. Mr. Ar-
nold left us and penetrated the
crowd. retwrning after a minute with
exeiting news.

Officer O 'Brien had been attracted
by some large white animal that
looked over the hedge of the Burn-
ham place. Ie went over to inves-
tigate. loosening his revolver in case
of emergency. It was the firing of
his revolver that had attracted peo-
ple to his rescue. among them Portia
Differdale. with her two wolfhounds.
which she had loosed from their
leashes. (When Mr. .Arnold said
this, his wife pursed her lips with
a significant look and remarked
that those dogs were savage beasts
that would some day attack her
or somebody else.) Boris and Andrei
had last been seen disappearing
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into the dark of the Burnham
grounds, in pursuit, so Portia de-

clared, of the beast that had so badly
torn and clawed the arm and shoul-
der of the policeman.

Not for a single minute did I be-
lieve that those dogs had been guilty
of attacking O’Bricn, but I could sce
how the people around considered
the matter. In public opinion Boris
and Andrei had already been tried
and condcmned. It made me furi-
ous. I pushed my way into the
drug-store. although they tried to
hold me back, for I was determined to
get at Portia. I could sce her kneel-
ing by the man’s side, bandaging his
arm and shoulder, and the smell of
iodoform filled the night air.

Presently she stood up, just as I
cntered the pharmacy. I thought
for a moment that I saw a fleeting
reproach in her eyes, and I remem-
bered that it was my insistence up-
on going to church that had brought
Portia out with the dogs.

‘‘“There’s nothing clse to be done
but send him to the hospital when
the ambulance comes,”” I heard her
saying to Dietz, the druggist.
‘“When the relieving officer arrives
and starts investigations, I wish it
to be given as my statement that my
two dogs were leashed seeurely and
I only gave them their freedom after
I heard the shot, because I wanted
to send them to O’Brien’s assist-
ance.’’

Her eyes, cold and stern, passed
over the faces of the listeners, who
stopped their whispering until she
had passed through the crowd. She
joined me at the door. We went off
down the boulevard togcther, Portia
occasionally whistling to summon the
dogs, which dashed up to us just as
we turned off the boulevard. 1
must say that I felt somehow very
glad of the protection of those
stanch beasts; if I were to take Por-
tia’s word and the officer’s experi-
ence, then there was a third white
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dog abroad, not an entirely agreeable
dog to meet, judging from the badly
chewed left arm and shoulder of
O’Brien.

\We reached home without further
incident. Portia let the dogs loose
in the enclosure about the house and
herself went down at once into the
laboratory. with an implacable, set
expression on her face that impressed
me she knew more than she chose to
tell about the happenings of that
evening.

Next morning a policeman named
O’Toole came to the house to inter-
view Portia as to her share in the
evening’s happening. He took down
her simple and direct statement with-
out comment, but he did seem (I was
present. to confirm Portia’s state-
ment as to her reason for being
abroad with the dogs) vastly inter-
ested in the great ten-foot wall and
in the immense courtyard with its
circles and strange symbols cut into
the ccmment paving. He was tactful
enough to say nothing, although his
eyes roved everywhere. I had a
feeling that his reports to interested
inquirers in the community would
stimulate interest and speculation yet
further about the Differdale house.
I could almost hear him saying:
‘““Nary a chair. Nothing but cush-
jons to sit on.”’

RS. DIFFERDALE called me on the

telephone about 11 o’clock to
ask if T wouldn’t drop in for tea
that afternoon about half past 3;
she said she was having somebody
else whom she thought I’d enjoy
meeting. I really had no good ex-
cuse to offer, and on second thought
it occurred to me that it might be as
well to go, in order to put in a good
word for the dogs. I was morally
certain that I was being asked to sat-
isfy the curiosity of those two
women. I asked Fu to tell his mis-
tress where I°’d gone (Portia did not
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appear at luncheon) and left the
house about 3 o’clock.

Owen Edwardes was not in his of-
fice when I passed. I wondered if
he were also out at tea that after-
noon, perhaps with the Princess
Tchernova. As I turned up Elm
Street, a limousine flashed past me,
and stopped before the Arnold house.
A moment later the sinuous form of
the Russian stepped out of the shin-
ing car and mounted the house steps.
Then it flashed across me whom it
was Mrs. Differdale had meant by
someone I’d enjoy meeting.

I felt angry. I had been trapped
into meeting a woman who was strik-
ing underhanded blows at Portia,
trapped into meeting her in a friend-
ly, social way. I hesitated. I was
half of a mind to turn back. And
then it was too late, for Mrs. Differ-
dale, opening the door to the prin-
ccss with a gushing greeting which
the Russian acknowledged with her
inscrutable smile, saw me and called
my name. I could not very well get
out of it, so I went forward with
what grace I could summon on such
short notice.

‘“Ah, it is the dear Ow-een’s Aunt
Sophie! Chére Aunt Sophie, in this
wilderness how charmant to meet a
kindred soul!”’

She turned to her hostess, a
pointed pink tongue moistening her
lips with a lapping motion, that un-
pleasant little habit of hers to which
Portia had referred.

‘“You are a good creature to have
prepare this so beautiful surprize for
me, chére amie. But let us go in;
the spring air is not yet so warm.”’

Her trailing metallic silks made it
necessary for me to maintain a re-
spectful distance from her, for which
I was not sorry. It certainly seemed
that in a moment she would have put
her slender arms about me, have
touched my cheeks with her red lips,
such did her enthusiasm appear to be

over our meeting. I could not help
being a little flattered; after all, I
am but human, and even if I did dis-
like her, why should I be displeased
because she tried to be nice to me?

The two Arnold girls, Minna and
Alice, had been dressed in white
dresses for the grand occasion, and
stood with beribboned hair, waiting
for the company to arrive. Minna
evidently felt very much at home
with the princess, for she immedi-
ately went forward with the assur-
ance of a favorite, and seated her-
self beside the charming Russian,
who put an arm about the girl,
pinching the plump shoulders play-
fully.

‘“‘So you were sick eating my choc-
olates, Minna? Pauvre enfant! An-
other time we must not eat so much
at one time. But the sweets are
good for you, little one; they will
make you as round and plump as a
fat partridge!’’

The princess’ laugh rang out mer-
rily at her comparison. Minna
laughed, also, but even in her pert
pride at having been singled out by
the princess, the child did not forget
to give me a saucy look. She -cer-
tainly was a disagreeable child ; there
is no doubt about that.

‘““It is a pity Minna didn’t share
her chocolates with Alice,”” put in
Mrs. Arnold, who wore the dress
she had worn to the Sunday eve-
ning service, a home-made black vel-
vet with a lace collar that was the
only redeeming feature of the gar-
ment. ‘‘Alice needs to put on flesh
far more than Minna.”’

‘“You are right, chére Mrs.
nold."”’

The princess turned her attention
to Alice.

‘It shall be the little sister who
shall have the next boxful of bon-
bons.”’

The pointed little white teeth
showed in a smile that for some

Ar-



96 WEIRD
reason did not give me pleasure. In-
stead, I felt as if something unbe-
nign lay hidden behind the Princess
Tchernova’s apparent interest in the
two children. I wondered if her own
impulsive, cruel nature, as I had seen
it illustrated that other evening when
she thought herself unobserved. drew
her to the two children, children
disliked by everyone on the street
and in the neighborhood for their
bhad dispositions.

‘‘Minna. shall come to my house
this evening,’’ purred the princess,
‘“and I shall have for her a very
big box of sweets, but she must give
half of them to Alice.”’

AMinna laughed throatily and threw
a self-conscious look at me.

**I ecan’t come, Princess. Tcher-
nova’’ (her childish tongue tripped
over that outlandish name) ‘‘because
my Aunt Portia’s big dogs might
bite me the way- they did O’Brien.”

““Mr. O'Brien, darling,’’ corrected
her mother primly.

““Your Aunt Portia’s dogs didn’!
bite M». O’Brien,”’ I put in at this
point. determined not to let that
story go any farther if I could pre-
vent it.

**Oh. chére Aunt Sophie, what a
Joval heart is yours!’’ sighed the
Russian, turning those green shining
eyes full upon me. ‘“How nobly you
trv to shield the savage Dbeasts of
Mrs, Differdale! But why?”’

““Why. princess? Because I've
had Boris out with me on the leash
and I've seen both dogs around the
house every day. They sleep in my
room or Portia’s half the time.
They're as gentle as babies and as
sweet-dispositioned,’’ I retorted.

‘‘But then,’’ hesitated she pret-
tily, again with that pointed tongue
lapping her deep red lips, ‘‘you must
imow Mrs. Differdale very well in-
deed, that she let you enter her so-
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mysterious house of many sccrets. I
thought you were the Aunt Sophie
of my Ow-een!”’

There! How was that for sheer
nerve on her part? She rested her
green eyes on me with a kind of
amused smile flickering over her
dead-whire face. a smile that said
much te the contrary of what her
lips uttered.

1 am Mrs. Differdale’s aunt. her
father’'s sister,”’ said 1. pointedly.
‘*And 1 consider myself in a posi-
tion to deny spiteful rumors about
such magnificent beasts as Boris and
Andrei.

“*The aunt of the mysterious Mrs.
Differdale” A-ah, that explain ev-
e¢rvthing. Vraiment!”

She bhrushed away my denial, my
explanation. with a little wave of hei
gemmed fingers. I was furious. but
there was nothing more for me to
say at the moment. I took the cup
of tea Mrs. Armold offered, and sipped
it hurriedly. T like my tea with sugar-
and lemon. and my hostess had asked
if I wanted cream.

When they asked the princess she
cried at omce: ‘‘No sugar, please!
I do not like the sweet things. Siweet
things are for dear little plump girls.
The plain tea, please, without any-
thing.™”

‘“No sugar?
rora.

“*Cream.”’ corrected the mother in
an undertone, looked up, caught my
eve and colored.

‘“Nothing. kind friends, but the
plain tea. No. thank vou. no cakes.
The doctor he do not permit sweet
cakes for the poor Irma, who must
do what she is order.”’

I made a mental note of these
preferences and dislikes, thinking
that it might interest Portia, who
seemed to find such weighty matter
in my most trifling reports.

No milk?’’ cried -Au-
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HE Russian had removed her
ermine cap and it now lay on her
silken knees. The ermine cloak was
thrown open, displaying the silken
clinging draperies of her gown, which
was girdled with a wide belt set with
square diamonds surrounded with
colored jewels in a barbaric and
striking design. About her forehead
was bound the g¢olden ribbon I had
seen that other night; the square-cut
diamond twinkled and winked evilly
at her every motion. Frightfully
had taste for the simple ocecasion, but
undeniably gorgeous and attractive.
The door bell rang and Mrs. Dif-
ferdale, throwing me a peculiar look,
went to answer it. I heard and
recognized a man’s voice.

‘“Here’s the copy of that deed,
Mrs. Differdale. I rushed it through
just as quickly- as I could, to get it
to you this afternoon as you wished.”’

‘Do come in and have a cup of
tea,”’ urged she. ‘‘Miss Delorme’s
here.”’

““That is an inducement. Of
course, I’ll have a cup of tea, if I
can drink it with her,”” laughed
Owen, parting the portieres and smil-
mg down upon us.

“Alh, cher ami,”’ cried the prin-
cess, extending a jeweled hand and
monopolizing Owen entirely, so that
all he could do was to bow and smile
at me across the room, ‘‘what a
pleasure is this so unexpected meet-
ing, to drink the friendly tea with
vou in the home of these so kind
ones!’’

She caressed the two women with
her green, glowing eyes, then turned
her gaze full upon me.

‘“What, Ow-een? You do not pay
1o the Aunt Sophie your respects?
Bad man! Go, at once, on the com-
mand of Irma Andreyevna Tcher-
nova, and kneel at the feet of Aunt
Sophie!’’

Owen took immediate advantage
of the order, which the Russian fla-

vored with a peculiar sniile at me, a
smile tinctured with irony and that
confidence in her owm entire com-
mand of the situation that is so ex-
asperating from one woman to an-
other,

Mrs. Differdale poured a cup of
tea for the newecomer, and I caught
an interchange of glances between
her daughter and herself.

““I would have invited my sister-
in-law. Miss Delorme. but one doesn’t
exactly care to be snubbed more than
two or three times.’' suddenly burst
out Mrs. Arnold with a vehemence
that spoke of her having only waited
a fitting time to explode her bottled-
up indignation. ‘‘Portia is so odqQ
about going out socially.’’ and she
shrugged her shoulders expressively.
if inelegantly, under the eclumsy
velvet.

‘‘Oh, I’'m sure Portia—Mrs. Differ-
dale.’’ hastily corrected Owen, com-
ing to the defense of the absent ac-
cused with a warmth that did my
heart good. ‘‘wouldn’t dream of snub-
bing anybody. least of all her late
husband’s people.’’

‘‘How kind are the thoughts of
Ovw-een!’’ murmured the guest of
honor, an expression of deep admira-
tion on her oval face. ‘‘Always he
wishes to think the best about. every-
body. Ah, we are not all so noble.’’
sighed she. For some reason, her
oreen eves still sought my face.

Illogical on my part. if you ~rill,
but I could have slapped the prin-
cess: her inference was by far too
plain to be ignored by a friend of
Portia’s. 1 jumped boldly into the
fray.

‘““Mx niece is one of the kindest-
hearted. noblest women I ever had the
privilege of knowing, Mrs. Arnold.
She would never dream of snubbing
anybody. I'm sure you’ve misinter-
preted her unwillingness to leave her
work, to which she is absolutely de-
voted."’
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‘““What work can possibly keep a
woman as occupied as Portia, so that
she never goes out socially, dear Miss
Delorme? I’ve tried to let my daugh-
ter-in-law  know that she’s being
frightfully 2ossiped about, staying in
that great house all alone, doing Lord
knows what.”’

‘“Whatever Mrs. Differdale is occu-
pied in doing must be of a splendid
and worthwhile nature. Anybody who
has the honor of her acquaintance
knows that,’’ broke in Owen.

He glanced quickly about the little
circle and caught the subtly ironical
smile of the Russian. I could see that
he was slightly disconcerted by it.

‘“Ow-ecn, we must all believe you
too much interest’ in the mysterious
lady, if you defend her so warmly,”’
accused Irma, shaking an index finger
at him merrily.

Owen colored deeply. It was a be-
trayal for those who were able to read
the signs, but I do not think anyone
but myself and the argus-eyed prin-
cess translated that blush. Irma
Tchernova did not appear pleased, for
through her parted lips I could see
those white teeth set tightly together.

““Mr. Edwardes is quite right,
princess, to defend my niece, exactly
as I did. When you know her better,
you will jump to her defense at the
first word of criticism,’’ I exclaimed
in quick refutal of the Russian’s innu-
endo.

She turned her head ever so slowly,
until her long, narrow eyes were full
upon me. In the growing dusk it
seemed to me that red light glinted
across the oriental-looking orbs, and
it disturbed me, affecting me most
disagreeably. I was glad when the
momentary tension was broken by
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Alice, who suddenly thrust out
one hand and made a snatech at the
bonbons on the tea-table.

Her mother slapped at the child’s
wrist, so that the ecandy tumbled
helter-skelter over the embroidered
tea-cloth and upon the carpet. It was
the princess who intervened, her at-
tention drawn from me to the minia-
ture battle between mother and
daughter.

‘“Oh, dear Mrs. Arnold, do let Alice
have the bonbons! She love them so,”’
cooed she. ‘‘And she is so thin, poor
little one. If she were only like her
sister, how glad I should be! But
then, if she eat many bonbons, per-
haps she will some time be round and
rosy, ch, Alice?”’

She finished by taking a hardful of
the candy and filling the outstretched
hands of Alice, who smirked her
triumph. (Odious child! I cannot
help it, even today.)

I had finished my second cup of tea
by this time, and felt no inclination
to remain longer. 1 rose to my feet
and observed that I had promised to
be home by 5 o’clock. Owen stood up
at once and offered to accompany me,
if I would allow him. Then the prin-
cess interfered, with honeyed sweet-
ness that sickened me with an intui-
tion of her depths of deception, for I
was not deceived; I knew she did not
like me.

‘‘Let me take you both in my car!’’
she cried with a semblance of spon-
taneous enthusiasm. ‘‘Then, Ow-een,
we shall both carry the dear Aunt
Sophie to her home, and you shall see
that Irma Andreyevna Tchernova is
not kidnaped on her way back! Has
not Irma the wonderful ideas?’’

[TO BE CONTINUED]



Author of ‘‘Hunger,” “The Man Who Lived Next Door to Himself,” etc.

IE little City of the Big

Winds lies on the very roof of

the world, among the bleak,
storm-blown peaks of the llimalayas,
as if flung there by some monstrous,
frenzied hand, or snapped from the
tip of a whip in the hand of a giant.
A grayer or more desolate spot would
be hard to imagine, or a spot where
the tumult of discord is more fright-
ful.

At first John Stcppling had been
unable to sleep upon his arrival in
the city. It was like being in another
world, living in a cloudland of drift-
ing shadows where every breath was
an effort, and prolonged exertion al-
most a physical impossibility. He felt
like an empty box, strained to the
breaking point by external things, in
danger of collapsing at any moment.
At night as he gazed toward the stars,
he felt as if he could extend his hand
and pick them out of the sky, much
as onc might pick flowers in a fra-
grant garden. The sky was so in-
tenscly clcar that it made him gasp,
though possibly the rarefied air would
have made him gasp in any case.

He had arrived at the city quite by
chance during an exploring expedi-
tion in nortbern India. He had in-

tended to remain in the weird little
town only for a single day, and yet
somehow he could not bring himself
to leave it. It held a wild attraction
which he could not define.

For the most part the inhabitants
of the city were as poor as church
mice—poorer, in truth, for they had
only the roughest type of mud-
thatched huts wherein to live. By oc-
cupation they were shepherds. They
watched over thin and sickly flocks of
sheep and goats that scraped out a
meager existence from the barren,
half-frozen soil. They were filthy-
looking, illiterate, and stolid. In lieu
of bathing they smeared their bodies
with grease. Water was scarce, and
they did not waste it; besides, the
grease had a tendency to keep them
warm. It kept them odoriferous, as
well; but to people unused to the
sweet perfumes of which the inhabi-
tants of the lands lying south of them
were so fond, the odor did not matter.

Among all the shepherds, Steppling
could not find a single one who un-
derstood his langunage, nor did any of
them seem to care. So long as they
did not bother him, he did not bother
them. Their visions were so limited
that they were unable to graspgany-

9
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thing beyond their usual scope. When
a girl married, she married all the
brothers of the family. Naturally. in
their connubial arrangements. most of
the brothers were diplomatic enough
to be away much of the time.

Steppling was charmed by the
spirit of mystery that hovered over
everything. Ile longed to get beneath
the mask which each person seemcd
to wear. These people seemed to lack
personality: yet personality of some
sort they must have had. When they
went into their huts, did they just
pass into blackness like eandles blown
out? Did they have any home life
at aill? Ie doubted it. Were their
affcctions, hopes, desires. loves. all
blunted? Did they ever read® It
was like being in a dead city, No one
approached him. No one talked to
him. Ie scldom heard a hnman voice.
for the voices of the people were nsu-
ally drowned by the frightful sereech-
ing of the wind through the mountain
passes.

Fortunately he had sufficient food
with him to last him another month.
‘When that was gone he intended to
try to buy food frown the natives. In
what currency counld he pay for it?
English currency would be of little
use among these savage hillsmen. He
was outside British domains. The peo-
ple did not value money. What they
gloated over was food. Although il-
literate and dull, they were able to
appreciate how fundamentally useless
gold is, after all.

Each day Steppling roamed for
hours about the wind-swept mountain
passes. He climbed to lofty pinnacles
almost as sharp as needles. Some-
times he rambled over a tableland of
rock so vast that the greatest giants
of lezend might have sat down com-
fortably around it without bumping
eltbows. Not infrequently he even
ventured to walk about the native
haunts of the city, where sod-thatched
huts attested the poverty of the peo-
ple. But the inhabitants looked at
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him with hostile glances as he passed.
They were not pleased with his man-
ner. They did not like his scrutiny.
He. on his part, did not mind their
attitude. He had traveled much. He
was used to eceentricities. And yet
he felt ill at ease.

NE day he walked farther than

usual. The eity was small and
the houses became less frequent, unti!
finally he arrived at the country be.
vond. Even then he did not stop until
he had reached a long, low house,
Chinese in style. In the center wasa
tall pagoda, whose colorful facade
was at strange variance with the drab
little eity through which he had just
passed.

Before the doorway of the housc
sat an old Chinaman. He was so old,
shriveled and shrunken, and his face
was so erisserossed with lines that he
appeared like a mummy. Agce seemed
to have turned him to stone. ¥e sat
withont blinking. His parchmentlike
face was as hrown as tanned leather.
On his chin was a wisp of beard which
eddicd fantastically about in the sun.
His lips were eompressed into a thin
line. His eves looked dully out from
benecath half-closed lids. Ilis slant
brows would have made his face dis-
tinctive even if it had not been dis-
tinctive otherwise. He was completely
wrapped in a great cloak of alluring
color. It was blue, like the midnight
sky : yet sometimes, as the light struck
it. it seemed to flame green. On his
head was a sguare hat, small and
black, like a great black ebony domine.

The old man sat and gazed before
him. He seemed to be peering into
the future, an old prognosticator
erouching beforc his house. John
Steppling stood and stared at the an-
cient figure. The Chinaman was so
small that he resembled a child, a very
old child with a wisp of beard.

Steppling was curious. Who was
this anecient stranger, this man so
different from all the other inhabit-
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ants of the desolate city? Nothing he
had beheld since crossing the moun-
tain barriers had so completely capti-
vated his interest. Perhaps, he
thought, this man understands Eng-
lish. Despite the Chinaman’s extreme
age there was an undecuiable air of
culture about him.

‘“I wonder,’’ said Steppling, ‘‘why
they call this town the City of the Big
Winds.”’

The old man did not stir.
seemed carved of stone.

Steppling repeated the sentence.
No response. Then he repeated it
again in a louder voice.

Finally the old man turned. He
shook his shoulders in a peculiar man-
ner, as if trying to escape from his
reveries, from the visions which his
imagination had conjured up for him.

‘“What do you wish?’’ he asked at
last, in quaintly accented English.

Steppling did not know what to an-
swer. He was surprized that the old
Chinaman understood English. So
long had it been since he had con-
versed with anyone, the question was
rather a shock to him.

‘“If I am not presuming,’’ he said,
““1I should like to know what you are
gazing at so intently.”’

The old man’s eyes were like slits.
They gleamed in his rough brown face
as if they were lighted lamps.

‘‘Looking?’’ he repeated slowly.
““Looking? I was not looking. I was
listening to the ceaseless voices of the
wind. Most men of earth who believe
their sense of hearing is very acute
are in reality stone-deaf. To listen
truly is a fine art. Anyone can hear
a mountain fall, but only a genius can
hear the music of a flower unfolding
in the sun.’’

He paused, and gazed off toward
the jagged, knife-edged cliffs. Pres-
ently he spoke again.

‘‘I am Hi Ling,’’ he said. ‘‘To my
house you are welcome. No human
soul dwells with me. And yet there

He
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are other voices besides my own, con-
stantly echoing through my house, for
every night 1 open my windows so
that all the great winds can blow
through. They are whispering, for-
ever they arec whispering. Can you
not stay with me a while?’’

‘“Nothing would give me greater
pleasure,’’ replied Steppling quickly,
and he felt as if he could howl with
glee. But he was careful to hide the
intensity of his jubilant spirits.

WITH keen elation he followed the
old Chinaman, who now arose
and entered the house, if house it
could be called, for it was a huge,
ambling affair of mystery and shad-
ows. Together they groped their way
through multitudinous rooms, silent,
weird, vast, through which scarcely
even the faintest suggestion of day-
light penetrated.

‘‘1 keep my house forever dark and
shadowy,’’ explained Hi Ling,’”’ so
that it may always be in harmony
with life.”’

‘“You think, then,’’ said Steppling,
‘“‘that life is clothed in shadows?’’

‘“I do indeed,’’ was the quick re-
sponse. ‘‘The shadows of earth quite
outweigh the pleasures. Over almost
everyone there is a shadow constantly
hanging.’’

As he spoke they emerged into a
great room. The air was fragrant
with the pungent perfumes of the
East, the incense of aloeswood and
musk. In the center of a black plat-
form stood a jade-green vase. In the
vase was a single branch, withered
and old, a branch whose shriveled ap-
pearance suggested the gaunt face of
Hi Ling. The flower, if flower there
had been, had long ago fallen from it.
Above the vase hung a soft-toned yel-
low lantern, as round and coolly bril-
liant as an autumn moon rising above
a range of mist-crested hills.

Hi Ling prostrated himself. Lying
flat on his face before the altar, he
chanted in a sad monotone. For per-
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haps ten minutes he remained thus.
Then he rose to his feet. Without a
word he walked across the room and
threw open a great, heavily-draped
window: then he opened a similar
window on the other side of the room.

Instantly pandemonium broke loose.
It was as if all the winds of earth had
congregzated outside that window and
now came crashing through. They
shrieked and laughed in a thousand
fantastic tongues. The discord was
frightful because it was so intense, so
unrestrained. Once Steppling de-
tected a low moan in the wind, almost
a sob, but at once it was drowned by
the awful laughter.

The wind crashed madly through,
as if it would wreck the very building.
It caught up the fragrant perfume
from the musk-scented air and bore it
off into measurcless distances. The
vellow moon-lantern swayed back and
forth as ceaselessly as a pendulum.
Only the jade vase remained station-
ary. The entire building shuddered,
but still the vase did not move.

Steppling gripped Hi Ling’s arm.

‘“What does it mean?’’ he ecried.

He pitched his voice to the highest
key possible, and even then it seemed
as weak as a whisper.

‘“Is it a tormado, a cyclone?*’

Hi Ling shook his head. HRis ghast-
ly brown face looked more like that of
a mummy than ever.

‘“It is only the wind,’’ he said.
‘‘Listen intently. Can you not hear
voices calling?’’

How long the havoe continued Step-
pling did not know. Time had lost
its importance. Something supernat-
ural seemed to have clutched them up
in its grip. He felt numb and weak,
almost without the power to move.

At last Hi Ling walked across the
room and closed the windows. He had
to fight until he was practically ex-
hausted to get the mad wind out
again. But at last the windows were
tightly barred, and peace seemed to
touch the room like a caress. The
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yellow lantern ceased its swaying. The
pungent perfume bloomed forth
again.

aHAT night John Steppling sat

down to the simplest meal he had
ever partaken of in his life. It was
composed of rice cakes and tea. The
rice cakes were as crisp as mountain
air, and the tea was as pungent as it
was delicious. They supped in a room
lit only by a single lamp, which splut-
tered feebly as if protesting against
the darkness that enveloped the house
like a shroud.

After the meal was finished, the old
man produced several pipes. They
were very black and ominously small.
Into the bowl of each he rolled a
black, gummy pellet which he had
shaped in the palms of his hand.

IHe held out one to John Steppling.

‘‘Smoke ?’’ he asked, curtly.

But Steppling refused the prof-
fered pipe.

““I would prefer to hear you talk,”’
he said.

‘““Why do you not listen to the
myriads of voices in the wind ?’’ asked
Hi Ling drowzily.

‘‘Because my ear is not attuned to
catch the sound.”’

‘‘“You do not try. If you really lis-
tened, you could hear.”’

‘1 would rather hear your voice.’’

‘“That is foolish,’’ declared Hi
Ling. ‘‘No human voice is as softly
alluring as the voices one sometimes
discovers in the wind.”’

‘‘Nevertheless,’’ repeated Steppling
stubbornly, ‘‘I would rather hear you
talk.’’

Hi Ling shrugged his shoulders. He
could not understand how anyone
should prefer the natural voice to
magie,

‘““What do you wish me to say?’’
he asked finally.

‘“Tell me the story of your life,”’
replied John Steppling bluntly, ‘‘the
story of the jade vase, and of the
moon lantern.”’
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Hi Ling hesitated.

**1 have never told that to a living
soul,”’ he said slowly.

‘*Nevertheless, you must tell it to
me.”’

“You would only smile,”’ said Hi
Ling. ‘‘You would hold my story up
to ridicule, and if you did I would
kill you. I should hate to do that.
Never in my life has the blood of any
animal been upon my hands.’’

‘“Scarcely a compliment,’’ drawled
Steppling, ‘‘ to call me an animal.”’

He was not angry. He merely made
the comment to draw on conversation.

‘‘1 meant no offense,’’ Hi Ling as-
sured him. ‘‘I spoke the truth, for
surely, if you are neither a fish nor a
fowl, you must be an animal.”’

““You are right,’’ agreed Steppling.
I agree with you on every point.
Therefore I think it but fitting that
vou tell me your story.’’

Again Hi Ling hesitated.
finally he acquiesced.

But

6 EARS ago,’’ Hi Ling began, ‘‘I

lived in southern China. I was
very wealthy. My ancestors had all
contributed their share to the measure
of my holdings. By profession I was
a horticulturist. Even though forty
years have passed, the glory of my
gardens is still recounted through-
out southern China in innumerable
quaint tales of fantasy. I raised all
sorts of flowers, but I specialized in
Jasmine, eglantine and wistaria blos-
soms, particularly wistaria. I had a
passion for the flowers, as great as
that of any sultan for the veiled la-
dies of his harem. So intent was I on
the contemplation of my flowers, that
I seldoin left the garden. Sometimes
I did not even return to my house to
sleep. Iustead, I reclined in a charm-
ing grove at the back of my buildings,
where I could hear the tinkle of a tiny
rivulet, and where hundreds of gor-
geous flowers breathed into the air a
perfume that made me drowzy and
caressed me to sleep.
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**To me that garden was filled with
soft-sweet voices. Flowers talk. or
perhaps it would be more descriptive
to say, they sing: but it is given to
few people of earth to hear their
wondrous melodies. Of this few, I
was one.

“*Day by day I studied the lan-
suage of flowers. I became a hermit.
As time went on I never left my gar-
den. All else was forgotten in the
contemplation of gorgeous orchids.
sweet-scented jasmine and seductive
eglantine. I forsook human life for
floral. and in mmy renouncing I gained
much.

“*In my garden there grew a single
fragile flower. orchidlike in glory. but
of a species quite different from any
I had ever chanced upon before. It
had the soft, warm color of a tea
rose. with a tint of carmine faintlyv
suggested in the petals. which were
as velvet-soft as the cheek of a
maiden.

‘‘By the hour I used to sit and
listen to the sweet singing of that
perfect flower. The tinkle of a fairy
hell would almost seem harsh by com-
parison. Is it any wonder, then, that
I fell in love with that flower? The
wonder is that the flower seemed
equally enamored of me. It glowed
more beauteously as I approached it.
It swayed toward me. AsI put down
my head to breathe of the exotic fra-
grance. it gently caressed my lips, and
the caress was softer than the kiss of
the loveliest woman.

**In time I grew to call the flower
‘Dawn-Girl’. No lover of romance was
more enraptured by his dear one than
I. That zarden became for me a sa-
cred place. Great peace stole into my
heart. The miracle of love had heen
performed anew. Like night and day
it goes on endlesslv. When love dies
out on earth, then will the sun grow
cold.

**1 was supremely happy. but my
happiness was not to last. Into my
life, as into the life of every man,
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there came a shadow. ‘The Wind that
Tramps the World’ chanced to blow
through the garden. He beheld the
exquisite beauty of ‘Dawn-Girl,” and
he paused. For the first time in years
he was subdued and silent. He had
tramped through every country and
clime of the world, over every moun-
tain and every sea. He had beheld
the grandeur of Greece and Rome and
all the other fabulous cities, but never
had he chanced upon any lovely sight
comparable to that of ‘Dawn-Girl.’

‘‘From that dayv forth he wooed her
ardently. Each night he came to the
garden, singing fervid love lyrics. He
brought her all the rarest jewels and
tapestries of dazzling sunlight, which
he tossed upon the ground before her.
He even impregnated the cool night
dew with all the famed perfumes of
carth, so that as it fell upon her it
would be more enticing than even the
sun-glare. But it availed him neot.
She cared not at all for his gifts, con-
tinuing to bend toward me, as of yore.
This greatly incensed ‘The Wind that
Tramps the World’. He who had
wrecked cities, had leveled trees and
stately palaces, now was impotent be-
fore this lovely girl-flower.

‘‘His anger was frightful. He
roared about the city so ferociously
that people fled to their homes in
fear, dreading the force of the trop-
ical storm which they imagined was
about to engulf them. The great Wind
planned vengeance. One night while
I slept, he whisked ‘Dawn-Girl’ from
her branch and sped off on his old,
old tramp which never ends.

‘‘In the morning I awoke with an
unaccountable fear clutching my
heart. As usual, I had slept in the
grove. I jumped to my feet and
rushed toward the bush where ‘Dawn-
Girl’ dwelt, but it was empty. And
my heart, my life, was empty also.
The shadow of doom had descended
upon me. For three days I wept in
the garden, and all my flower friends
closed their glorious blooms in sympa-
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thy. The entire garden wept. It was
a place of mourning. Some of the
flowers even died of grief.

“*On the morning of the fourth day
I went with heavy step to the house of
an old Hindoo philosopher who had
lived for a hundred and forty years.
He was said to be the oldest living
man in the world, and also the wisest.
He listened to my story. When I had
finished, he told me to come to this
city in the Himalayas, where all the
great winds congregate. Here comes
every wind of importance at some
time or other. To this place, he de-
clared, must some day come ‘The
Wind that Tramps the World’. When
it docs, he suggested that I steal
‘Dawn-Girl’ from the Wind, even as
the Wind had stolen ‘Dawn-Girl’
from me.

‘‘So I sold my garden, although it
tore my soul to do so, and came up
here to ‘The City of the Big Winds’.
I had this huge house built. It cost a
vast sum of money. All the wood
and material it contains had to be
carried laboriously over the winding
mountain passes that divide this
country from India. I had two great
windows built in the room of the
Jade vase. When these windows are
flung open all the winds come crash-
ing through.

‘‘I have been here for forty years.
Forty years have I failed, but I have
not lost courage. There is always to-
morrow, and tomorrow, on endlessly.
Some day ‘The Wind that Tramps the
World’ will come, and when he does,
I shall be ready for him.’’

Thus the old Chinaman ended his
story, and Steppling did not comment
upon it. There seemed nothing to
say. He was surprized at the story,
but then he had traveled much in the
world, and much had he heard that
surprized him. It set many unan-
swerable queries floating in his mind.
Was Hi Ling sane? For that matter,
was he sane himself 7
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ALL through the night he sat at the
door of the house of Hi Ling. He
could not slecp. Ilis brain was a caul-
dron of seething, fantastic thoughts.
He was on the roof of the world. Much
could he see that was invisible to the
millions of people down in the val-
leys of Earth. The sky was as bril-
liant as a diamond-studded crown. It
bore down upon him, crushing himn
beneath the weight of its splendor. He
was breathing hard. The air was so
rarefied that even in the night he
could see for miles about him. From
the jagcgzed mountain peaks came the
constant din and babble of the winds.
On up they came from the valleys on
a constant trail that is very old—no-
body knows how old.

During the days that followed John
Steppling felt as if he were living in
a dream. The house, the moon-lan-
tern, Hi Ling, all scemed but wraiths
in a rather pleasant sleep. Hi Ling
took his continued presence as a mat-
ter of course. Every night before they
supped, Hi Ling opened the massive
windows of the room of the jade vase,
and the winds came tumbling through.
Night after night the selfsame hap-
penings were repeated and yet they
never seemed to grow monotonous. Hi
Ling endeavored to teach him the art
of listening, but his efforts were in
vain.

Om-: night, as Hi Ling opened the
windows, the blast that drove in
was so intense that it shook the house
as if it had been on rockers. It bel-
lowed and roared like a lion with a
thorn in its foot. By comparison, the
other winds which had drifted
through seemed to possess much cul-
ture. The moon-lantern swayed per-
ilously.

Hi Ling seized Steppling’s arm. His
face was more cadaverous and drawn
than ever. His fingers bit into the
flesh like talons.

‘““It is the Wind,”’ he muttered
hoarsely.
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How can one deseribe the events
that followed? Hi Ling seemed to
have gone stark mad. Ile pranced
about the room with as much agility
as an ape in a jungle swamp. His
mouth was drawn back until his de-
cayed yellow tceth showed like fangs.
All the while he chanted a wild, weird
refrain which occasionally rose above

the howling of ‘The Wind that
Tramps the World’.
Involuntarily  John Steppling

shrank back into the shadows of the
farthest corner of the room. He shiv-
ered. He was gripped by a crushing
fear, which he could not shake from
him. He knew that events of great
portent in the life of Hi Ling were
about to happen. For forty years Hi
Ling had waited for this moment.

Fascinated, Steppling watched the
actions of the old Chinaman. At times
Hi Ling gyrated like a whirling der-
vish. Sometimes he sprang into the
air as if clutching the moon-lantern.
Froth foamed horribly in the corners
of his lips.

As the actions of Hi Ling grew
more fanatical, the intensity of the
wind increased. It struck against the
ears like something solid. And all
the time Steppling listened intently,
more intently than he had ever lis-
tened before. He thought he heard
the sound of singing, in a voice sweet-
low and sadder than the autumn
breeze through the treetops. He
strained every effort. His heart even
slowed down to catch the melody, so
superb was its beauty. At first he
imagined that his ears were at fault,
that the beautiful notes existed only
in his subeconscious mind, but even as
the thought occurred to him, he ban-
ished it. A sound so beautiful could
not be buried in his subconsciousness,
for never in his life had he heard
music of such haunting beauty. At
that moment he became almost as mad
as Hi Ling. He knew that he had
heard the voice of ‘Dawn-Girl’, and
he did not wonder that Hi Ling had
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renounced all else in the world for
love of her.

¥or a while longer the singing con-
tinued, then it ceased. It ended on a
final beautiful note that was almost a
moan.

With a start, Steppling came back
to rcality. The room was now in total
darkness. The moon-lantern had been
ruthlessly torn from its hanging.
Now the fury of the wind increased,
if increase it could. Oeccasionally Hi
Ling uttered a ¢y of excitement. of
anger or delight. And the wind
roared back in a tremendouns voice
which Steppling construed as a threat.
Ilow long the fight continued
Steppling could not tell. He eronched
in his corner, as nervous as a new-
born kitten that is snatched from its
mother.

D.\WN came at last. s it did so
the Wind passed out of the win-
dow. to return no more. As the first
shafts of the sun cut over the jaggzed
mountain peaks and crept into the
room, John Steppling gazed cautions-
I» about him. Hi Liug lay prone on
the floor before the altar. Steppling
rushed to his side. He turned the
limp body over, but it was useless.
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The chest had been completely
crushed. Hi Ling had collapsed. even
as an old frail house might collapse
in a eyclone.

For a moment Steppling gazed
down upon the face, but it was no
longer old and lined with age. It was
the face of a youth. There was a bit
of warm red color in the cheeks, and
the mouth was smiling. Steppiing
gazed slowly toward the jade vase.
The withered branch was withered no
longer, Life had come to it again,
for on the branch was a tlower of the
soft warm color of a tea rose, hut un-
like any flower he had ever known
before. The fragrant, cool petals
were as velvet-soft as the cheek of any
maiden.

Again John Steppling turned to Hi
Ling, and he was not surprized that
even in death he looked young. For
vouth had come to him in the return
of ‘Dawn-Girl’. Old age at hest is
mainly a matter of attitude.

An hour later John Steppling lert
the long, ambling old honse. But be-
fore he went, he again lighted the
moon-lantern and placed the lovely
flower on the breast of Hi Ling. Even
as he left he heard the sound of sing-
ing, and the notes were joyous and
wonderfully sweet.
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A Thug, a Physician, and a Mistake

TREASURE

- By ALEXANDER J. SNYDER

S THE Staten Island ferry-

boat neared the St. George

slip, young Doctor Marsden

left his scat in the smoking cabin and

went out on the forward deck. His

face broke into a smile of recognition

as he perceived a trim, soldierly-erect

old gentleman standing next the safe-

ty gates as if desirous of leaving the

boat as soon as she should be berthed.

Marsden made his way to the side of
the older man.

‘“Hello, there, Doctor Fleming!’’
greceted Marsden. ‘‘How are things
with you?"’

““Fine, thank you,”’ returned the
older man. ‘‘I’ve just come from the
Cbarity Hospital.”’

“Do you come across anything
worth while there?’’ asked Marsden,
mterested in the possibilities of find-
g an unusual case among the dregs
of humanity that ebbed through the
hospital doors.

Doctor Fleming smiled at the
younger man’s evident enthusiasm.

*‘I eame across something good this
afternoon,’’ he said. ‘‘Biliary case.
The man was a sailor. When I got
hold of him he looked like a China-
man. By the time I was through with
him I took three—’’

The loud and musical clank of the
windlass reeling in the hawser of the
ferryboat kept the next few words
from the ears of a seedy individual,
who, leaning against a near-by stan-
chion, had absorbed the latter part
of the conversation. As the gates
swung aside, he strained forward to
catch further words.

‘¢ —regular ‘pearls’. Beauties! 1
have them with me,’’ said the elderly
gentleman, touching his breast pocket.
‘“Well, I'm bound for home. 1I’ll say
good-bye before we’re separated in
this erowd.”’

The eavesdropper grinned mirth-
lessly as he followed the old surgeon.
Bull Evans at his best had never made
an attractive figure, and now. down
at heel, unshaved, unshorn and rag-
ged, he was positively repulsive.

‘““Gor’ bli’ me if ’e don’t deserve
it,”’ he muttered, shaking his head to
emphasize the fact to himself.
‘“A-gougin’ of charity patients that
wye! Three pearls, eh? An’ orf a
Chink sailor! A Kanaka, more like.
Hi’ll keep me heye on ’im, thinks I.”’

Following Doctor Fleming to a Sta-
pleton car, he boarded it and settled
himself in a far corner. He pulled
his faded slouch hat deeper over his
eyes, and erected a discarded newspa-
per as a barricade between himself
and the eyes of the man he was trail-
ing. A block beyond the doector’s
alighting place, he swung off the mov-
ing car and again shadowed his man.

ULL EVANS found his vigil irk-

some, out there in the dark,
crouched beneath the window of the
doctor’s study. The lamp on the desk
illumined a stethoscope, several books,
an inkwell, and the desk-blotter on
which they lay. Beyond the compass
of the desk top, the rest of the room
was in comparative darkness. The
motionless figure of the doctor leaned

attentively, eyes shaded from the
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glare of the lamp, over a heavy tome
lying open on the desk before him.

At last Bull Evans stiffened into
an attitude of expectation. The man
at the desk was pushing aside the
textbook and reaching into his inner
breast pocket. Hec brought forth an
envelope, opened it, and carefully in-
verted it over the desk blotter. Three
lustrous white objects, the size of
peas, rolled out and shimmered softly
in the light as the doctor poked them
about with an inquisitive finger. He
secemed pleased about something as he
took a sheet of paper from a desk pad
and jotted a few words down. Then
he folded the slip, placed it with the
three nacreous objects in the envel-
ope, and gave himself up to a mental
review of his tactics of the afternoon.

Bull Evans licked his puffed lips
nervously. He had to have those
pearls, he wanted them badly enough
to do murder for them: but the modus
operandi for procuring them came
only after considerable knitting of
shaggy brows. He turned from the
window, shrugged his shoulders with
a glance upward to where a dim light
shone under the eaves, and with grim
purpose strode to the front door. He
rang the bell and stepped to one side,
awaiting with upraised hand the com-
ing of the doctor.

With measured tread the old sur-
geon traversed the short hall between
study and front door, opened it, and
seeing no one waiting outside, stepped
across the threshold to the porch to
investigate.

Like a snake striking, Bull Evans’
blackjack descended. Pausing an in-
stant to ease his victim’s fall, and
dragging him inside the hall, Bull
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Evans darted into the study, snatched
the envelope from the desk and made
a paniec-stricken departure.

He crashed against a picket fence,
recoiled, stumbled throuzh knee-high
growths of rank weed across several
vacant lots, and furtively looked up
and down the dimly lit and deserted
cross streets. Panting with his exer-
tions and pent-up emotions, he hailed
a car, rode back to the ferry and
crossed to the Battery. He hurried
along South Street and paused before
a dingy, shuttered, sailors’ boarding
house. Not until he had locked the
door of his room, hung a filthy ban-
danna over the keyhole, and drawn
the tattered shade to its fullest extent
did he dare to examine his loot,

With avidity his grimy fingers
clutched the envelope and drew forth
the objects of his desire. He stared
at what he saw. Could these dead-
white, chalky little pebbles be the
pearls he had seen the doctor examine?
Puzzled, he reviewed his actions of
the evening and assured himself that
he had taken the right envelope—at
least there had been no other in sight.
To make assurance doubly sure, he
looked for and found the slip of pa-
per he had seen the doctor place in
the envelope. Uncomprehending, on
the first reading of what he saw, he
scanned the writing again and then
cursed wildly and blasphemously, for
the doctor had written:

‘“Memo and specimens for lecture
on calcareous bodies. Three gall-
stones removed from duct of Case 462,
Charity Hospital. Note: The pearly
appearance of .these calculi, strongly
apparent at time of operation, scems
to be disappearing rapidly.’’




The Shadow of the Guillotine Hung

Owver an American Cowurtroom

BACK from DUST

By FRANK K. SHAW

HE clock was striking 3 as the

I patrol-wagon turned the corner

and stopped before the door of
the police station. The night sergeant,
from his stool behind the desk,
glanced out of the window.

*“They’ve got ’em,”’ he grunted.

““Got. who?” idly inquired patrol-
man Russell, as he buckled his belt
preparatory to ‘‘going on’’.

‘“Oh, those merry college bloods
who’ve been tryving to break the bank
lately in Pete’s plant over on the ave-
nue.’’

‘‘Pretty raw to pull the lads, I calls
it,”” ruminated the policeman; ‘‘why
don’t you put Pete away and have
done with it?”’

“Never mind what you calls it,”’
snapped the sergeant. ‘‘The chief
said ‘pull ‘em’. What’s more, it’s
none of your business.

As he finished speaking, the young
men wcere jostled through the outer
door and lined up on one side of the
room to await their turn at the book-
ing desk. .All were in evening dress,
somewhat soiled and disarranged as a
result of the strenuous experience of
the last hour. A few were grinning,
others scowling or swearing softly.
One by one they crossed the room and
faced the sergeant. the latter still
chafing inder the implied rebuke of
his subordinate. After a few ecrisp
questions and sullen answers, duly re-
corded on the police blotter, each
dropped back to his place in the line.

‘‘That all of 'em?"’ finally growled
the official. as he bent over his writ-
ing.

‘“One more.’

At the words. uttered in a clear,
inditterent tone. the sergeant glanced
up quickly at the speaker. who was
leisurely approaching him. He was
reminded. he could not tell why. of a
painting he had seen at the art gal-
lery. entitled. ' At the Court Recep-
tion.”” Ife had never aeqyuired the
vice of self-analysis, but for some rea-
son he felt annoyed.

,

‘“And 1 suppose your name is
Smith, or Jones, or Brown?'' he
sneered.

With serene grace. the prisoner
drew from an inner pocket of his coat.
a gold-mounted card-case.

“‘Louis!”’ eried some one in the line
behind him. ‘‘Don’t make an ass of
yourself !’

The warning was unheeded. Smil-
ingly he withdrew from the case a
card and tossed it upon the desk in
front of the serzeant.

““My visiting card.’”’ he remarke.
blandly, ‘‘and see that you spell my

name correctly: C-l-a-i-r. French,
you observe.’’
Again came the insistent voice

across the room: ‘‘But think, man—
the newspapers!”’

‘“That is my name and I have never
been ashamed of it,”’ was the cool re-
ply. ‘‘Don’t get nervous, my friend:
it is bevond the power of dirty police
spies to smirch it. or of the press

either.”’
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‘‘He’s gone stark crazy, officer;
don’t mind him!”’

But apparently the sergeant did
mind. His square jaws snapped to-
gether viciously.

‘‘IHere, Bill,”” he shouted; ‘‘con-
duct this ‘gentleman of France’ to
the bridal chamber. ‘Dirty police
spies,” arc we? 'We’ll see about that
in the morning, my Moung blue-
blood.’”’

The ‘‘bridal chamber’’ proved to
be the foulest cell in the noisiest cor-
ridor of the building; but the prisoner
entered it with easy dignity and
seated himself on the bunk in the cor-
ner. When he was alone, he leaned
back against the wall and closed his
eyes.

‘“What imp of the devil has taken
possession of me tonizht?’’ he mut-
tered to himself. ‘‘Behind the bars!
The first of my name, I’ll warrant.
—No!”” (Just then he recalled the
portrait hanging in his father’s li-
brary.) ‘‘Ah, yes; he, too, had been a
Louis Clair with a prison record! ‘Le
Clair’, they used to write it in those
days.”’

The tale had been an inspiration to
him since his knickerbocler days, the
story of that gay young ancestor, the
chevalier of the Reign of Terror. As
they dragged him before the ‘‘citi-
zen’’ judge, to be condemned to death,
he had coolly taken a pinch of snuff
and passed the jeweled snuff-box to
his companion in the dock, with the
remark: ‘‘It will kill the odor of the
canaille.’”” When the enraged peas-
ant on the bench shouted the stereo-
typed sentence: ‘‘Away with him to
the guillotine!’’ Le Clair had laughed
mockingly in his face.

Yes, that part of the tale had
pleased him even better than the
sequel: the dreary, sodden Paris
streets of the early morning; the
rough cart filled with the condemned
on their way to die; the quick recog-
nition, the significant look that shot
between the faithful old servant in
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the front rank of the jeering mob,
and the master standing with pin-
ioned wrists in the prison van; the
sudden wrench of those arms of steel
and the snapping of the cord; the
quick leap into the crowd, the swift
flight down the crooked alley; the
escape to England and at last the new
home in America. Ah, that was life;
that was worth the tedium of living!
But this—imprisoned for gambling!
Yet, after all, it was a gentleman’s
erime, if erime it was. Small com-
fort, to be sure, but better than noth-
ing. If he must hear the clang of
bolts, why could it not be in a game
worth the while, where his head might
be the forfeit? Never mind; he would
play the petty game well, and by and
by, perhaps—perhaps. . . .

FEW hours later that morning,

in the big building across the
way, Judge Henry Durette sat at his
desk in chambers adjoining the court-
room. It was the day for his weekly
letter to his father up among the New
Hampshire hills, and, always method-
ical in his habits, he dutifully began
to write; but the thoughts would not
come. A blast of hot air entered the
open window and scattered his papers
about the desk.

‘““Whew!”’ he exclaimed; ‘‘another
scorcher, and vacation at the old home
a full month away.”’

He visioned the dear old New Eng-
land farm and the modest lord of the
manor, Dad. What would the old
chap be about today, he wondered,
while his son was wrestling with the
crimes and miseries of a great city?
In the hay-field, of course: and he
smiled at the mental picture of the
short, plump figure in blue overalls,
shirt open at the sinewy throat, pitch-
fork in hand, and shrewd, gray eyes
twinkling beneath the broad-brimmed
straw hat.

How bright and keen he was, tool
But what an odd letter for the old
fellow to write, that letter of con-
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gratulation a year ago! He must look
it up again. Stepping to the file he
drew it out and read: ‘‘Well done,
my boy; a judge at twenty-nine! We
have been simple Yankee farmers for
gencerations, but I knew it was in you.
And you are not the first judge in
the family, either. The first was a
fine old fellow, that Judge Durette of
the. days of the French Revolution.
No learning to speak of, but a man.
At his word, they say, the heads of
the nobility dropped from the guillo-
tine into the basket like apples rolling
into a barrel. And he was right,
eternally right. The licentious, cruel,
roistering aristocrats!’’

‘‘Bless the old fire-eater; he won’t
even kill a fowl for the table, and yet
what a bloodthirsty letter! 1 never
understood it.”’

He smiled as he replaced it in the
file.

N HOUR later Judge Durette

entered the courtroom and took
his place on the bench. His impas-
sive features gave no sign of the
weariness, the disgust, that oppressed
his very soul. The same eager crowd
apparcently were in the spectators’
scats that had graced—or disgraced—
the courtroom for countless weelis and
months. The same type of hopeless
wretch was in the dock. But wait;
the occupants of the prisoners’
benches were not all of that type to-
day. ‘‘Ah,” he mused, ‘‘has some
mischievous sprite been tightening the
bandage about the eyes of Dame Jus-
tice?”’

‘““Louis Clair, stand up!’’ called
ithe court clerk from his station in
front of the judge’s bench.

‘‘Louis Le Clair, did you say ?’’ ab-
sently inquired the judge in a low
tone.

*‘No, your honor; just ‘Clair’ with-
out the ‘Le’,”” was the reply.

‘“0, yes; I was not paying proper
attention.”” As he spoke, he turned
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toward the young man standing at his
ease in the dock and looking straight
at him. What an impudent, mocking
smile! Where had he seen that iden-
lical picture before? The hot blood
rushed through his brain. Suddenly
the familiar walls of the courtroom
vanished and he was sitting in a gor-
geous palace of justice of the period
of Louis XVI. The soiled evening
suit of the respondent in the dock had
become a scarlet coat, flowered waist-
coat, and satin knee-breeches. He
even noticed the gold snuff-box held
in a white and shapely hand. A sud-
den fury seized him—

‘““Away with him to the guillo-
tine!’’

With a start he came to himself.
Had he really spoken or was it a
trick of his imagination? He glanced
hastily about him. No, the expres-
sion in the scores of eyes looking up
at him had not changed. He had
said nothing, and the habitual judicial
mask had screened his strange emo-
tion. Thank God! But what had
caused that vivid dream, if dream it
was—his father’s letter, the heat of
the room, a touch of ‘‘nerves’’? But
the fierce anger without a cause! Was
he becoming calloused so soon ; was he
losing all sympathy with wretched,
suffering humanity ? No, never would
he permit that; better by far that a
guilty man now and then should go
unwhipped of justice. But his pres-
ent duties! What was going on about
him? With intense relief, he saw that
the well-oiled machinery of the court
was running without a jar. A police
officer was just concluding a vivid
description of the raid of the night
before, not without certain profes-
sional embellishments.

‘< All these lads was gambling, your
honor; I see ’em myself. And this
one was the worst of the lot,”’ he con-
cluded.

For a moment the judge rested his
head upon his hand. Could he look
into those mocking eyes again? He
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dared not. ‘‘The prisoner is dis-
charged,’’ he said shortly.

The chin of the police witness
dropped ludicrously and he grasped
the rail of the witness stand as if his
little world of law and order were
toppling into black etermity.

‘‘Youth, first offense: a clear case
for leniency,’”” added the judge
gruffly. ‘‘Let the next prisoner be
arraigned, Mr. Clerk.’’

WITHOUT unnecessary delay, the
late beneficiary of judicial favor
yras receiving the noisy congratula-
tions of his fellows in a neighboring
café, Sparkling, if harmless, fluids
gurgled joyously from the necks of
sundry bottles. Then came a chorus
of questions:

‘‘How did you manage to pull it
off. Louis, old fox?’’

‘“Has dad a pull in the Fifth
ward ?”’

**Was it hypnotism?”’

With glass in hand. Clair stood
leaning against a table. The last ques-
tion arrested his attention and seemed
to puzzle him strangely.

‘“Hypnotism?’’ he repeated slowly-.
‘“No, not that, I think.”"

He raised his hand to cheek the
laughter.
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““It was strange,”” he coutinued
gently, raising his glass high and
peering into its contents as if to recall
the picture; ‘‘it was strange. I can’t
express it or explain it, but, as I
stood facing that man on the bench,
it was another self, not I, that stood
there. It was another judge, not he,
that faced me. His expression did
not change, I swear, et he secemed
to glower donmn at me with the hate
and malice of a thousand years—and
we were total strangers! Then I knew
that he was about to sentence me la
death. Absurd? Of course: I know
it now, and I knew it then, but T be-
lieved it.”’

‘“Odd freak of vours, that,’’ said
someonc in the room. ‘‘He isn’t a
bad sort at all, Judge Durette.’’

‘‘Judge Durette!’”’ As he gasped
the words, Louis Clair’s face became
as bloodless as the marble slab upon
which he leaned. The glass slipped
from his shaking fingers and crashed
on the floor.

‘““What is it?”’ cried a startled
voice. ‘‘You know him, you recall
the name?”’

‘I never heard of him!’’

‘““But why—1%"’

““God help me, I do not know,’’ he
whispered.
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enced officer than myself that

only a fool would attempt the
passage of Neciba Desert after 10
o’clock in the morning. No white
man, afoot, could bear up under the
terrible heat, and there are few Do-
minican mules that can carry with
ease a bulk as great as mine. Neiba
Desert, in the heart of the tropics, is a
hundred feet below the level of the
sea.

But what youngster ever listened
to the advice of his elders? 1 never
had, and because I did not in this in-
stance, I qualified for the first rank
among fools.

We, a tenderfoot pharmacist’s mate
and myself, left Barahona at 5 o’clock
in the morning, intent on reaching
I.as Salinas in time to make the cross-
ing in the cool of the morning. We
rode a pair of Dominican mules that
were too small for us. But, even so,
we should have made it, had we not
tarried overlong in Cabral to listen to
the raucous cries of the natives in the
marketplace—until it was 8 o’clock
by the sun.

We pulled out finally, after break-
fasting on Dominican coffee, which is
nectar fit for the gods after one has
acquired the taste forit. We reached

I HAD been told by a more experi-

the branching of the road at about 9,
and it was 10 o’clock exactly when
we gave the mules their last chance
at water just Neibaward from Las
Salinas. We filled our canteens there,
after which we gave our mounts a
breathing space ere we struck out
through the thorn-tree studded waste
of sand.

I shall never forget that momentous
first glance toward Neiba. Just be-
hind us to the south were the broad
reaches of the Bahorueco mountains,
while away ahead we could see the
blue outline of the distant Cordilleras.
We could not see the town of Neiba
because of the fringe of palm-trees
which hide her from view, even as
they disclose her whereabouts. Even
at that distance, which must have
been very great, we could sec that
the palm-trees bowed and beckoned
to us, as if they urged us ahead with
promises of hospitality upon arrival.

We started blithely on our way. My
companion was a pharmacist’s mate
in Uncle Sam’s navy, and we talked
of some of his queer experiences in
hospital wards during the war, I re-
member. This was during the first
hour, only, of the crossing. There
was a dim trail through the sand, and

the dust came up in clouds, filling our
113
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eyes and nostrils with fine layers of
the stuff. The heat was almost un-
bearable. It must have been 104 de-
grees Fahrenheit even then. And we
kad just started. The palm-trees
looked no nearer. The Cordilleras
were just as blue as at first. Our talk-
ing died away to oppressive silence.
We drank often from our canteens,
and we did not try to spare the water.
Those palm-trees looked much closer
than they really were, although we
had becn warned that their beckoning
was treacherous—like that of Die
Lorelet. Our water was gone before
we had half completed the passage.

Two hours more.

ITalf an hour after the water gave
out we were slumped low in our sad-
dles, our shirts pulled up about our
neccks to keep the heat from frying
our brains, and our mules were creep-
ing along with their heads hanging
almost into the trail. They were very
tired, and the dust had built gray
coats on their sweat-drenched hides.

My companion, who had been but a
few weeks out of the states, rode
along without a glance to right or left.
He was feeling the heat more than I
was. It was tough on him. Another
hour passed, with the palm-trees
seemingly no nearer. I saw that his
gzuze was fixed steadfastly upon them.
Once when their fronded heads bowed
and beckoned to us, he raised his hand
and waved, as if he answered their
silent greeting. He listened. Then he
laughed—a laugh that was as dry as
footfalls in the leaves of autumn. I
knew without looking that his lips had
begun to crack and that his tongue
was swelling in his mouth.

I BEGAN to see qgueer things. A liz.
ard scrambled from beneath a
thorn-tree and stopped in the trail
ahead, his yellow throat moving in the
heat like a bellows. Before my eyes.
as we approached, he swelled in size
until he was not a lizard, but an
iguana—not an iguana. but a dino-
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saur—a monster. He did not move
as my mule approached, but ducked
his serpentine head as if, like the os-
trich, he would hide it in the sand.
He kept on swelling until, just as the
mule’s hoof must strike him, he cov-
ered the entire road, and his body
stretched away in the desert on either
side. But the mule never noticed. Nor
did my companion. The mule’s foot
struck without a jar. In a flash the
monster vanished. I looked back after
we had passed. There was only a
greenish smear in the footprint, which
was rapidly filling with dust. 1
laughed, loud and long, but my com-
panion did not turn around.

When I had looked back I had low-
ered my head so that my gaze was
upon the ground beneath. I noticed
a strange thing. Neither myself, my
companion, nor the mules, cast a sign
of a shadow upon the sand beneath
us! I pinched myself and it hurt. I
struck spurs to the mule and he
grunted dismally. Real enough. But
why were there no shadows? I bent
over to look beneath the animal I
rode. Still no shadow! The phar-
macist’s mate looked at me then. We
laughed in each other’s faces and
neither knew why the other laughed.

My mule stopped. His sides were
moving rapidly out and in—out and
in, as if he could not stop them. His
breath came groaning from drooling
lips; slobbers made cales of sand and
dried at once, leaving little hills like
the workings of certain kinds of yel-
low-jackets. I knew at once that the
mule could proceed no farther. I
alighted and attempted to pull the
creature along. Not to be done.

My lips were cracked and bleeding.
My tongue protruded from between
sand-gritted teeth. I addressed the
pharmacist’s mate in a weird kind of
croak:

““Go on to Neiba. and tell the
guardia to come back out for me.
Your mule can make it. You never
could do it afoot if I took your mule.
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I don’t know that I can do it myself,
but my chances are better than yours.
Beat it!’’

“Just so, sir. Certainly! It was
to me that they beckoned, any-way.
They have no welcome for you in
Neiba. . The greeting was for me.’’

What was the fool talking about?
.And why did he langh like a croaking
vaven as he set spurs to his mule and
moved on np the trail? I stood and
watched him until he mingled with
the heat waves, vanishing into the
shimmering stuff like a creature from
the pit.

ONCE more I tried to pull the mule
along. It was no use. but my
knees were knocking together and I
was as weak as a cat before I gave it
up and tied my mule in the dubious
shade of a thorn-tree, where it was
hotter even than out in the sunlight.

1 started on afoot. I came to my-
self at the end of a hundred yards or
so, to see that I was heading back to-
ward Las Salinas. That would never
do! Two hundred yards of needless
walking when I needed every ounce of
my strength!

The mate would never reach Neiba,
I felt sure. He was already crazy
from the heat. He’d be bound to try
a short cut and leave his bones to
bleach in the sun. I had to make it
on in, I need not look for the arrival
of guardia soldiers. The pharmacist’s
mate would never get in to tell them.
He was too crazy.

I had to laugh when 1 thought
about it. Then I looked down and
turned clear around once. looking for
my shadow. Not a shade of a shadow!
Pretty good, that, I thought. Shade
of a shadow! Ha! ha! Carefully,
solemnlv. I raised one foot at a time,
looking under each one. No shadow.

I started on again. saying ‘‘Eeny,
meeny, miny, mo’’ to be sure I got
started in the right direction this
time. Queer how I had gotten turned
around while turning around looking
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for the shade of my shadow! Ha' ha!
ha!

1 stumbled along, cursing to myself
hecause my scuffling feet stirred up
dust which flew into my nostrils. 1
didn 't hear myself curse. My tongue
was so big now that no sound could
cet out. But I should be all right in
a brace of minutes. There was a
sparkling stream crossing the trail
right up there ahead of me. Queer,
100. that—the officer who had given
me that erazy advice had told me that
there were no strcams between Las
Salinas and Neiba. But. I could see
it, couldn’t 1% Sure! T stumbled
along until 1 reached its very edge,
flung myself down and pressed my
lips to its cooling surface. They came
away coated with burning sand, some
of which worked past my lips, past
my swollen tongue, and into my
mouth. I tried to expel the grains,
bhut there wasn’t enough moisture in
my mouth. I had to stumble on with
the gritty grains seratching me terri-
bhly. Somebody had placed the stream
there as a kind of funny joke; but
whoever had done it had hauled it
away Just when T would have slaked
my thirst! Very poor joke.

I looked hack at the mule. He
brayed at me¢ with the note of a croak-
ing raven. I turned and looked at the
palm-trees that beckoned me on to
Neiba. I could almost hear the whis-
pering of the fronds. But the Cordil-
leras were as blue as ever. Where
was that dratted pharmacist’s mate?
Damn him!

I looked once more for my shadow-.
No shadow. Then I knew that I was
nearing the end. The thought brought
me back to a semblance of reason for
a few minutes. I was suffering the
torments of the utterly damned. How
many a poor fool had left his bones to
bleach in this desert in days gone by ?
There must have been many of them,
surely. But not if they remained on
the road. Someone would surely come
along and find them. Only the poor
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fool who wandered oiff the trail left
his bones to blcach. I had better
sense. I would stick to the trail.

But where was the trail? 1 saw
trails now which led to every point of
the compass. Follow the beckoning
of the palm-trees? Therc were palm-
trees all around me. But some of
them were thorn-trees! 1 couldn’t
for the life of me tell the difference.
Eeny, meeny, miny, mo! Straight
ahead. I looked for my shadow again
and could not find it.

But all at once there were shadows
all around me! But where were the
bodies that caused the shadows? The
substance which was the father of the
shadows? I saw not a single upright
creature. Only those shadows, flat on
the ground, that danced and eddied
around me. The shadows of human
beings! But where were the human
beings? I looked more closely at the
shadows. Arms, legs, heads, bodies—
all were there. But the substance
which caused them? None to be seen.
No solid bodies. The shadows were
whole and perfectly formed. But
stay! They weren’t entirely whole.
In each and cvery shadow there were
three bright spots, marking two eyes
and a gash of a mouth to each shadow,
where the sun shone through the sub-
stance I could not see!

I sToPPED dead in my tracks as an
idea came to me. The shadows,
which were increasing at an alarming
rate, paused, radiating out from me
like the spokes of a wheel, and
thumbed shadow noses at me with
shadow thumbs. My idea was this:
I, who was human and alive, cast no
shadow. Therefore these shadows
must be the shadows of those who had
ceased to exist. It was perfectly rea-
sonable, like a proposition in geom-
etry. The living cast no shadow,
therefore that which ecast a shadow
must be dead and gone! It followed,
as a corollary, that I should cast a
shadow only after I had died!
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Queer about this desert. Lizards
that were iguanas; iguanas that were
dinosaurs; streams that did not exist:
shadows of the desert dead! Why
did the shadows gather about me?
Were they inviting me to join the
ranks of those who were able to cast
shadows? Were the dead who had
died in Neiba asking me to join them?
Or were they taunting me because
they knew I must join them whether I
willed it or no?

‘“But you haven’t got me yet!’’ 1
croaked to the shadows. “‘I am
still of those who cast no shadows!
See? Look about me and sce if there
be even the sign of a shadow!”’

And I looked down to satisfy my-
self that I spoke truth.

My God! I didn’t cast a shadow,
no:; but richt where my shadow would
have been had there been a shadow
was a thin pencil mark of darkness,
as if someone had drawn a black line
about my shadow’s outline and then
jerked the shadow away! Like that
practical joker who had jerked the
stream away when I would have
slakked my thirst.

I paused for a moment, studying
that weird outline, while the real
shadows kept thumbing their noses at
me. There was a hcavier shadow
among those real shadows—the shad-
ow of a fat man who had died. Fat
men arc said to be jolly. I looked at
the fat man as I recalled this. The
spot where the right eye would have
been, had it been a person instead of
a shadow, closed slowly and strangely,
in a terrible .and horrifying wink!
The bright eye opened again and the
bright gash of a mouth widened into
a terrible, ghastly, silent grin!

I screamed and ran, closing my eyes
to shut out the shadows. I fell to my
knees and slumped forward on my
stomach, crawling slowly ahead
through the scorching sand. It burned
my hands and body. Hellfire rushed
into my nostrils from the desert floor.
I dragged myself to my feet, then fell
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and lay still for a long time. I opened
my eyes to sec that the shadows were
dancing in hellish glee upon my chest!
All thumbed their noses except the fat
man. JIe winked, and grinned with
that bright gash of a mouth.

I arose and looked at my own shad-
ow. I could call it that now, for there
was only the bright outline of a minia-
ture of myself, within that other out-
line of black. I was almost a shadow.
I closed my eyes again and stumbled
ahead.

SUDDENLY I met threec Dominican
women riding toward me on three
burros piled high with gourds. Filled
with water, I knew, for the gourds
were dripping precious moisture upon
the gray coats of the burros. I raised
a hand bescechingly and pointed to
my swollen tongue. The women
crossed themselves and shied away
from me. I tried to run toward them
and the burros bolted. One of the
women called back to me:

‘“Go back to Barahona, or on to
Neiba, if you wish water! There is
more than you ecan drink, ever, in
either place!”’

Surely, that was truth! Stupid of
me! I would go on to Neiba. That’s
where I had started for, wasn’t it?

I walked on, stumbling, falling,
erawling forward on my stomach like
a snake—rising and going forward
with feet that were heavy as lead.
Molten lead.

Where were the palm-trees? I could
not see them. And this trail was not
a trail at all. It was the snaky trace
of a lizard! No, of an iguana! Or a
dinosaur. I don’t know. I’ll follow
it anyway. My shadow tells me that
there isn’t much time. The miniature
within the outline isn’t a miniature
any more—just a weirdly shaped
spray of blinding light, growing
smaller. And there are other shad-
ows all about me—countless numbers
of them.
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‘What. is that up ahead there? An-
other strcam? But I shan’t be disap-
pointed if it isn’t; I’ll have a look
anyway. I’m going ia that direcetion.
I stumble into the stream. It is real!
I feel its coolness creep up over my
shoetops, creep into my shoes and
harden the molten lead which com-
pose my feet. 1 fall face downward
in the stream and drink—-drink—
drink! The water is green because
the cattle use it overmuch, but it is
nectar for all that—nectar superior
to the best Dosinican coffee.

I crawl out on the bank and look at
my shadow. There is only a spot of
light in its center now. To be cheated,
after I have reached water at last!

But whenee come these other shad-
ows? They are shadows of black sol-
diers, and they are upright instead of
flat on the ground. I am not to be
fooled. I'm all turmed around, I
know that, but I am not crazy yet.
They look at me queerly, hesitantly,
as they approach. One man, a ser-
geant, is in the lead, and he is run-
ning toward me with swift strides. He
stops just before me and his shadow
blots out the spray ot light which is
all that stands between me and the
desert dead.

‘“Curse you! Curse you!’’ I cry,
slashing out with my fist; ‘‘would you
relegate me to the shadows after I
have slaked my thirst and am able to
go on! I don’t want to be a shadow,
I tell you!’’

My fist takes him in the mouth, and
I see the red blood start as total dark-
ness closes around me, filling the
world itself with shadow.

I CAME to myself in the guardia bar-

racks at Neiba. The sergeant sat
opposite me, wiping his lips with a
soiled handkerchief.

‘““Where am I?’’ I asked feebly.
‘““‘Did the pharmacist’s mate get in
all right? How did I get here?’’

He smiled at me and answered in
Spanish.
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‘““You are in Neiba. Yes, he got in
all right. We brought you in. after
tracking you halfway to Lake Enri-
quillo, toward which, leaving the trai},
you were wandering. You were un-
conscious, flat on the desert fioor, and
licking up sand with your swollen
tongue, which, sticking through be-
tween your teeth, was so big that it
wouldn’t carry the sand into your
mouth! It kept rolling off your
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tongue and you mumbled to yourself
as if cursing. I caught the words
‘cattle’ and ‘shadows’. Then you hit
me in the mouth. That's all!”’

It was enough.

Note.—“The Sorrowful Sisterhood.” No. 4
in this series of “Strange Tales From Santo
Domingo,” nasrrates one of the weird experi-
cnces of the Dominican bandit. José Espi-
nosa. It wuxll appear in nexrt month’s
WEIRD TALES.

THE DARK POOL

By FRANCIS HARD

It lies Leneath a sunless sky,

Deep in the entrails of a Log:
Gnarled willows hide it, lifting high

Their tortured arms: and never frog,
Nor newt, nor toad, nor dragonfly

Dare come within its deadly foe.

For evil spirits there are bound

‘Within its slime: an impious rune
They chant, nor is there other sound

But wicked whispers, out of tune,
As un-dead things that there lie drowned

Obscenely mutter to the moon.

The nightshade petals in its dank

And fetid vapors darkly bloom;
Black orchids on its silent bank
Insinuate a sick perfume;
And from its depths ooze up the rank
And gassy stenches of the tomb.

For potencies of witcheraft fell
Are Luried in its slimy- bed,
And deathly blasphemies that weli
And bubble up with grisly dread.
From things that in its waters dwell—
From things that died, but are not dead.
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UTSIDE, the winter wind
howls its way across the
prison walls and beats

against my casement. The cell is
cold and damp. The smoking
lamp intensifies the shadows that
lurk above me, beneath me, about me.
The march of the death watch past
my door is the only sound within this
dark, dank hole. I am alone, alone;
but it is not loneliness I fear. It is
Lucretia—the Lucretia I loved, be-
trayed and murdered. God! I feel
the grip of her power reaching from
the world beyond, wreaking its terri-
ble vengeance. Her eyes, those lim-
pid, mild blue eyes of hers! How
they search my very soul tonight!
How they have always searched me,
accused me, cursed me! Lucretia!
I must write to break the spell. I
must write or I shall go mad, mad;
and it is madness I fear, not the
death that awaits me. Lucretia,
Lucretia, spare me! I have told it
all. I will tell it again. Will that
not be atonement sufficient? God in
heaven, who gave me the sinister
power that wrought my destruction
and ILucretia’s, hold off for tonight
the spirit that possesses me! Let me
forget! For a moment let me forget!

Lu-
cretia does not reach me. How many
times by the ghastly light of this
lamp I have written the story, to de-

While I write, I am calmer.

stroy it the next morning! At day-
break tomorrow death will bring sur-
cease; so tonight I write for the last
time, and the record will remain to
purge my soul of its guilt. I write
to speed by the hours that must pass
before I am led to the death chamber
and set free from this anguish. What
lies beyond I do not know, but it will
not be this. Merciful God, it can-
not be this!

What a simple, happy thing was
that youth of mine spent in the little
town that progress passed by! In
the center of my life, as far back as
I can remember, was Lucretia. A
boxwood hedge separated our an-
cestral homes, but nothing came be-
tween our love. Here in the mid-
night quiet of this cell, it does not
seem possible that the man who com-
mitted the crime for which I am to
die at daybreak could once have been
the boy who loved Lucretia with all
the purity of his boy heart. And yet
in that boy lay the roots of the power
that has brought me to this wretched

end. All my life I had lovedngand
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feared those eyes of Lucretia, but lit-
tle did I dream back in boyhood days
that they could drive me to the dir-
¢st erime man can commit and then
return after death to condemn me.

T was the coming of Franz Larue,

the hypnotist, that marked the
turning point in my life. How well I
recall now the incident! Luecretia
and I went together to the hypno-
tist’s entertainment and sat in the
third row. that we might discover
what trickery the man employed.

The program followed the lines of
the hypnotist’s usual performance,
but to our town it was absorbing and
mysterious. From the beginning I
felt within me gropings toward a
power of which I had never before
been conscious, though I had always
known I was different from other
boys, singled out by the gods, as it
were, for a higher destiny. During
the evening I became convinced that
I could hypnotize, and earnestly 1
watched every movement of the man
before me. At length Larue fixed
me with his piercing eyes, and said,
‘““Young man, you have the genius.
I bow before ability 1 cannot equal.
Come to the stage.’’

I went, impelled not by the hyp-
notist’s will but by a sense of my
own power., A lad I had known all
my life was on the stage, ready at
the entertainer’s command to per-
form anties for the amusement of the
spectators.

‘‘Hypnotize this subject,”’ Larue
urged. “‘‘You can do it.”’

I fixed my eyes upon the boy, and
in a moment I knew that his will was
vielding to mine. Soon he was com-
pletely in my power.

That night marked the fatal be-
ginning. Before leaving, ¥Franz La-
rue gave me books to read and told
me where to order others.

¢TI charge youn, my boy,’’ the man
said, ‘“to use wisely this God-given
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gift. It can mean much for good.
It may mean much for evil.”’

I laughed then, but now, as I look
back over the agony of spirit I have
endured, over the misery I have
brought others, and the ghastly hor-
rors that have tormented me, I weep
to think how lightly I took Larue’s
counsel. ‘‘God-given,’’ Larue called
the gift. Devil-sent it must have
been, bestowed by all the furious
fiends of darkness.

After the boy I found on the stage,
my next subject was Lucretia, and
naturally so; for what could be more
fitting than that she should put her-
self in the hands of the one who
through the years was to be the cus-
todian of all the love she had to give?
But as I hypnotized her, I feared
those eyes of hers; feared them often
until my very soul grew cold. Nev-
ertheless, as I went deeper into the
mysteries of the science, it was Lu-
cretian upon whom I demonstrated
each new thing I learned.

‘““Why, dearest,”” I remember say-
ing about six weeks after the visit of
Larue, ‘‘I can hypnotize you with a
look, with a glance.”’

The girl’s clear blue eyes met mine.
““I would not yield my will like this
to any one else,’”’ she said, ‘‘but it is
bliss, George, to know that I am so
utterly yours.”’

‘“May I always be worthy of the
trust!’’ I said, as I pressed Lucretia
against my heart.

That was one George. Another
from the depths of degradation sits
shivering in his cell, writing, writ-
ing lest the spirit of Lucretia come
to tear asunder the tattered rem-
nants of his mind, lest those eyes of
Lucretia pierce the darkness to freeze
the very marrow of his bones.

Because of me, Lucretia developed
an interest in hypnotism and =zeal-
ously read the books I ordered.
Though lacking in talent, she learned
enough to hypnotize a weak subject,
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or a strong subject that would yield
his will to hers. Finally, however,
to my amazement, she met me one
night in tears.

‘“George,’’ she pleaded, ‘‘give this
up. As I read, I become terrified by
a premonition of trouble. Hypno-
tism is dangerous, and I begin to be-
lieve that it is also wrong.”’

In vain I tried to soothe her, to
make hight of her fears.

“It’s no use,”” she said, ‘‘I feel
the power growing within me. I am
through with it forever.”’

xNow now that Lucretia’s sudden
reversal was a prescience of the
double tragedy to follow.

It was not long after that night
that I felt the stir of a new ambition,
I could achieve something more than
our town had to offer. When I told
Lucretia of my thoughts, she urged
me on.

‘“Go to the city, George,’’ she said.
¢] can wait until you return for
me.”

I went. At first came disillusion.
The positions I held seemed to offer
no chance for promotions, and, full
of discontent, I passed from one kind
of work to another. At length, 1
fitted into a vacancy in a real estate
broker’s office, doing clerical work
that I detested. One Saturday after-
noon, as I sat poring over my books
long after the other clerks had gone,
from the president’s office I heard
voices and from time to time snatches
of conversition. The two heads of
the firm were discussing their inabil-
ity to get hold of some valuable prop-
erty they wanted.

‘“He won’t sell at any price,”’ I
heard. ‘I tell you argument does
no good. We’re beaten, that’s all.”’

Into my mind an idea sprang full
grown. Why not capitalize the hyp-
notic power that was mine? If I
could get permission to try, I could
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make that sale. Permission to try!
Why, through hypnotism I could
secure that permission. I waited
until the junior member of the firm
went out, and then I entered the sanec-
tum of Henry Demar, the president.

‘I couldn’t help,”’ I said, ‘‘but
hear that you are trying to make a
difficult deal. I know that I can get
the property for you.”’

The man looked at me in amuse-
ment.

‘““You, boy!”> he laughed.
along and play marbles.”’

I fixed my eyes upon him and be-
gan talking slowly and monotonous-
ly. At first I held the man’s eyes
because my audacity interested him.
In a moment, I was getting control of
his mind, and I knew that I could
command him as I chose. The up-
shot was that I got the information
necessary and a signed check for the
first payment to be made on the prop-
erty.

That afternoon I found the man
who had so tenacicusly held the
wanted property, consummated the
deal and delivered the papers to my
employer. As I look back, I know
in anguish of soul that hereupon be-
gan not only my business success but
also the disintegration of my char-
acter. I was at once elevated to a
position of importance, which led
soon to membership in the firm.

I could not be happy, however, for
I could not forget the eyes of Lucre-
tia. Constantly they reproved me,
constantly searched the innermost
depths of my mind. Did ever living
woman possess such eyes as did Lu-
cretia? Had it not been for those
eves, and I say it tonight in shame,
I think I should have felt no remorse.
It seems strange to me now that my
victims after their defeats gave so
little trouble. One or two protests
came, it is true. but in the face of
signed contracts, they amounted to
littlee In the majority of cases,

““Run
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pride sealed the lips of those from
whom I had wrested cherished pos-

sessions.

RETUBN]NG to my room after my
first triumph, I felt my spirit
strangely remote from Lucretia’s.
Day by day my interest in this girl
I had always loved lagged. I wanted
to forget her, but those eyes followed
me accusingly, menacingly. I was
becoming a considerable man in the
city. Lucretia was a girl molded to
the life in the village in which she
had always lived. Why should the
affair continue? I stopped writing,
and made no explanation. Letters
came from Luecretia. Eveirything de-
pended upon my forgetting her; so
I burned those letters unopened. In
time I who had never known failure
would banish from my mind her
haunting presence, from my memory
her eyes.

I boarded next to an old church,
the quaintness of whose cemetery at-
tracted me. Though Lucretia had my
address, it did not occur to me that
she would come to the city. Conse-
quently, when at dusk I returned one
spring evening, I was amazed to find
her lingering near the gate of my
boarding place. She was still beau-
tiful, still appealing, and I was sur-
prized to find that the old desire for
her was not dead. I wanted to feel
her soft cheek against mine, to hold
her close, and hear the quickened
beat of her heart.

¢“Oh, Qeorge,’’ she said, coming
toward me with outstretched hands,
‘I was so afraid something had hap-
pened to you.’’

‘“Come into the churchyard,”’ I
said; ‘‘we can’t talk here.”’

I led her through the half closed
iron gate, into the cemetery fragrant
with magnolias and cape jessamine.

‘I have been so unhappy,’’ she
said. ““My father died a month ago,
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and now I have no one. What has

been the matter, George?’’

‘“You’ll understand when I have
had a chance to explain,’”’ I said.
‘“Can’t you trust me a little longer?”’

Her hand curled into mine, and
she was silent. What a soft, sweet
thing Lucretia was that night! She
came of the race of women made to
be loved—and I loved the velvet of
her cheek, the curve of her breast, the
cling of her body against mine. Be-
yond this, I had throttled my ability
to love. That night alone with Lu-
cretia in the gathering dark of the
old cemetery, I was conscious only of
the passion that surged through me.
I wanted Lucretia, and through hyp-
notism, and hypnotism alone, I could
at that moment gratify my desire. I
looked into her eyes and for a mo-
ment saw mirrored there the man I
might have been. Then I drew down
the lids and kissed them. Lucretia
and I alone in the deserted ceme-
tery! Mine, mine! In ecstasy I
strained her to me. Oh, the blissful
sweetness of her! KEven tonight I
thrill again as I remember the
warmth of her body against mine.
And her eyes were closed, closed and
unseeing!

Oh, demons that possessed me, how
could man be capable of so foul a
deed? Or, having robbed Lucretia
of all that she held most dear, how
could I have taken her, still under
the spell I had cast, to the train and
sent her home with assurance that
soon I would come for her?

HEN Lucretia awoke from the

trance, full realization of what
had happened must have come to
her. Months passed, and I had no
word. I was glad, and yet a strange
fear would creep into my mind, a
fear born of those eves that would
not leave me, that would not let me
forget. There were times, too, when
the aching longing to have Lucretia
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again in my arms grew almost more
than I could bear. I was not sorry
I had wronged her. I was glad, glad
for the moment of happiness I had
had. I did not care whether or not
she suffered. My whole being cried
out for Luecretia—again, again—and
then those eyes would come with their
endless, senseless accusations, those
eves I was beginning to hate with a
fiend’s unreasoning rage.

There was nothing I could not ac-
complish. Perhaps, perhaps by men-
tal telepathy I could bring Lucretia
back to me, back where she would
come always at my call. Other wom-
en I found unsatisfying. I wanted
Lucretia. Day after day, night after
night, I willed that she should come,
willed with all the intensity of the
mind I was convinced was more than
human.

Then one night I returned to my
boarding place to find Lucretia at the
gate again awaiting me. She had
come to answer my call, I thought
triumphantly. Miles of space were
as naught before my power.

‘‘George,”’ she said, ‘‘you have
wronged me, and you have wronged
another yet unborn. I have come to
make you atone.’’

In derision I laughed and felt no
pity. To make me atone'! Me the
unconquered and unconquerable!
Through my laughter I heard Liucre-
tia still speaking.

‘I have been here several days,
long enough to know the deceptions
by which you have climbed the lad-
der. the wreckage that lies along your
path. Others hate you, but I alone
know the means you have emploved.
If in one week you have not begun
to make amends, in justice to those
vou have injured, I will expose you.”’

Lucretia’s eyes were upon me,
diiving me to frenzy, her innocent,
blue eyes that told of the wrong I
had done her. What could I do but
close them forever? I must act be-
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fore it was too late. I must hyp-
notize Lucretia. I must silence her.
Looking at her, for the first time I
felt the wall of her resistance.

““Don’t try that,’’ she cried. ‘‘You
cannot do it now.”’

Lucretia turned and was about to
flee when I caught her by the wrist
and drew her toward the cemetery.
Within the enclosure we were alone.
Against her defiance, I could place
my months of study and experience.

I would succeed. I must. Twisting
her hands behind her until she
winced with pain, I held my face
close to hers.

‘“‘Look at me,”” 1 commanded.
““Look!"’

After minutes that for Lueretia

must have been fraught with physi-
cal agony as my grip tightened, her
eyes, {laming with defiance, met minec.
‘“You cannot do it.’’ she said over
and over, first with emphasis, then
more and more faintly. Finally the
words died on her lips, and again
Lucretia was in my power. Soft
southern breezes blew through the
magnolias, soothing my senses with
the fragrance of roses and wild
honeysuckle. Again I was alone with
Lucretia. Mine, mine, was this Lu-
cretia whose body I loved, this Lu-
cretia whose eyves fascinated and ter-
rified me. Once again I crushed her
to me. Once again I knew the joy
of possessing her. Foul fiend that
I was, once again I defiled her. Then
in very madness I kissed for the last
time her lips, her eyelids, her cheeks,
her neck. I could not possess her
again. I must destroy her. In the
name of sanity, what else was I to
do? From the churchyard I led her
toward the river. It was dark, and
I passed no one I recognized. When
we reached the iron rail of the bat-
tery, I looked into the waters below.
For a moment I shuddered, but only
for a moment. What else was I to
do, in heaven’s name, what else?
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‘“When I have been gone ten min-
utes,’’ I said, ‘‘jump over the rail
Now say this after me: ‘I am going
to jump.’ Say it again and again.”’

Lucretia repeated the words in a
slow monotone. ‘I am going to
jump. I am going to jump.”’

As I walked rapidly home, the
sound of those words followed me
like a dirge, the last words I shall
ever hear from the living lips of Ln-
cretia: ‘‘I am going to jump. I am
going to jump.’’ Tonight, how those
words scream within my cell, how
they reverberate down the echoing
prison halls! My words on the lips
of Luecretia, my words—Lucretia’s
death knell and my own! Tonight I
would gladly give all my worldly
success for the chance to call them
back.

SOME days later Luecrectia’s body
was found, and, without identi-

fication, it was buried. I was safe,
safe! Instead of remorse, I felt
complete satisfaction. I was not
mere'y clever. I wasinvinecible. My

hypnotic power rendered men my
helpless prey. Indeed, there seemed
no height of human achievement I
could not scale. In the city no one
knew I was a hypnotist. The town
of my youth wher¢ I had made on
the night of Franz Larue’s visit my
public demonstration of power did
not know of my pursuance of the
study. Besides, the town was remote
and isolated. Safe, safe! In my
very exultation of spirit I went my
iniquitous way.

But at night alone in my room the
eyes of Lucretia would come to
haunt me. Sometimes when I sat
bending over my desk I would feel
them above me. At length every-
where the eyes of ILucretia! In-
creasingly their ghastly presence
marred my happiness. Now I knew
that Lucretia’s eyes were not mortal,
but cclestial—the eyes of an angel,
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not of a woman. 1 feared, I feared,
but through my fear came the assur-
ance that I, the invincible, could con-
quer the spell they cast about me.

One month to the day after the
drowning of Lueretia I came home
from my office at the accustomed
time. The day had held a new vie-
tory in the form of a property trans-
fer that brought many thousands in-
to the coffers of our company. Favor-
ite of the gods I was, a superman
indeed. Passing the old cemetery, I
entercd. It was pleasant to return
to the spot where had been enacted
two crucial scenes in my career.
Here had stood Luecrctia. Here 1
had stood. How well I remembered
the night I had betrayed her! With-
out remorse I lived again with a re-
turn of the moment’s ecstasy the
touch of her body, the cling of her
lips to mine, the fragrance of her
shoulders, as I buried my face in
their velvet curves. Demon that I
had become, I was glad that I had
had those moments of love’s consum-
mation, glad that the victim of my
base passion had gone whence she
could not return to taunt me.

As I stood thus engaged in pleasant
retrospect, suddenly I knew that
Lucretia’s eyes were upon me. Then
there came to my ears, as though
wafted on the wings of the night, a
memorable voice. Was madness as-
sailing me? It was Lucretia speak-
ing those futile words with which she
had fought my unconquerable power.

‘““You cannot do it. You cannot
do it,”’ the voice repeated over and
over, and, instead of growing weaker,

the tones gained each time in
strength and resonance. As the mo-
notonous repetition continued, I

stood horrified. Suddenly I was
aware not only of a voice but also
of a presence. Lucretia was with
me, bending above me, closer, closer.
Infernal horrors! The spirit of Lu-
cretia was accomplishing that in
which the living woman had failed.
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Lessons I had helped her learn she
was using from the spirit world to
entrap me, to enslave me. I was be-
ing hypnotized here on the spot
where twice I had hypnotized Lucre-
tia. There were, however, no hands
to hold me in their iron grip. From
the churchyard I fled to my room,
locked the door and remained all
night in an agony of fear. The next
day, instead of going to my office, I
went to the country, dreading the re-
turn of darkuess, haunted by fore-
bodings horrible, torturing. Before
dusk I returned to my room, having
approached the house from the side
that did not lead by the cemetery.
In my room, however, as I sat be-
neath the glare of lights, there came
to me no sense of safety. I do not
know just what time it was that 1
heard again the dirgelike voice of
Luecretia.

““You cannot do it. You cannotdo
it,”” came the ghastly chant, and I
felt in the room a pervading pres-
ence, a force against which I battled

in wvain. ‘‘Confess, confess!’’ 1
heard in terror. ‘‘Repeat these
words, ‘I murdered . . .I"

With a gigantic effort, I threw
opcen the door, sped down the steps
and out into the night. Like a mad-
man I ran through the streets of the
city, disdaining public conveyances.
Almost swooning from exhaustion, I
reached at last my office building,
and, fearing to encounter the opera-
for of the lift, climbed the eight
flights of stairs that led to the suite
occupied by our firm. Not for a
moment during that wild rush for
safety had I not been aware of the
ienacious presencc of Lucretia. Her
power was increasing, inereasing.
Despite my confused mental state, I
seemed to know that my only hope
lay in reaching the office before my
will completely sucecumbed to the
force sending its tentacles from be-
yond to destroy me. With elammy,
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trembling fingers, I fitted my key
into the lock. Then. banging the
door behind me, I locked it from
within and threw the inner key out
of the window.

For the present at least, the spirit
of Lucretia was powerless to make
me confess my deed to others. It was
not likely that at this hour knocking
or calling from the great height at
which I had pl!aced myself would at-
tract either passers-by or the opera-
tor who snoozed in his lift. This the
spirit seemed to know, for, though in
a moment I must have been complete-
ly in its power, I remained all night
in the office, evidently quiescent.
When I awoke from the trance, the
first I had ever experienced, I lay
huddled on the floor, stiff and miser-
able, my heart pounding, my nerves
jangling. What happened during
the unconscious hours I do not know,
though, like a horrible nightmare, I
seemed to remember rehearsing again
and again the details of the erimes I
had committed. Waves of anguish
swept over me as I realized how help-
less I, the invinecible, the superman,
had become. Tne spirit that had
conquered my will would come again,
and ultimately there would be rc-
vealed to the world all the baseness
I had kept behind the portals of my
consciousness.

G H, ¢on!’’ I tried to pray, but the

words choked me. What right
had the murderer of Lucretia to ask
to be spared the fury of her ven-
geance? At the lavatory I bathed
my eyes, and when the first eclerk
opened the door of the office, I de-
scended, this time by way of the lift.
In the alley that separated our office
building from another, I found the
key I had thrown out of the window.
All day I walked the streets, trying
to clear my mind for the ordeal of
the night. Twice now the spirit had
returned, each time at precisely the
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hour that Lucretia was drowned.
Perhaps at no other hour could the
return be effected. Working on this
theory, I snatched an early supper
somewhere and re-entered the office
Just before the last employee was
leaving for the night.

Once more I locked the door on the
inside and threw the key out of the
window. Oh, the unspeakable hor-
rors of that night! Again came the
spirit of Luecretis, filling the room
with a presence firm, effectual, but,
like Lucretia, ever gentle.

‘“Ah, George,”’ said the voice of the
woman I had loved and murdered,
““if it were not for those you are
wronging, I would spare you, but be-
cause of them you must confess. Con-
fess it all, confess it all!’’

As my reeling senses sank me into
oblivion, I heard through the mist
that enveloped me the soothing chant,
terrible in its portent. Other days,
other nights followed — horrible,
ghastly, enough to drive me mad,
mad! 1y associates, seeing the wan-
uess of my countenance. were alarmed,
and in their solicitude I faced a new
danger. Living hourly a thousand
deaths, yet I fought for life. At
length came a day when Henry De-
mar would not leave me.

‘““You are not staying at your
boarding house,’’ he said. ‘‘Where
do you spend the nights?’’

‘“At a hotel nearer the downtown
distriet,’’ I lied.

Demar made himself my shadow.
He went to lunch with me, took me
to his elub for dinner. When I gave
some unfinished work as excuse for
returning to the office, he accompa-
nied me. He would not leave. The
shadows lengthened. Dusk ap-
proached, and with it the hour for
Lucretia’s eoming. God, what could
Ido? I wanted quiet, I said, for my
work was difficult, yet Demar re-
mained. I was ill—nerves, fatigue, I
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pleaded. £ needed solitude, but De-
mar was adamant. It was dark. In
a moment—in a moment I should
know that Lucretia had come.

‘¢ As you value my friendship, go!"’
I shrieked. *“Go!’”’

Like a fiend. he smiled and was im-
movable. In my frenzy I had forgot-
ten the power that once would have
saved me. Like a child I sobbed, ‘‘ Oh,
leave me, leave me!"’

Then, above my hysteria came the
voice of Lucretia.

*“The time has come. The time has
come,’” the spirit chanted. ‘‘Confess,
confess!”’

EFORE my will had made its final

surrender, I saw the door open
and others of the office force enter.
A conspiracy! Lost, lost! Then ob-
livion.

When 1 awoke, I found that I had
been taken to the police headquarters.
The story I am writing now they told
me I had given with all its inerimi-
nating details. I was glad, glad, for
freedom loomed in sight. The trial,
the conviction, had no terror for me.
But why, God in heaven, why has
Lucretia continued to come? Why,
why are those eves ever searching the
innermost recesses of my soul? Is
there, is there no atonement?

Ah, in the east, the first gray
streaks of the morning. Steps in the
hall! They are coming to lead me to
the death chamber. Come, come
guickly, death for which I have
waited!

Again the presence of Lucretia—
and now at daybreak. Strange it is,
very strange. She speaks, and I do
not fear her words.

‘‘George, my dear one, you have
atoned, and I am waiting for you.”’

Ah, Lucretia beloved!

The iron door swings open.
cutioner, I am ready.

Exe-



A Fearsome Tale Is

THE
HEADLESS HORROR

By ROBERT EUGENE ULMER

HAT makes my hand tremble

so? You wonder why one so

young should appear so old
and haggard? And the gray in my
hair—the lines of my face? Perhaps,
too, you notice a furtive, hunted man-
ner* about my movements? Nervous-
ness, my friends. You would like to
hear about it?

Well, then, gentlemen, I shall tell
you the story, for the rain is beating
without and we cannot travel in such
weather. Come closer, and hug the
fire, for the tale of the headless hor-
ror will make your blood run cold.

You must understand that I have
always been very superstitious, with
a marked tendency toward spiritual-
ism and the pursuit of weird ambi-
tions and hobbies. One of these, in
my younger days, involved a human
head—that of a murderer famed in
history, the assassin of a national fig-
ure. This murderer had been hanged,
and the head, horribly severed, was
sent to the government for preserva-
tion. It happened that I was the pro-
prietor of an embryo museum: and
when I heard of the head, I resolved
to add it to my collection, foreseeing
the big help it would mean for my in-
stitution.

However, I had competition. One
of my friends, engaged in the same
work, also desired the head. So we
both set out together, each resolved
to possess the prize. There was noth-
ing of bitterness in our relations, for
Bergman and I had been associated,

in friendly intercourse, for many
years, and always maintained sincere
mutual regard. Our common desire
at this time partook of good-natured
rivalry, and nothing of ill-will. The
one who obtained the head would have
the other’s good wishes.

‘We came to our destination. After
much formality and red tape we final-
ly were permitted to view the head,
preserved in a large jar of alcohol.
The murderer in life had been a pro-
nounced brunette, with a silken mus-
tache, glistening like a raven’s back;
brows of fierce concentration and
force; and hair that was thick and
wavy. He had been a handsome fel-
low, evidently; but the action of the
preservative had turned the counte-
nance to a ghastly yellow hue; the
hair, brows, and mustache were a
faded henna. What made the thing
more repulsive was that the container
was too small for the head, and the
nose was pressed flat against the glass,
while the staring eyes had taken on a
watery, colorless complexion. The
neck, crudely severed and mangled,
was marked with swollen and burst
arteries, while scetions of the wind-
pipe and other organs streamed from
the ragged edges, floating gently in
the fluid.

I regarded the object with super-
stitious veneration. I confess, too, a
creepy sensation, and a strengthening
of my occult sensibilities.

We then opened our subject. Tt
was days before we persuaded the
127
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government officials to listen favor-
ably, but they at last decided to sell
the head to the highest bidder. Berg-
man waged a hard fight, but I won
eventually, and my competitor shook
my hand good-naturedly, smiling to
conceal his disappointment. We part-
ed on the best of terms.

Whben I returned, I took my treas-
ure into the laboratory, to prepare it,
later, for display, and locked it in a
cabinet, resolving to sleep and live in
the building. I could run no risk of
losing my valuable acquisition.

For some time following I gave my-
self up to a prolonged study of the
history of the man whose head T now
possessed, and in the course of my
reading was startled to find reference
to a threat made by the condemmned
murderer, that he would return, after
death, and claim his head, no matter
where, or with whom, it chanced to be.
The threat was regarded, of course, as
the child of a disordered mind; but
upon me it produced a deep and last-
ing impression. The head assumed
new significance, and night after
night have I, surrounded by freaks
and strange objects of all kinds, sat in
silent meditation, gazing intently into
the grotesquely distorted features of
that long-dead eriminal, and striving
to fathom the secrets entombed with-
in that grisly skull. I found my-
self looking forward confidently to the
fulfilment of the murderer’s prophe-
cy; at every trifling sound I started;
ordinary events were cloaked in mys-
tery and ominous import: I saw and
heard things that no other mortal rec-
ognized, until I felt myself tottering
on the verge of madness.

There was one other person, inci-
dentally, to whom the head was an
object of superstitious terror. This
was my only assistant, an old negro
who had been in the family for years,
and the one being, outside of myself,
who knew that I possessed the head.
Mose never looked at it without a ris-
ing of every hair on his eranium,
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ONE night I retired as usual amid
the fantastic relics of my collec-
tion, to my bed in a dark corner of
the building. The moonlight shone
through the window and relieved the
darkness with ghostly luminance,
through which strange faces peered
and leered at me from other nooks
and crevices. Grotesque mummies
seemed to live again in the mysterious
atmosphere, holding silent commun-
ion. With all this, I believed my state
of mind to be normal. My nerves
were keyed to highest tension.

Sleep was wooed with difficulty,
and my eyes constantly wandered to
the cabinet wherein was the head.
From the partial darkness of its con-
finement, the face seemed to stare at
me, with a lcering grin, jeering si-
lently at my apprehensions. In that
moment I heartily wished that the
murderer would return and claim the
thing.

As the night wore along and sleep
still did not come, I arose. As I did
so, I noticed a strange quality in the
air. Some occult sense was aroused
and secmed to respond to a quality I
could not define. Puzzled, I glanced
around. I was alone, save for Mose,
sleeping soundly in his corner. All
was as usual. Nothing missing, nor
misplaced. The sensation grew until
I was conscious of a subtle, unseen
presence somewhere close at hand.
Long before I saw or heard anything
of the horror that followed, I sensed
its approach, and was waiting.

When I finally heard the closing of
a door, though the sound was guard-
ed, I concealed myself in a dark recess
and waited, every sense, physical and
occult, alert, convinced that the mur-
derer had come. A thrill shuddered
through me, but I waited silently, my
eyes fastened upon the door through
which the unseen must enter. In the
passage outside all was semi-gloom.
Then I saw—0 God!—with a wave of
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horror, a huge, misshapen forrm before
the entrrance. Nothing of it was defi-
nite, and its vague impression of gen-
eral deformit: made me shiver.
‘Where the head should have been, I
discerned nothing but a shapeless
mass of heavy shroud: and it was this
amorphous quality. this indefiniteness
of form and feature. this quality- of
shapelessness, that stiruck mortal ter-
ror to my soul. I trembled in appre-
heusion, and was bathed in iey per-
spiration.

Meanwhile, the silent thing without
was preparing to enter. The thought
of being in the same room with it
wakened a frenzy of horror in me,
and I wildly burst from my conceal-
ment, staggered blindly: through the
gloom waving a revolver, and made
for the horror: but before I reached
the door, the object of my- frenzy dis-
appeared as if by magic: the shroud-
ed form seemed to melt into the sur-
rounding darkness, and when I
dashed into the corridor it was empty-.

I was fully convinced now of the
sincerity of the murderer’'s dying
threat, and held not the slightest
doubt as to the identity: of my mid-
night visitor: but I resolved to fight
for the possession of the head. though
it cost my life. Just how I was to
battle against the terrible and subtle
powers of the supernatural. I had no
definite idea: but I distinetly reeall
making an expedition. the followiny
evening, into town and purchasing a
supply of ammunition.

It was not yet 7 o’clock when I left,
and I promised Mose I wouid not be
long, for he dreaded the idea of being
alone with that hideous head. How-
ever. the news of my- adventure had
preceded me. through what medium
I do not know, and I was forced to
retail an account of it to every person
that waylaid me. By the time I re-
turned it was well past 11, and silence
had long since setiled over the little
rural community.
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J usT as I was within half a square

of the museum, a dreadful ery of
mortal terror rang upon the air. I
burst into a run.

The flrst thing I saw on dashing
into the building was Mose, struggling
to his feet. His face was livid, and
his eyes were staring wildly, as if he
had seen a ghost. His knees knocked.
and it was some time before he could
speak coherently.

““Oh, Lordy, Lordy!’’ he groaned,
with chattering teeth. ‘‘I done seen
de debbil! He bust in here ’bout
fifteen minutes ago, an’ wake ol’ Mose
up. All wrapped in black, so’s I
couldn’t sec de face of him. He rush
right past me, and knock poor Mose to
de floor. He—he in dar—in de mu-
seum, suh!’’

I waited for no more, but burst into
the museum. What I saw halted me
in horror.

My visitor of the preceding night
stood before the cabinet, and in the
gloom I could see that his hands were
opening the locked doors; and they
then lifted the head, jar and all.
from the shelf. As if unconscious of
my presence, the hideous thing re.
moved the cover, plunged its
shrouded hands into the aleohol, and
dragged forth the head, dripping and
clammy.

Fascinated, I saw the concealing
shroud fall away, and beheld, with a
thrill, the ragged, gory base upon
which a head once rested. There
stood the awful object, so grotesque
in its headless being, proceeding about
its work with the method and surety
of a normal man. Nothing of halting
in its movements, for it seemed that
hidden eyes directed them: but when
I saw the head lifted and set upon the
gory hase, my horror at the fantastic
sight forced a ery from my lips.

The figure started, and carried the
head swiftly to the pit of its arm.
protecting it, evidently, from any on-
slaught of mine, and then came to-
ward me, menacingly.
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All my valiant determination fled.
litterly unnerved, I turned and sped
like the wind, the horrible thing pur-
suing. The building was three stories
in height; we were on the first floor.
Up the steps I dashed, turning fre-
aquently to see my awful pursuer glid-
ing, rather than running, swiftly
after me, with the dogged determina-
tion of a grim messenger of death.
In the pit of an arm the head rested,
and I thought its sightless eyes were
fixed upon me, and were directing the
shrouded body in its pursuit. Not a
sound from the flying feet, nothing to
indicate the slightest human quality.
I dashed ever upward, from step to
step, my voice paralyzed by fear.
How interminably long each flight of
stairs scemed! Though the entire
affair did not, I suppose, occupy more
than fifteen minutes it was an eter-
nity of terror to me.

I fled blindly on, and it followed
relentlessly, until the roof was
reached. I fled its length, but was
forced to halt at the edge. There was
no other roof adjacent, and I could
not jump the three stories without
being killed. Death was both before
and behind me, and in a flash I chose
the latter.

7HIRLING, like a wolf at bay, I
faced the grim phantom bearing
down upon me. Savagely I threw out
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my revolver hand, though mechaniec-
ally recalizing that shots could have
no effect upon a thing of spirit, and
fired—once, twice, three times.
Blinded and temporarily deranged by
fear, I failed, at first, to note the halt
of my enemy, as my first shot rang
out. After pressing the trigger for
the last time, I saw the deformed hor-
ror sway, stagger, and then crash
heavily to the roof. A strange sound
of splintering wood penetrated my
dazed faculties, and, amazed, I stood
staring at the fallen figure as it
uttered a strangled groan and re-
Japsed into deathly silence.

‘When I finally plucked up sufficient
courage, I bent, drew back a fold of
the heavy shroud, and started away
in horror.

Before me was the face of Berg-
man, my old competitor, distorted in
death’s agony.

In a flash I saw it all—the utter
duplicity of the man, his clever deceit,
and the subtle trick upon my super-
stitious nature, by which he hoped to
possess the head. The false shoulders
he had worn were of wood, very light,
painted realistically, crushed in the
fall.

The head I returned to the govern-
ment; the museum I deserted. I am
a nervous wreck.

Such is the tale of the headless
horror.
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Two gates there are of skeep,
wherefore the one is sard to be of
horn, by swhich on easy egress IS
given to true wision.— VIRGIL,

'IVOR passed his hand over

his forehead as if to brush

away some substance that
impeded his vision.

“‘I must be fey,”” he muttered, re-
verting in his confusion to his almost
forgotten native dialect.

He was foreman of the Waterloo
coal mine. It was a harsh, dim world
of tunnels, shafts and slopes where
only the strong could survive. Dur-
ing working hours hundreds of men
lived, toiled, sweated and sometimes
died in its gloomy depths; are-lights
gleamed along the main passagcways;
electric tram-cars rattled over rough
rails; and the whole place hummed
like a hive. Here was neither heat
nor co'd, sun nor moon, day nor
night; time itself secmed to move with
lagging feet; but ere night came to
the upper world the miners quit their
tasks, and the mine became as silent
and lonely as one of the buried dead
cities of the old world.

Meclvor had entered the pit after
the day’s work was done. One of his
duties was to make a daily round of
inspection, and he could do this best

when work had ceased. Years ago an-
other mine, called the Golden Horn,
had been located on the opposite side
of the mountain, but it had been
abandoned after a series of mishaps
had given it an unenviable reputation
as a hoodooed mine. Repeated cave-ins
had blocked its passageways, and no
one knew just how far it extended,
but Mclvor had reasons for believing
that some of his tunnels were very
close to the old ones.

He paused in a long gallery and
scarched until he located a mark on
the wall. Taking a steel tapeline from
his pocket he measured the distance
from this mark to the end of the
working. He wound the line back on
its reel and stood for a moment ab-
sorbed in some calculation, then, sc-
lecting a pick from a number that
were stacked against the wall he
struck the coal a few times like a man
beating a drum. Boom-oom! There
was a peculiar hollow guality to the
sound of the blows and the coal broke
and snapped as if it were under great
pressure. Melvor dropped to his
knees and began to mine methodically.
After a few minutes of industrious
digging the pick crashed through the
solid wall and a little breath of air
heavy with the smell of mold blew in

his face. A few more blows ag(li he
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was looking into the long sealed cham-
bers of the Golden Horn.

He worked until he had made an
opening through which a man could
pass without difficulty, and then, put-
ting aside the pick, he stood for a mo-
ment looking at his rediscovered coun-
try. It was not a pleasant place for a
ramble. The old mine stood as lone
and as freighted with curses as the
tomb of King Tut. Behind him his
own mine lay silent and deserted save
for rats, as large as woodchucks,
which scampered to and fro seeking
what they might devour. Rats are
poor company, and death often lurks
in moldy old caves, but MclIvor passed
through the entrance he had just
made and began to explore the twisted
maze of tunnels with never a misgiv-
ing.

That was an hour before. Now he
was weary from crawling through the
dismal place, but as he sought to re-
travel his crooked mile he was con-
fused and uncertain as to the direc-
tion in which lay the egress to light
and air. Twist and turn. up hill and
down dale, over rock and over stone
had been his course, yet it was strange
that MecIvor should be lost in a mine.
The mole does not lose itself in its
burrow. Small wonder that he should
touch his head and mutter: ‘““Am I
fey ?”’

Something, he knew not what, kept
him from panic. He did not care
greatly whether he found his way out
or not. It seemed that he had been
wandering in the Golden Horn for an
interminable time. He could not re-
member why he came, but he was sure
that he would know later.

The lamp on his cap still burned,
but thick, black darkmess pressed
about him like a wall. Even in the
small circle of radiance about the
lamp, strange, misty vapors swirled
and eddied. The air was heavy and
foul, but he knew no discomfort. The
mist and darkness seemed to be press-
ing ever closer about him like the ris-
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ing tide of a strange ocean, but he felt
that he could mingle with it and adapt
himself to its humors.

He strove mightily for coherent
thought, but his mind kept going back
to the legends of the Golden Horn.
Grim tales these were, with a roman-
tic east. for the miner folk who told
them were mainly Scotch and Welsh
with Celtic imaginations. For the
most. part they told of men who for
one reason or another had braved the
terrors of the deserted mine and then
had mysteriously vanished. It was
said that. the unfortunate miners who
had been crushed under the treacher-
ous roof of the Golden Horn could not
rest quictly but wandered through the
moldy tunnels secking ever to add oth-
ers to their lost legion. They had a
rime that. made the old mine a place to
e avoided like the plague. It was:

e who eniers the Golden Horn
Must there abide till the judgment morn,

McIvor had often laughed at these
fancies. but now they clid not seem
strange. Taking but. little heed of his
surroundings, he trudged down a wide
gallery. The floor sloped gently down-
ward and was covered with an inch or
more of red slime. Water oozed from
the walls and dripped monotonously
from the roof to creep sluggishly to a
black. lifeless sea in the deepest part
of the mine. The huge timbers that
propped the roof were covered with a
white fungus, which shone speectral in
the lamplight.

THE swirling vapors grew thicker
and the play of light on the fun-
gus-covered timbers formed strange,
fantastic shadows. In a little while he
came to a place where farther prog-
ress was blocked by an oddly twisted
mass of debris. The heavy timbers
that once supported the roof were
broken and, covered with the all-per-
vading white mold, they lay asprawl
among the rocks. With an expression
of vast bewilderment Mclvor stood re-
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garding this new obstacle in his path.
He might have remained there staring
gtupidly until the poisonous vapor
choked his lungs and the mold crept
up and covered him, but it was just at
this time that she came to him.

She walked from the tangle of tim-
bers at the end of the gallery, and her
manner was calm and composed, like
one who keeps an appointment.

‘‘This way,’’ she said, and linking
her arm in that of the burly miner,
she led him into another gallery,
which ran at right angies {o the one
he had been traversing.

In a confused way Melvor marveled
at her presence, but there was nothing
of the hobgoblin about this trim maid
whose hcad just topped his shoulder.
As far as he could judge, her dress
was of the prevailing fashion. Her
bobbed hair was covered by a shape-
less red cap; she wore a gray sweater
over a flimsy red waist; her skirt was
of the usual knee-length, and her feet
were clad in low shoes with French
heels. A ruddy color still lingering
in her cheeks and certain little man-
nerisms bespoke her Celtic origin;
humor lurked in her sparkling cyes;
but her youthful face had a drawn,
wistful look.

‘‘I've waited over long for you,”
she said, and her words were terribly
distinct.

‘““You’ve waited for me?’’ said Me-
Ivor. ‘““How did you know that I was
coming, or for that matter, how did
you come here yourself ?’’

‘“Please—please!’’ was her reply,
¢“] don’t want to answer questions
now. Talk to me—talk of anything
but our plight—tell me of the things
I shall never see again—sunsect skies,
rain beating on the pavements, hurry-
ing crowds and long lines of bright
store windows.”’

She sighed, and her grasp on his
arm tightencd.

““I’ve been here so long that I had
almost forgotten that there arc crea-
tures of flesh and blood. Once there

133

were rats, but the last one fled long
ago.’’

‘“But—Dbut,’> Meclvor stammered,
““T must ask questions. It’s not an
hour since I broke into this old cave.
Your talk is meaningless and wild,
and vet,”’ (he again passed a hand
over his forchead) ‘‘strange things
have happened. 1 ean’t understand
your words—I can’t understand any-
thing. Come! Let us find our way
out of here.”’

‘‘Poor man,’’ said the girl, ‘‘don’t
you know that you are in the Golden
Ilorn? There’s no way out. It’s
easy to come, but once here the walls
close around you and you beat about
forever. You have a kind face. Tell
me why you came hcre. What have
you done to deserve such a fate?’’

‘“Again I tell you that I do not
know what you mean,’’ said Melvor
in a voice that sounded thin and
strange. ‘‘I tcll you that I came here
from another mine. I have heard
strange, foolish tales about this place,
but I don’t believe them.”’

With her free hand the girl beat
at the encircling mists.

‘“ ‘Hell is murky'!—Fie, my lord,
fic!” *’ she quoted theatrically, then
said in a more matter-of-fact tone:
‘‘Strange tales which you do not be-
lieve; well, I will tell a stranger one
which you must believe.

‘‘Once in an evil hour I sinned a
great sin. How long ago that was I
do not know, for time means nothing
here. 1 escaped man’s vengeance by
hiding here, but blood calls from the
ground. Here I am, and here I must
bide until the last trnmpet call shall
rend these rocks. Strange are the
paltry things for which we sell our
souls. A few paces from here is the
price of my sinning—yellow gold,
heaps of it. I would give it all for a
single ray of sunshine, but that’s
never, never.’’

Her voice trailed off wistfully.

The lamp on the miner’s cap
burned more feebly. The malodorous
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tide of mist and darkness had risen
almost to their feet. Mclvor’s confu-
sion of thought was increasing, but he
clung stubbornly to one idea.

‘‘Moving picture stunts—tales of
Captain Kidd’s buried treasure—all
pure moonshine,”” he muttered. ‘‘I
tell you it is time for us to get away
from here.”’

““I tell you that we can’t escape—
you can’t leave me,’’ said the girl,
clinging to him. ‘‘ Anoiher man once
sought to run away from fate. He
was a great sinner, but there was no
blood on his hands. He found a way
out, but it was not by a road that you
would care to travcl.”’

In their walk they had reached a
place where their path was partly
blocked by fallen rock.

*“O stiff-nceked one,’’ she said in
an impatient tone, ‘‘look beneath yon
rock and see what you see.’’

With an impatient shrug Melvor
bent over the rock indicated, but at
the sight of what lay underncath he
tried to scream; his tongue, however,
clove to the roof of his mouth and no
sound came forth.

Beneath the crushing weight lay
the figure of a man. Caught by the
dcscending rock, he lay asprawl like
a beetle smashed by a heavy foot. The
hair and beard had continued to grow
after death and formed an unkempt
tangle about' the fleshless features.
White mold covered the partly mum-
mified body with ghastly garments.
Lying on its back, with mouth agape,
the horror seemed to mock the living
man.

In fascinated horror Melvor bent
closer over the dreadful thing, and as
he did so a little stream of ice-cold
water, issuing from the seamed roof
above him, touched the back of his
neck and partly roused his dormant
faculties,

‘‘Hell’s fire, am I really mad?’’ he
shrieked.

He would have seized the girl with
a sweep of his long arm, but just at
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that instant the light sputtered and
went out, and his groping hand
clutched at empty darkness. Moving
quickly he bumped his head sharply
against the roof. A trickle of blood
ran down his face, but the pain and
shock were kind, for they broke the
spell that had bound him for so long
and he was once more alert and capa-
ble. An odor like a faint perfume as-
sailed his nostrils and he needed no
one to tell him that this was the dead-
ly black-damp.

iTH death and nightmare ter-

ror urging him on, he began a
mad race. The darkness about him
was now absolute, but blind fear guid-
ed him well, for his feet found a path
free from obstacles. Nature, however,
has limits beyond which it eannot be
driven, and the spark that drove the
human machine was about to go out
as the light had gone, when like a
draft from some magical fountain a
breath of pure air came to his labor-
ing lungs and his hand touched an
iron rail. Here was one of the galler-
ies where men lived and worked—
here a fan sent gusts of living air.

He had not reached this haven any
too soon, for behind him he heard the
sound of breaking timbers and the
crash of falling rocks. The mountain
was settling, burying anew whatever
secrets the old mine might hold. Im
so far as he was concerned they might
lie there undisturbed until the judg-
ment day.

He staggered on until he saw a
gleam of light, then, plunging for-
ward like a drunken man, he slumped
down on the hard ties of the tram
road. He was so utterly weary that
they seemed like a very comfortable
bed. An electric light gleamed above
him but no human beings were near.

He lay very still, and presently the
great rats crept from their hiding
places and stared at him with their
shifty eyes. Some of the bolder ones
came very near him, but he made no



THROUGH THE HORN GATE

move to drive them away. They. at
least, were creatures of the pleasant
world that he had all but left forever.
For a long time he did not stir, but
lay- gasping and panting. repeating
over and over again great, meaning-
less oaths without reason or eontinui-
ty, but at length he became composed
enough to begin the long walk to the
surface.

T was night when, pale and
ghastly like one restored from the
grave, McIvor emerged from the mine,
and although the season was midsum-
mer, he shook as if with the ague.

Old Andy McPhail. the grizzled
Scotech watechman, found him as he
stood blinking inanely at the stars,
and Andy’s canny eyes saw at once
that something was amiss with his
countryman.

‘‘Man dear, you’re trembling like a
leaf.’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Here’s a drop
of something good. Now what is it?
Has a ghost been entertaining you?’’

Before trusting himself to speak,
MeclIvor leaned against a convenient
pile of timber and drank greedily
from the proffered flask. The fiery
fluid warmed his veins. stilled his
chattering teeth and restored some of
his native caution. He returned the
liquor with the eustomary word of
thanks and then gave the following
account of his adventure:

¢“No, Andy, T haven’t been seeing
ghosts, but I came near being one my-
self. This evening I happened to
sound one of the walls at the end of
the mine. It rang hollow as a drum,
and in a few minutes I had broken
into an old heading which I thought
belonged to the Golden ¥orn mine.
As vou know, it has been abandoned
for years and there are no maps for
it. All seemed clear and I started to
do a little exploring.

““The place had more gas in it than
was good for me, and I became mud-
dled and lost my way. It’s strange
the things a few whiffs of bad air can
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do to a man. In the end I managed
to blunder out, but my head is still
buzzing and I find it hard to think
straight.”’

‘““Well,”’ said the old man medita-
tively, ‘“it may be that you were
lucky. It’s small good that’s come to
anyone who has dealings with the
Golden Horn these many yecars. Did
you by any chance meet Red Mike
Flint or pretty Peggy Odel while you
were investigating?”’

‘“‘Red Mike! Peggy Odel! Who
are they?’’ asked Melvor without
displaying too much interest.

‘““Did vou never hear of them?’’
asked the old man in surprize. ‘'Oh,
I remember that you are new to these
parts,’”’ he continued. ‘‘They were
the pair that worked the badger game
on old Collins, the bank messenger.

“To be brief, thev decoyed him
into a closed car where he was slugged
and properly bound and gagged. Just
what they meant to do with him will
always be a mystery, but they were
taking him all bound and swathed
like an Egyptian mummjy, right
through the streets of his native vil-
lage, when he managed partly to free
himself and grappled with Red Mike.
The red one threw him smash to the
pavement and his female accomplice
finished the work by emptying an
automatic into her late admirer.

‘“‘In spite of a great hue and cry
the precious pair made good their es-
cape. A car, said to have been the one
used in the robbery, was found in the
mud of an old quarry near here, but
from that day to this not a trace has
ever been found of either misereant
or of the bank’s money which went
with them. Some people say that they
took refuge in the Golden Horn and
were caught by a cave-in, but there's
no logical reason for such a belief.”’

“It’s a rum yarn, anyway,’’ said
MeclIvor; but as he walked away he
passed a hand, which shook a little.
over his forehead and mumbled:
“Was I fey?”’



A Radio Horror, Created by a Mad Brain,
Menaced the World With Destruction

The Electronic Plague

By EDWARD HADES

HE Electronic Plague, that in-

fernal and unparalleled blight

which spread over the country
on the evening of September 10, 1935,
just after nightfall when everybody
was tuning up the radio—casting
street and house into utter darkness,
stopping completely the machinery of
eivilization, and striking tens of thou-
sands of persons unconscious, hun-
dreds of them never to awake—the
Electronic Plague has never been
satisfactorily explained to the publiec.
Few know the true story. Officials
of the War Department have, locked
sceurely away in their most secret
vault, the device that caused the woful
disaster, and with it a document, the
confession of Dr. Alexander Gnash,
its inventor, who himself died in the
plague. His niece, Ruth Palmer,
understands how it happened; and
there is one other, Urban Woodward.
Ruth and Urban are married and
never mention the matter except at
an intimate family gathering, when
the family, only a year old, merely
gurgles and does not comprehend.

It happened in the queerest way.
Urban had been humming sweetly
along at a modest twenty-five miles an
hour. watching his speedometer in an-
ticipation of the instant when it
should register a total of 500 miles.
He had promised the salesman to go
those first 500 miles very slowly : but
he had promised himself to cover the
501st mile at the maximum. Now the
numbers were hovering at 499, about

to cgangc; his impatient foot was
1368

yearning te push the accelerator into
the tloor. At the crucial moment his
engine calmly died, for no reason at
all that Urban was aware of.

With mock savageness he shook the
steering wheel and glared at the
futile, unmoving figures. Genuinely
disappointed at the failure of his
climax but still able to laugh, he exer-
cised the starter—with no result. Not
a sound came as he pressed and
pressed and pressed again.

Then gradually his lights went out.
Beyond question there was something
wrong, and his disappointment
changed to annoyance and alarm. He
was already half an hour late for an
engagzement. Desperately he took out
his flashlight, intending to investi-
gate; his flashlight, too, went out im-
mediately after he turnmed it on.
Striking matches, he opened the hood
—a mere formality, for he knew noth-
ing about the motor. It looked just
as usual to him.

Here was a pretty fix! He was still
two miles away from Hawkspit, where
lived his friend ‘‘Elaine the fair,
Elaine the lovable.”’

He sat on the running board and
considered ways and means. If an-
other automobile would come along
and render first aid—but nothing
passed from either direction. Sud-
denly he remembered going by sev-
eral stalled machines before he him-
self had stalled. There seemed to be
an epidemic of engine trouble over
here in Jersey.
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Tracks for a trolley-car line ran
along the road, but no car came, and
he soon tired of waiting. With
each minute he felt himself becoming
more unpopular with Elaine. He be-
gan to walk, intending to stop at the
first house to usc the telephone.

The night was inky black except for
occasional dim flashes of lightning,
and as he walked cven the lightning
ceased to play. Coming to a clearing
laid out into building lots, he looked
over the Palisades and the river to
the other side. The sky was deep
blue-black instead of its customary re-
flected splendor. He rubbed his eyes
and stared. The lights of New York
had gone out!

Urban started fearfully. A peculiar
terror seized him, an unnatural
tremble stirred his limbs. It was
rather enjoyable, almost voluptuous,
and he tried to laugh it away. Some-
ithing had happened to him; that was
sure. Was it the end of the world?
If it was that, would he be left alive
and forgotten?

But jest as he might, this feeling
of being left alone in a changed world
made him far from comfortable. The
black air, heavy and lifeless, seemed
unfit to breathe. He hurried on, ex-
asperated at his lack of energy. At
last a glimmer appeared by the road-
side. A house loomed uncertainly,
and his irritation vanished along with
his vague imaginings. A house, a
telephone, and soon he would be tell-
ing Elaine how afraid of the dark he
had been, and next calling a garage
to take care of his car. Then, with
Elaine, let it be as dark as the pit:
he would never objecct!

URBAN stumbled and groped across
the lawn, up to a veranda, and
knocked at the door. Minutes passed
before it opened and a figure in white
stood holding a candle and waiting in
silence.

‘““I want to use the telephone; may
I?”’ he asked politely. ‘‘My car has
broken down.’’
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No answer. The figure turned, with
a backward glance that invited him
in. He saw that it was a girl, tall.
even taller than he, and young, with
great ecyes ashine in the flickering
licht. He put on a bold though re-
spectful smile, and assumed an ease
he did not possess as he followed her.

‘“ Are your lights out of commission
too?’’ he began, but she gave him no
reply, only set the candle on a small
table, indicated the telephone, and
withdrew. Tactful she was, he
thought, but mysterious, and greatly
iroubled.

With his imagination running free
azain, Urban searched his pockets for
Elaine’s number. He looked after the
white-robed figure with more interest
than he paid the letters and cards.
She was at a window, bent over, chin
resting on interlaced fingers. He be-
lieved he heard a sob. Pity flooded
his soul.

1Ie put the receiver to his ear and
waited; but wait as he would, and
play with the hook, and plead
‘“hello’’, no response came from the
operator. He sat a long time, for-
getting Elaine and wondering about
the girl at the window.

‘“Your phone’s out of order,”’ he
said lamely.

““I know,’’ she murmured.

ITe studied her words.

“May I stay with you—for a
while?”’

He was gentle but sure.

After long minutes, ‘‘You arc wel-
come,’’ she said.

ITe advanced toward her.

““Oh, do not leave me!’’ she burst
out, almost begging. ‘‘Please don’t
go away! There’s something terrible
going on tonight, and I cannot be
alone any longer. Aunt’s asleep, and
uncle-— . . .”

She broke off sobbing.

‘“That’s all right,’”” he comforted.
““It’s just the lights, and they’ll go
on soon, and you’ll feel better. Cheer



138 WEIRD

up! Why, all NXew York is dark! A\
storm must be coming. and it has
interfered with the power.”’

He took her hand. and she gave it
to him so trustingly, and met his eyes
s0 helplessly-, that the image of Elaine
at the back of his mind was blotted
out forever.

‘“‘Let us get acquainted,’’ he pro-

posed.

‘“Take me outside,’”” she said
breathlessly. ‘‘I’'m stifling. There’s
something wrong in here. 1 almost

think there is something wrong with
the whole world tonight. 1 feel
reacdy to lie down and die. Tt is not
a pain, it is not unpleasant, but it is
becoming worse and worse.’’

It was true. Urban felt his former
weakness returning. Some subtle
poison was enervating him. and he
was tempted to close his eyes and sur-
render to delicious oblivion. Almost
collapsing. he shook off his lassitude
and helped the girl out to the ve-
randa, where he placed her in a swing-
ing chair. She was so stricken that
he almost had to carry her.

‘It is nothing,”’ he assured her.
““It will pass. I’ll call you up tomor-
row (I have your number). and we’'ll
laugh to remember how nervous and
foolish we have becen. Do not give in.
Listen to me. Though it is a stupid
thing to say. I feel that I have known
vou long. .And I don’t even know
your name, nor vou mine.’’

He stoppett talking, and fell bheside
her. stunued. gulping the air as if he
were abhout to faint. }e was suffer-
g now, but fought for consciousness.
He lighted a cigarette and tried to
laugh, but failed altogether.

“T . . « I 5 & " he heand
her gasp.
‘“Shall I get a

glass of water ?’’ he asked. with effort.
He pulled himself to his feet,
wallked a step. fell back, and gave up.
‘“No good pretending,’”” he said.
¢“I’m not wel)l myself."’
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1ie tried to be natural, to smile, but
terror gnawed at his heart. Some in-
sidious force seemed to be sap-
ping his life away. He looked fixedly
into her eyes, the blank unfocused
eves of one in a trance. He crept
close to her, embraced her, and kissed
her mouth. A long time they re-
mained togzether thus. A faint, de-
spairing cry came from within the
house. but. theyx were conscious only
of one another.

““If we die,”’” he declared hoarsely,
‘“it will be a shame, for I love you, I
know. 1lany times I have said this;
but. it is true this time. And this time
there seems no use in saving it.”’

‘““Hush.”’ she whispered, hardly
audible. ‘‘I believe you.’’

““IVe must. fizht.”” he insisted. ‘““We
can never die. loving like this. We
must hold fast to our love, and it will
keep us alive for each other. Fight,
my dear.’’

And as they clung and kissed she
became less passive. Once she stroked
his cheek.

“But I am so sleepy,’
rlained.

““Do not give in,’”> he warned.
‘‘Fight. or it. may” be the end.”’

“*1 hardly care,’” came her weary
reply-.

> she com-

'3

T BEGAN to lichten and thunder.
One bolt struck directly overhead,
fairly shook the house, seemed to pass
right through them. Rain pattered
en the roof and began to pour.
Dreadful though the storm was, they
welcomed it. It made the air alive
again and charged with energy.
Urban kissed the girl softly and
found strength to stand and hold her
upright. They staggered a little way
into the reviving rain.
“*I must. see to my aunt,’’ she said,
and went into the house.
While he waited in the hall the
lights winked and brightened, settling
at last into steady illumination.
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Urban expanded with relief. Things
were taking on their normal aspect
again.

The girl rejoined him, and an-
nounced, very calmly: ‘‘My aunt is
dead.”’

‘““‘But,’’ he objected, ‘‘not dead,
surely !’

‘“My aunt is dead.”’

‘“Your uncle—you mentioned your
uncle,’”’ he stammered.

‘“He is in the attic, at his radio,’’
she said stonily.

He followed her glance toward a
door, and started to open it.

‘“Don’t,”’ she commanded, holding
his arm. “‘Don’t 2o . . . Heis
a madman, or worse. I am afraid to
go near him.”’

‘‘HHe may need help,’’ Urban per-
sisted.

‘With his hand on the knob, he hesi-
tated, sensing danger. All the evil
and strange events of the night rose
in tis mind, connecting themselves
with this uncle and his mysterious
radio. It was in obedience to a duty-
not to be shirked that he opened the
door. He flung it wide and stepped
back.

A dim white light, a ghostly kind
of mist, radiating all the colors of the
spectrum, streaked over the stairs
from above.

““What is it ?’” he asked in fearsome
awe.

‘I never saw this before. But it
must be what affected us, what kiiled
my aunt. Kecep away from it. Oh,
take me out of this terrible place!’’

‘““Later; but first I shall have a
look.”’

As he moved forward the old spell
came over him again. But she was
at his side, and, supporting each
other, they faced the unknown power.

‘‘Let us see what it is. this radio of
your uncle’s,”” he said with forced
lightness.

Clinging together, they charged the
stairs and surveyed the attic. It was
unearthly in this odd white light.

132

Wires and tools were everywhere
about, confusing and blocking their
progress.

‘““In the corner, there!’’ the girl
exclaimed.

At a table piled with battery-boxes
and flashing lights, from which ema-
nated the white glow, sat a motionless,
gray old man.

““It has killed him, too,’’ the girl
said, unmoved.

The man’s head, blackened hideous-
lv, rested on his shoulder, and his
black gown was almost burned away.

‘“This is no radio, no ordinary
radio,’’ Urban exclaimed.

Swiftly he went to the table and
overturned it. The instruments of
death and destruction crackled, sput-
tered, and subsided ; the unwholesonme
light disappeared with the wreckage.

‘“That hellish contraption will do
no more harm, I guess. Shall we go
down ?*’

‘“It has done its harm, I fear,’’ the
girl mourned. ‘‘Oh, how could he!
He hated us. he hated the whole
world, for no reason whatever! But
he was not wicked. I have always
thought him mad.”’

Urban stooped to pick up a paper,
and led her below. Under a soothing
lamp. while the girl wept without re-
straint, they read:

To whomever it may concern—and I dare-
say it concerns the whole world, for I be-
lieve the whole world goes honking and
clanking past my house, disturbing the quiet
of my ﬁ)oughts. breaking in upon my mus-
ings. But not after tonight! This night
X mean to let loose my potrer upon the air.
The Hertzian waves, instead of bearing
jazz bands and bedtime stories, shall broad-
cast the Gnash electronic force which shall
stop this rush of automobiles, these garich
lights—shall, in fact, stop this damnable
age of machinery which I loathe! Tomor-
row a new civilization shall begin, an age
of peace and contemplation.

I know my invention will destroy auto-
mobiles. It will cripple power plants; it
must paralyze everything that runs by elec-
tricity. And what else it will do I cannot
say.
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This theory that life itself is electricity
makes me pause. . . . What then?
Shall I broadcast deatht But I will go on.
The Electronic Plague—on with the Elec-

tronic Plague!
ALEXANDER GNASH.

ey talked, while a rose and gray
dawn revcaled the earth to them
again. Urban went for his machine;
it ran as if nothing bad happened to
it, and was now awaiting them by the
roadside.

““Let us get started,’” he was say-
ing.

‘‘TI should think you would despise
mes F oo
‘‘On account of your uncle? But
you had nothing to do with all that.
I love you and you love me. Your
uncle was a cruel and decadent man,
but he is dead. It was a narrow
escape, but we loved each other, and
our love kept us alive. . . . I
have been through fire and earth-
quake in my time, through flood and
cyclone. I lived through the influenza
epidemic, and now the Electronic
Plague. Nothing can kill me.”’

‘“It is possible,”” she ventured,
‘‘that all the rest of mankind is
dead.”’

‘““And only we two living? Hardly.
You shall see.””

At that moment a folded newspaper
described an are and dropped upon
the porch, while the carrier continued
on his way with a whistle.

‘‘That fellow at least is a survivor.
And the morning paper comes as
usual, to tell us all about it. On
Doomsday, I verily believe, the papers
will be issued with full accounts of
the event, and lists of the sheep and
the goats.”’

He opened it eagerly, and they read
of a mystified country, interrupted
wheels, unconscious people, thousands
stricken, hundreds estimated as dead,
but many recovering, and affairs in
general struggling back to proper
functioning.
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‘‘This is stupendous,’’ she grieved.
‘“I feel as if I were in some way re-
sponsible.’’

‘‘You shall never be connected with
it,”” he said with conviction. ‘‘We
are the only two who know, and we
need never say a word, though I
know a newspaper man who would
be grateful for the tip.”’

‘“’This will haunt me all my life. I

must tell. I shall never be merry
again as long as I live. Better if I
had died too. . . .”

‘““From now on you shall be happy,
for you are going to enjoy life, with
me,”’ he consoled her. *‘‘Why, many
a time I have felt ready to lie down
and die, and instead packed up and
started for some other spot on the
earth. Civil-engineering in Central

America with the marines
in Haiti teaching in the
Philippines back home to
Illinois and the farm . . . off

again to Texas oil fields

just as soon as existence staled and
the joy of living evaporated, with me
it has been away to pastures new
seeking happiness.’’

‘1 shall never be happy,’’ she in~
sisted.

‘““You shall. Try it with me.
Here, selling stock in New York, I
have been successful and contented.
Married to you, everything will be
perfect. Why, dear, we love each
other, and that settles it. Come. I
shall marry you, in spite of your
mood, no matter what you say.’’

And so it was. . . . Later in
the day, having attended to their per-
sonal affairs, they found a moment to
discuss what was to be done about the
disaster. They deemed it best to re-
port the matter to authorities at
‘Washington. The War Department
took control and ordered secrecy.
That was all; except that certain
knowing ones declare that the United
States can now enforce peace among
the nations, and that there will never
be another war.



THE LAST OF THE TEEHEEMEN

by ArthurThatché?_

Author of “The Valley of Teeheemen”

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING
CHAPTERS

IDING Roderick Sharon in his search

for his daughter, who was kidnaped
by dog-faced savages in the wilds of
Brazil, Holton and his comrades seek out
the Valley of Teeheemen, which they had
visited five years before. They find the
city of Teeheemen deserted, the cave
men of Morop fled from the hollow moun-
tain, and the temple inhabited by enor-
mous milk-white snakes and great,
round-headed birds. Following the river
in search of the thirty thousand vanished
inhabitants of Teeheemen, they rescue
Duros, who is a slave to the race of
dog-faced men that have captured
Sharon’s daughter Rosalie. Duros and
Holton effect the rescue of the five
thousand survivors of the tribe in the
caves of Ugu, king of the dog-faced
men. Holton and Rosalie, attempting
to make good their escape, encounter
the great beast teeheemen, and Holton
shoots its eyes out. It wanders away
and dies. The rest of Holton’s party
see it die, and try to find Holton and
Rosalie, but the two cannot be found.

10

HEN Holton and Rosalie had
Wfo]lowed the trail broken by
the wounded teeheemen for a
mile, they paused to allow the girl to
fasten the leather lacing of one of her

sandals.

Holton watched her as she stooped
on one knce., \When he raised his
glance again to the yurrounding vege-
tation, he utterced an exclamation of
astonishment and brought his rifle to
his shoulder. At the report of the
weapon, Rosalie Sharon rose to her
feet and saw a dog-faced warrior fall
in the thicket before her. Another
and another went down hefore the un-
erring aim of Holton.

The thicket surrounding the two
was swarming with the savagzes. Hol-
ton fired until a rush of some hundred
of the dog-faced men overwhelmed
him and bore him., with his gun
clubbed, to the earth.

‘“The white gueen of the river men
will be returned to the cave of Ugu.’’
announced the chieftain of the sav-
ages, speaking in the langnage of the
men of Teeheemen. ‘‘The white king
shall also go with her. The white
king and queen will make a good feast
for King Ugu.”

The arms of Holton were pinioned
behind his back and he was escorted
with Rosalie through the jungle back
toward the caves of the dog-faced
savages.

After a long march without inter-

mission. the open fields skirting the
141
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River of Teeheemen were again
reached. Down the face of one of the
biuffs the two were led to the edge of
the river.

The march continued past the
prison caves, where for so long the
men and wc-en of Teehcemen had
been herded for safe keeping.

When the prison caves had been
passed, the entrances in the side of
the bluffs became more numerous.
From every cave mouth the dog men
appeared and shouted curses at the
two captives of the war party.

The warriors conducting Rosalie
Sharon and Holton finally halted at
the mouth of a large cave. A fat sav-
age came from the interior.

“Ugu has commanded that the
white queen be returned to the cave
of the king until her slaughter is or-
dered,’’ said the fat savage. ‘‘You
may also take the white male with
you to the same place.’’

‘“We’ll let them see the interior of
your butcher shop,’”’ announced the
chieftain, forcing Rosalie to enter the
place.

Holton felt his sensibilities reel as
he walked into the horror place, and
Rosalie Sharon closed her eyes so that
she could not view the uncanny sight
before her. From the walls about
were hanging the slaughtered bodies
of human beings. Some werc the en-
tire bodies. From others, various por-
tions of the body had been removed
according to the desire of the pur-
chaser of human flesh.

‘““That is the second time I have
been in that terrible place,’’ Rosalie
announced to Holton when they were
again in the outer world. ‘‘The cap-
tives, such as those that you and your
friend liberated last night, have been
slaughtered and their flesh sold from
the butcher caverns the same as we in
America slaughter and retail the flesh
of cattle. It is terrible—terrible!”’
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**\What will they do, now that the
men of Teeheemen are gone?’’ he
asked.

‘“They will go and attack some
other nation just as they ecarried
the people of Techcemen into captiv-
ity.””

The entrance vo the caverm where
King Ugu lived was reached, and the
entire party ecntered the place. It
was lighted with a number of fires
whose smoke issued through holes
that had been made through the roof
of the cavern to the outer world.

Torches stood in various niches
along the walls, and beautiful stalac-
tites of silica reflected sparklingly
the glimmer of the light from the
fires.

In one of the far recesses of the
great cave the two were led before
King Ugu. The dog-faced ruler of
the savage dog men was seated like a
tailor on the skin of an enormous
saber-tooth tiger, known to the men of
Teeheemen as the begri.

A hideous smile played over his
features, his pug nose lifting after
the fashion of a bull terrier’s as he
exposed his wolflike teeth in an ex-
pression of pleasure over the recap-
ture of Rosalie Sharon.

‘“J8lee has done well,”” he an-
nounced in praise of the captain of
the forces who had made the capture.
‘‘Not only has he brought back the
white female, but a male as well.
Three suns from now King Ugu will
have a. great feast and Elee shall help
him to eat the flesh of the white queen
and her brother. TUntil then confine
them in the recess near the upper
mouth of the cave.”’

Ugu raised both of his arms above
his head in sign that the arraignment
was at an end and that the judgment
he had passed was final.

The warriors commanded by Chief
Elee huiried the captives along the
cavern for a quarter of a mile before
they led them into a small recess that
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joined the outer main cave by a nar-
row opening. Into the small recess,
Holton and Rosalie were thrust. Chief
Elee selected six of his greatest war-
riors to serve as guards at the open-
ing and then departed from the spot.

11

ENTON and the other members of
the expedition came to an abrupt
halt when they had proceeded some-
thing like half a mile from the tree
where Holton and Rosalie had escaped
from the techeemen.

At a warning from Benton, the
members of the party erouched like
hunted animals to the carth. The in-
dividual who had been observed by
Benton had also detected the mem-
bers of the party before they could
fall to the carth.

‘‘Be not afraid,’’ came the cry in
the language of the men of Teehee-
men. ‘‘It is Duros and his men, who
are secking the white gods.”’

In another minute, the members of
the two groups had united, and Duros
explained to Benton what had oe-
curred in the fields and along the
river before the prison caves and the
caverns of habitation of the men of
Ugu. Gomo leapt several times into
the air with sheer delight at sight of
Benton and Otter.

‘‘Holton must have returned to the
camp tree,’”’ Otter insisted. ‘‘I’ll bet
a horse (if there is one in the Valley
of Teeheemen) that he is in camp
waiting for us now.”’

The return toward the tree camp
was continued. The place was ap-
proached and soon the men stood be-
neath the tree where the platform had
been constructed. IIolton and Rosalie
were not at the place.

¢“They have tried to reach the ecity
of Teeheemen, probably,’” Benton
suggested. ‘‘We should not all have
left the camp. They may have ar-
rived here during our absence, and
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not finding us, have gone to the city
beyond the plain.”’

‘‘Let us follow them,’’ said Otter.

““It’s the best plan, I believe,’”” Ben-
ton agreed.

The march for the city of Teehee-
men was begun, and four hours later
the men reached the treeless plain
and proceeded toward the city with-
out stopping. Another long march
and the walls of the city became visi-
ble in the distance. Another hour and
the party stood at the main entrance
in the wall. The rescued inhabitants
had all arrived and the stone entrance
had been closcd. At the approach of
the Duros party with the white men,
the stone opening slid aside and the
detachment entered.

‘‘Did the other white god and a
white female arrive here?’’ Duros
demanded of the guards at the gate.

The men replied that they had
not seen the two.

‘‘They are not here,’’ Duros spoke.

‘‘They are lost somewhere there in
the Valley of Teeheemen,’’ suggested
Otter.

““Or else they have been slain by
wild animals or recaptured by the
men of Ugu.”’

Benton and Otter, with the other
members of their party, were as-
signed to guarters in the old palace
that had once been the residence of
King Urlus when first they knew the
Valley of Techeemen.

Leaving Sharon and the others, who
were worn out from their long trip,
Benton and Otter walked about the
formerly deserted city. On every
hand therc was feverish activity.
Thousands of spears had been fash-
ioned during the day and bows and
arrows had been made in great num-
bers. Great stones had been lifted to
the top of the walls of the city in
preparation for the expected attack
from the men of "Jgu should they at-
tempt to retake the city of Teehee-
men.
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Duros had assumed complete
charge, and to him Benton and Otter
took one of the extra rifles that had
been carried by their guides. They
also brought one for Gomo, who was
at the headquarters of his chief when
the two white men arrived.

““You will know how to use these
in case of an attack,’’ Benton said.

Duros and Gomo both expressed de-
light at again possessing one of the
thunder sticks.

‘‘The dog-faced men threw our oth-
ers. given by the white gods, into the
river after they had ecaptured us,”’
Duros explained.

Benton and Otter walked to the
stone entrance. When they arrived
the gate was being opened to admit a
number of men who had been on a
hunting expedition for the native
deer in the serub thickets that skirtod
the river a short distance from the
city. There were fifty men in the
party, and they carried twenty large
animals, which they had slain.

*“Our people have been hunting all
day and bringing game into the city,”’
one of the guards explained. ‘‘We
are drying the meat in the sun and
smoking it for future use. The fruit
trees within the walls of the city are
heavily laden with fruit. The people
of the ecity: will be prepared to stand
a long siege.”’

‘“We can always go into the world
beyond the hollow mountain,’”’ Ben-
ton suggested. ‘‘There is food in
abundance there if we run short after
the dog men lay siege to this place.”’

‘‘If Holton and Miss Sharon were
only here.’’ remarked Otter, ‘I
should relish an assault against this
place by the hound faces.’’

‘“If the two do not come by tomor-
row,’’ said Benton, ‘‘it will be our
duty 1o organize a company and at-
tempt once again to find them. I am
in hopes that they’ will yet reach here
tonight.”’
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SHORTLY before the following dawn,
Benton. Otter and Sharon, with
the three guides, were awakened from
their sleep by a messenger from
Duros.

‘“The men of Ugu are about the
walls of the. city,’’ he informed them
excitedly. ‘‘The fighting is even now
beginning before the outer walls.””

Otter and the others hurriedly arose
and followed the guide toward the
outer walls.

‘“We had better take up our posi-
tion at a point where the danger is
the greatest,’’ said Benton. ‘‘The men
of Teeheemen generally are not in
good physical condition. Their long
captivity has rendered them weaker
than in normal times.’’

““Did you bring your bombs?”’
asked Otter. turning to Benton.

““1 did.’’ he replied. ‘‘I brought
one dozen of them with me. They
are not heavy to carry, not more so
than a similar number of baseballs.”’

‘“The point. of greatest danger is
the wall before the gate,’’ the mes-
senger announced. ‘‘One assault was
made there this morning in the first
attack. The dog-faced men want to
get inside the wall at that point
if possible and roll the stone gate
back. Then the thousands who are
without on the plains before the ecityx
can rush in and again overwhelm and
carry away our people.’’

‘“We’ll go to the gate, then,”’ Ben-
ton announced, and the march toward
that point was resumed with quick-
cned pace.

As the gate was approached, the
men of Benton’s party could detect
that a. second determined assault was
taking place upon the walls at that
point.

The members of the party ran. A
battle between dog-faced warriors who
had succeeded in scaling the high
outer wall and gaining the inside in
the vicinity of the gate was taking
place.
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Benton and Otter drew their auto-
matics for the close fighting, and
rushing into the contending battlers,
they began firing at the dog-faced
savages, one after another in rapid
succession. Sharon imitated their ex-
ample, and the three guides also fol-
lowed in the attack.

The immediate danger within the
walls was again disposed of, and Ben-
ton, with the others, ascended to the
top of the wall where the fighting men
of Teeheemen were gathered resisting
the cfforts of the dog-faced savages
who were swarming before the city.

The dog men, in addition to their
spears and bows, were carrying thou-
sands of long poles, which they had
brought to use in scaling the walls.
Benton and Otter, when they reached
the top of the wall, saw one of the
attempts madc to scale the wall at a
point a hundred yards to the right
of thc stone gate.

Dog-faced savages carrying a dozen
pole ladders rushed toward the wall.
Several of their number went down
with arrows in their vitals from the
unerring bows of the men of Teehee-
men. The poles were finally lodged
against the top of the outer wall and
the dog-faced men with their claw-
equipped hands and fcet ran up the
poles with the agility of squirrels,

The warriors of Teeheemen gath-
ered at that point to resist the assault.
Terrific battling took place for sev-
eral minutes before the men of Tee-
heemen were successful in throwing
down the pole ladders. The savages
who had gained the top of the wall
fought with indescribable fury, and
several of the men of Duros were slain
before their assailants were forced
back into the plain before the outer
wall. Three score of the savages
rushed close to the wall and attempted
again to raise the long poles into po-
sition for climbing.

The enormous stones that had been
hoisted to the walls by the men of
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Teeheemen came into good use. Sev-
eral of the large ones were released
and crashed upon the laboring sav-
ages at the base of the wall. A dozen
of the dog-faced men met death from
the crushing weights before they
could reach the zone of safety.

A lull occurred in the attack, fol-
lowing this assault. The thousands
of men of Ugu withdrew and rested.
Benton and Otter had an opportunity
to study the situation.

‘“They are preparing for a deter-
mined assault on the gateway,’’ said
Benton, giving his analysis of the
movements that were taking place sev-
eral hundred yards before the main
entrance to the city.

‘“It appears so,”’ Otter agreed.

After half an hour had passed, one
of the chief captains of the men of
Ugu approached closer to the city
wall and spoke in a loud voice.

¢¢Men of Duros, men of Teeheemen,
the warriors of Ugu are going to cap-
ture your city. In two sums, King
Ugu of the river dwellers will saeri-
fice the white queen and a white male
of her kind to the spirits of the river
and prepare a great feast from their
bodies. The men of Teeheemen can-
not resist the gods of the river men
when they have been pleased by the
offerings made by King Ugu. The
gods of the river fight with the men
of Ugu. The men of Teeheemen may
live much longer if they will surren.-
der now and again become subject to
the men of Ugu.”’

Duros and Gomo, who had joined
with Benton and Otter, listened to the
offer of the captain of Ugu with
scorm.

Duros started to reply, but his ef-
fort was cut short by the report of
Otter’s rifle, and the captain of the
men of Ugu fell with a bullet in his
forehead.

‘““That’s my method of arguing
with those dogs,’’ remarked Otter.
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““It was a long shot but this is a
darned good gun.’’

With the falling of the captain a
yell of anger and defiance rose from
the ranks of the savages before the
walls.

“Dm you get what that honnd-face
said ?’’ Benton asked. ‘‘Hol-
ton and Miss Sharon have been re-
captured and must be confined in the
cavern of King Ugu. In two days
they are to be offered to the river gods
of the dog men and their bodies util-
ized for a feast by the king.”’

‘“We’ll have to make an attempt to-
night to rescue them,’’ Otter affirmed.

‘‘Yes,”’ Benton agreed, ‘‘if we have
to blast our way through the cavern
of King Ugu himself with some of my
bombs.’’

Gomo approached with Duros, and
Benton announced to the men of Tee-
heemen what he and Otter were con-
tempiating.

‘‘Gomo knows the way to the cavern
of Ugu,” announced the companion
of Duros. ‘‘Gomo was confined as a
slave for the white queen in the cav-
ern. There are two entrances to the
cave. One is the main opening in the
face of the river bluff and the other is
one that leads into the fields. The last
entrance is not known to many, even
of the men of Ugu themselves. It is
kept guarded by six of the best war-
riors of the royal cavern. The side
cavern joining the main cave where
the white queen was always kept, is
but a short distance from the opening
into the fields.’’

‘“Then what is to prevent our gain-
ing entrance to the royal cave of Ugu
tonight ?”’ Benton exclaimed. “‘Will
you go with us, Gomo?’’

The big native nodded.

‘“Gomo will go and show the way.

‘“ Duros would go, too,”’ announced
the chieftain.

‘“‘But Duros should remain with his
warriors and direct the battle forthe
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safety of the ecity,’’ Benton insisted.
““Otter, Gomo and I will leave at dark
for the cavern of Ugu and attempt to
enter it and release Holton and Miss
Sharon.’’

The conversation was interrupted
by a sudden rush toward the city gate
of several thousand of the dog-faced
warriors. Benton passed two of his
bombs to Otter with hurried instruc-
tions regarding the setting of the re-
lease key.

‘“Wait until I give the word,’’ he
ordered. ‘‘Let them swarm up close
to the wall, then throw one as far from
the wall as you can, right into the
midst of them.”’

The men of Ugu had planned an
overwhelming assault. The onrushing
horde carried several hundred long
poles for scaling the wall and con.
centrated in a mass many hundreds
deep before the wall in the vicinity
of the gate.

The warriors of Teeheemen on the
walls hurled great stones upon the
crowds beneath, but the dog men
paid no attention to the death of so
many of their fellows and persisted
in the effort to scale the wall.

Benton waited until the tops of sev-
eral long poles were shoved to the top
of the wall, then set the release key
of the bomb to explode in six seconds.
He hurled the bomb into the thickest
of the yelling mob of savages. The
explosion was terrific and the results
horrifying. Hundreds of the dog-
faced warriors were torn to pieces and
additional hundreds stunned and
maimed,

Otter in emulation of the example
of Benton cast his bomb into another
section of the massed ecrowd, with
even more devastating effect than the
one hurled by Benton. The survivors
before the city gate rushed away in
Panic-stricken haste and paused only
within their lines, a quarter of a mile
fram the walls.
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The warriors of Duros at the begin-
ning of the retreat rolled aside the
stone door and began slaughtering
their wounded and stunned ecnemies
who had not been killed outright by
the bombs. As the dog men fled from
before the city wall, Duros returned
with Gomo to the side of Benton.

A smile of delight played upon the
features of the Teeheemen chieftain.

‘“The white gods are more powerful
than ever,’”’ he said. ‘‘The city of
Teeheemen is safe as long as they are
here.”’

‘*Safe until the bombs run out,”’
Otter interrupted. ‘‘How many did
you bring, Benton?’’

‘““I brought only one dozen. We
have ten left. I wish there were a
hundred, so that we could defy the
men of Ugu to take this city. When
our supply is exhausted we shall not
have much chance to prevent the ene-
my from pouring over the wall. There
appcar to be many thousands of the
creatures.’’

‘“We can fight them off until we
have no more,’’ Otter suggested,
‘“then there is nothing to prevent the
men of Teeheemen from fleeing
through the hollow mountain into the
outer world and migrating to a newer
eountry.’’

Benton nodded.

‘‘I believe there will be no further
attacks today. ‘e must make the at-
tempt to reach the cave of Ugu to-
night. I am going to leave all but
three of my bombs with Duros. 1
can teach him how to release the
mechanism that explodes them and
set the length of time suitable for
this condition before we go. In that
manner Duros and his men can hold
the city until we return.’’

Benton and Otter sought out Duros.
They explained to the chieftain and
Sharon their intention. The latter re-
quested that he be given part of the
bombs in order to assist in the defense
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of the city, while the two with Gomo
were away on their trip.

When the instruction in bomb
throwing had been given to Duros and
Sharon, then Benton, accompanied
by Otter and Gomo, returned to the
quarters in the former palace to sleep
and rest before the strenuous activi-
ties they knew must await them in the
coming night.

12

HEN the detachment of Elee had

retired into the far recesses of
the cavern, Holton began making ef-
forts to release his bonds. Rosalie
assisted him and succeeded in unty-
ing the damp leather thongs with
which he had been fastened.

Holton stretched his arms to relieve
the muscles that had been eramped as
a result of the position in which they
had been held so long. He began
studying the recess in which they were
lodged. There was no visible exit ex-
cept the one through which they had
entered the place. The six guards re-
mained within the mouth of the exit
with their spears constantly ready for
action.

‘‘Is there no exit other than the one
through which we came into the main
cavern?’’ Holton asked.

‘“There is another that extends back
into the distant recesses of the bluff
and opens somewhere into the fields.
Gomo informed me to that effect, but
I have never been taken through that
exit.’’

The day passed, and when evening
had come to the outer world, several
dog-faced savages brought a quantity
of fruit to the captives. When the
two had finished eating of the food be-
fore them, a half dozen guards came
to relieve the ones who had been sta-
tioned all day at the mouth of the
cavern,

A half hour after the relief guard
had been stationed, a number of the
chief captains accompanied King Ugu
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into the recess where Holton and
Rosalie were sitting. The fat butcher,
whom Holton remembered as the one
he had seen in charge of the butcher
cave, was in the crowd. Holton and
Rosalie rose to their feet when the
procession entered.

““Ugu has ordered the feast day ad-
vanced, ’’ the king explained, pausing
before Rosalie. IHe noted then that
Holton’s bonds were loosed, and im-
mediately commanded his men to bind
both of the captives.

Holton knocked three of the dog
men to the tloor with his fists before
he was forced down by sheer weight
of numbers. When he had again
been secured, Ugu spoke.

‘““The spirits of the river gods,’’ he
explained, ‘‘demand a retribution for
the men of Ugu who have been slain
beforc the walls of the city of Teehee-
men. They demand a glorious sacri-
fice, one that is certain to appease
their displeasure and again bring vie-
tory to the arms of the men of Ugu.
The greatest sacrifice that Ugu can
order is to slay that which he holds
the most valuable. The white queen
is his choicest possession. She shall
die when the god of day kisses the
river at the coming of the next sun.
Muto, the king’s butcher, shall slaugh-
ter her and her companion as a sacri-
fice. Muto shall determine if she is in
good condition for the slaughter.’’

As Ugu ceased speaking, the fat
butcher stepped forward and took
Rosalie by the arm. He felt carefully
of her flesh and continued his exami-
nation to her lower limbs. He un-
fastened the one-piece trapping which
she wore and lowered it from her
shoulders. Satisfied with his exami-
nation, he turned to Ugu, who had
been watching the inspection con-
ducted by his chief butcher.

‘“The flesh of the white queen is of
good texture,”” he announced. “‘It
will be pleasing to the river gods that
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she die, and her flesh will be meat for
the king’s table.’’

Muto then gave Holton a less care-
ful examination and made a similar
announcement regarding the edible
prcperties of Holton.

‘““‘Let them die, then,’’ Ugu ordered,
‘“when the sun of the new day
comes.’’

He turned toward the exit into the
main cavern, his retinue of subjects
following.

When the procession had disap-
peared, Holton turned to Rosalie.

‘“We must make a determined ef-
fort to get out of here,”” he announced
grimly.

‘‘Better to die in the effort than to
wait humbly to be led to the sham-
bles,’’ she said.

‘“We must get rid of these bonds
again,’”’ he announced, and stooping,
he attacked the knots about Rosalie’s
wrists with his teeth. Several min-
utes were required to gain the release
of the girl, and she in turn released
Holton from his bonds.

The latter walked to one of the
three torches that were burning in
niches in the wall. He put out the
fire and began removing the charred
fragments of wood. When he had
completed the task he had a spear
some four feet in length of solid wood
with a hardened, needlelike point,

““If you know the direction in
which to go after we emerge from this
recess into the general cavern, to reach
the exit into the fields above the river
bluffs, I am determined to make an
attempt.”’

‘I know that,’’ she replied.

‘“We shall wait until late in the
night, when the guards at the en.
trance become drowzy,’”’ he an-
nounced. “‘All the other men of Ugu
will be sleeping. It may seem foolish
to make such an attempt, but it is a
case of grasping at the last straw.”’

‘“Yes,’”’ she admitted, ‘‘it is our last
chance.’’
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WHEN darkness had settled upon
the city of Teeheemen, Benton,
Otter and Gomo completed their
preparations for the journey into the
land of the river caves to attempt the
rescue of their friend Holton and the
daughter of Roderick Sharon,

From the defiances that had heen
hurled at the warriors of Duros be-
fore the walls of the city by the be-
sieging dog men, they felt certain
that the captives must be in the royal
cavern of Ugu.

Benton, in addition to his rifle, car-
ried three of his patent bombs, and
Gomo had the rifle that had Leen fur-
nished him by Benton, in addition to
his spear.

‘‘I shall carry the spear,’’ the big
native announced, ‘‘for it makes no
noise when it kills and there may be
places when silence will be important
during the journey of the night.”

The three did not emerge from the
stone gate, but chose a point to be let
down from the wall, where they cal-
culated there would be the least pos-
sible danger of detection. Once with-
out the walls, they took their way
carefully across the outlying plain be-
fore the city. Not until they had
reached the border of the dense jungle
did they venture to speak.

When the heavy undergrowth was
reached, Gomo, who knew the terri-
tory by night, immediately assumed
the lead and the three hastened for-
ward with all possible speed.

Before midnight, Gomo halted and
pointed toward a ravine before them.

‘“The entrance from the fields is
there,”’ he said.

In silence the three crept forward
and entered a large crevice in the
rocky surface of the ground. They
soon found themselves in the inner
recesses of the cavern.

Benton utilized his flashlight until
they arrived at a point indicated by
Gomo as being near the place where
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they might expect to find the captives.
From there the party felt its way for-
ward in the darkness, fearing to util-
ize the flashlight because of the dan-
ger of detection.

A turn in the general direction of
the cavern brought the glow of a
torch in the distance to the view of
the three.

‘“There,’’ whispered Gomo, ‘‘is the
prison chamber. Gomo believes that
it is there we shall find the white
woman and man.”’

Carefully the three crept forward.
They noted that there were six men
guarding the entrance. Two were
standing and the other four were re-
clining about the mouth of the prison
recess in various attitudes of ease.

The three were within fifty yards of
the place when they noted a sudden
commotion among the group of
guards. They saw the figure of a sev-
enth man leap among them and fell
the two standing guards with sepa-
rate blows from a bludgeon. The
other four leapt to their feet and at-
tacked the man, forcing him back in-
to the recess from which he had
emerged.

““It’s Holton!’’ exclaimed Benton,
running forward at full speed.

14

WITH the final decision to make
an effort to escape by attacking
the six guards when the best oppor-
tunity should present itself, Holton
and Rosalie lay down on the sking
that had been placed in the recess
when it was first occupied by the girl.
They talked for several hours about
incidents of their lives during the past
two years, and she told Holton of her
capture by the claw men, who were
accompanied by a number of other,
larger men not of the claw species.
From her description of them he
judged that they must have been the
remnant of the clan of Morop of the
hollow mountain.
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‘“What became of the other people
vou refer to?’’ Holton asked. ‘‘Do
they live with the claw people in the
river caves?’’

‘“They are all dead,’’ she answered.
““Trouble occurred between the others
and the claw people. The latter en-
slaved them as they had enslaved the
men of Techeemen through their su-
periority in numbers. They have all
died in the shambles of the butcher
caves as food for the dog men.’’

Holton suggested to Rosalie that
she t1v to sleep, assuring her that he
would call when conditions were ripe
for making their effort to escape.

The girl, who was excecdingly
weary as the result of her strenuous
and nerve-racking experiences during
the past twenty-four hours, lay down
on one of the tiger pelts. Holton
watched her as she lay with her eye-
lids closed, and the rhythmic rise and
fall of her shapely bosom told him
that she was asleep.

For an hour he watched her, then
his attention was turned to the guards
at the entrance. All but two of them
had stretched upon the floor at the en-
trance and were talking at times in
tones not understood by Holton.

‘““It’s a good time to attack them
now,’’ he soliloquized.

Then he viewed the sleeping figure
of the girl and hesitated to awaken
her.

“‘I’ll let her sleep a little longer,
for she needs the rest,”’ he told him-
self.

Another hour passed and Rosalie
stirred from her slumber. She sat up
and rubbed her eyes with her right
hand.

For a moment she looked at Holton
with a puzzled expression, then the
facts regarding her position began
crowding their way again into her
brain.

‘“The best time is now,’’ Holton
whispered. ‘‘The guards are drowzy,
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and only two of them are standing
before the entrance.’’

‘“It is now or never,”’ she said
calmly, and at her statement the two
arose. Holton extinguished the re-
maining torch without attracting the
attention of the guards.

He stole toward the entrance with
his recently fashioned spear in his
hands. Rosalie followed close by.

Holton, when he was a few paces
from the unsuspecting dog men, leapt
upon them with terrific force, striking
down his first man with a heavy blow
from the torch spear. The second
guard was handed a blow before he
could recover from his surprize, and
he, too, went dowmn. The other four
guards arose and rushed Holton back
into the recess.

With his torch he knocked aside
their spear thrusts but was gradually
forced to give ground. They were
backing him into the recess when
three forms darted through the open-
ing.

A spear pierced the vitals of one
of the dog men as Gomo’s unerring
accuracy again manifested itself. Two
others were pinioned by Otter and
Benton on the spears they had picked
up from the stunned guards lying be-
fore the entrance. The fourth was
leapt upon by Gomo, who drove his
knife into the man’s heart with ter-
rific force.

‘“Out of here, everybody,’’ Benton
ordered, and the four men with Rosa-
lie Sharon rushed for the entrance to
the recess.

As they approached the exit, one
of the stunned guards, who had re-
covered from Holton’s blow, rushed
from the spot crying the alarm.

T}m party of five followed the route
by which the three rescuers had
entered the royal cavern. Benton
threw the beams of his flashlight
along the floor and all hastened as
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rapidly as possible toward the field
exit from the cavern of Ugu.

¢‘There are probably no men of the
enemy between here and the exit,”’
announced Benton.

A wild howling of savage voices a
short distance to the rear of the flee-
ing five announced that they were be-
ing pursued.

““The four of you proceed to the
cavern mouth,”’ Benton commanded,
““and wait there for me if I do not
overtake you. I am going to stop this
pursuit.”’

As he spoke, Benton drew one of
the bombs from his pack. He adjust-
ed it to explode in twenty seconds,
placed it, and raced after the others
at top speed.

The force of the explosion threw
him from his feet more than one hun-
dred yards from the place, as giant
rocks crumbled into the cavern way
and closed the exit to the oncoming
men of Ugu.

When Benton arrived at the cleft
in the rocks leading into the fields,
he found the others waiting for him,

‘““We must gain the cover of the
jungle at once,’’ he said. ‘‘The claw
men will race for this point from the
mouth of the cave at the river front
if they are not already doing so.’’

The five ran across the fields toward
the dark line of the jungle standing
in gloomy outline in the light of the
waning moon. The border was
reached without any indications of
pursuit and a straight line was fol-
lowed toward the city of Teeheemen.

Before daybreak the five could dis-
cern the outline of the city’s wall a
half mile in the distance.

Gomo went forward to reconnoiter
while the four remained hidden in a
clump of brush on the sandy plain,
which extended before the city toward
the denser growth of jungle. A half
hour later the big native returned.

‘“Our approach to the city is
closed,’”’ he announced. ‘‘The men of
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Ugu have received heavy reinforce-
ments since yesterday and are con-
templating a tremendous assault carly
in the day.”’

‘“Then we cannot make the walls
of the city without danger of being
captured,’’ said Otter. ‘‘If we break
through the lines and reach the wall
it is getting so light now that our ap-
proach will be observed by the encmy.
Our recapture would be effected,
as the dog men are so numerous that
we should be overwhelmed.”’

‘“We cannot enter in that manner
now,’’ Benton agreed. ‘‘Our best
plan is to cross the river of Teehee-
men at once. We can approach the
city from that side. Why cannot we
enter through the place where the
river flows into the sacrificial chamber
of the temple of Tceheemen along the
wall of the city at that point?”’

‘“Our only danger will be that of
being engulfed in the river as it en-
ters the base of the mountain near the
altar of the sacrificial room,’’ Holton
warned, ‘‘and that danger is indeed
great. I agree with Benton, however,
that it is our best plan at present.
Anyhow, we should leave this vicinity
at once, for to remain here means
detection after daylight comes.’’

The five proceeded toward the river
of Teeheemen, which ran toward the
city a half mile from where the party
had stopped. They proceeded with
caution, as on several occasions their
advance was halted by marching col-
umns of dog-faced men.

The river bank was reached and the
five paused.

‘‘The river is narrow,’’ Benton re-
marked, ‘‘but rather deep, and the
current is swift.”’

‘‘Do not let that worry you on my
account,’’ Rosalie said. “‘On more
than one occasion I have swum this
stream.’’

The men strapped their rifles to
their backs, and the five plunged into
the swiftly lowing stream just as the
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first rays of the morning were light-
ing the crests of clouds gathered in
the cast.

The five swam together and rcached
the other side of the river without
incident. They proceeded down the
other side of the stream until they
arrived opposite the place where the
river touched the outer walls and
fimaully entered the city through the
wall of the temple of Teeheemen and
disappeared into the earth.

‘“We must attract the attention of
some of the men and signify our in-
tention of cntering by the river,’”’
said Holton. ‘‘If Duros or some of
ihe others are at the place when we
swim into the river, they can await
our arrival in the temple and assist us
in ecscaping death in the falls of the
temple.”’

‘“Why not try attracting their at-
ienticn with a shot?’’ Benton sug-
gested. ‘‘To do so will also draw the
attention of the claw men, but after
we have been seen and recognized by
the warriors of the city, then we can
plunge in and swim toward the outer
wall of the city and temple. They
will discover our intention and give
us aid, I am certain.”’

‘‘There are but few of the warriors
on this side of the city,’’ said Gomo.
*“Duros knows there is no chance for
the dog men to cross the river and
scale the walls here. He has main-
tained but a handful of watchers on
the side of the city protected by the
river. The other two sides require all
the men of Teeheemen. The rear of
the city is protected by the unscalable
walls of the mountain.’’

‘“If there are watchers on the walls,
let us attract their attention, then,’’
Holton urged, and raising his rifle he
fired a shot.

As the sound of the report echoed
across the river from the walls of the
city of Teeheemen, a dozen warriors
who had been reclining on the top of
the parapets, rose to their feet. Holton
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and Benton motioned to them their
intentions, and the five plunged into
the waters of the stream, striking for
the walls of the city at a point a hun-
dred yards above the stream’s en-
trance under ithe walls of the temple
arch.

The astonished warriors on the wall
understood what the five were at-
tempting to do. They left the walls
and hurried for the sacrificial room.

Otter was the first to approach the
side of the stream where the water
touched the walls of the city. Gomo
was next, and Benton and Holton
were each swimming a few strokes
away from Rosalie Sharon.

As the entrance to the temple of
Teeheemen was approached, the swift-
ness of the river current became

greater. The five felt themselves
carried along with tremendous
velocity.

Under the great archway where the
stream entered the temple they were
swept struggling to keep above the
water. Otter was the first to shoot
toward the falls into the mountain
base. Ten of the warriors had ar-
rived at the place, and Otter grasped
the butt of a long spear that was ex-
tended to him as he shot past toward
the falls. Otter in turn extended his
hand to Gomo, who grasped for Ben-
ton. The latter in turn clasped the
hand of Rosalie Sharon, and Holton,
making a last desperate effort to reach
the shore, grasped the spear of an-
other warrior who was standing far
out into the water holding to the
spear of yet another warrior.

With the aid of the others the hu-
man chain of exhausted men and
Rosalie Sharon was dragged to the
shore at a point just above the exit
of the river over the falls into the
abyss.

Rosu.m SHARON immnediately ex-
pressed the desire to see her fath-
er. Gomo led her to a room in the
temple and promised to find her
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father and bring him to her. Otter,
Benton and Holton went into an ad-
Jacent room and removed their clothes
and wrung the water from them.

A half hour later, Gomo returned,
piloting Roderick Sharon to the room
of his daughter. There was a joyful
outery from the girl as she rushed to
the arms of her father. For a long
time they stood, clasped in each oth-
er’s arms.

At the approach of Holton and the
others they broke apart, and Sharon
extended his hand with expressions of
thanks to each of the three.

‘““But for you heroic gentlemen,’’
he said, ‘‘Rosalie and I should never
have been reunited.’’

““You owe us no thanks,’’ Holton
insisted. ‘‘We have done for you
only what any men of red blood would
have done. The danger of our posi-
tion is not yet past. Gomo informs
us that the men of Ugu are so over-
whelming in numbers that they may
break into the ecity upon their next
assault. The chief of these people,
Duros, has decided to act upon a
former suggestion made by us and re-
move all of the noncombatants from
the city into the recesses of the hollow
mountain. Should it happen that the
assault of the men of Ugu can no
longer be resisted, then the army of
Techeemen can retreat through the
streets to the entrance of the hollow
mountain. They can hold the narrow
entrance for weeks if it is necessary
and thus allow the main body of the
people time to effect an exodus into
the fertile woods and plains of the
adjoining country. I suggest, Sharon,
that you and your daughter accom-
pany the noncombatants.’’

‘““We shall do so if you deem it
best,’”’ he agreed. ‘‘I am but a poor
fighter myself.”’

Otter and Benton, with Gomo, left
the chamber and proceeded toward
the wall of the city in the vicinity of
the stone gate. Holton paused for a
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moment until the arrival of the war-
riors who had been detailed by Gomo
to accompany Sharon and his daugh-
ter into the mountain. ‘‘But what
will become of you?’’ Rosalie asked,
walking beside Holton as her father
followed the warriors.

‘““T am going to help defend the
walls of the city of Techecmen,’’ he
answered.

‘“You will be in danger,’’ she in-
sisted, ‘“and you have already done
enough for these pcople.’’

‘‘But they are my friends,”’ he
said. ‘‘I am ready to sell my life for
friends if necessary.’’

‘‘ Are you more willing to do that
than to preserve it for some who
might be more than friends?’’ she
questioned.

They paused in the corridor along
which they had been walking. His
eyes scarched the ones she turned to
meet his gaze.

‘“What do you mean, Rosalie,’’ he
queried, ‘‘by people who might be
more than friends?’’

A queer little smile played upon
her upturned features as his hand
touched her shoulder.

“‘I mean,’’ she replied softly, ‘‘just
me.”’

For a moment they stood while the
footsteps of the others receded. He
caught her in his arms for an instant
and pressed a kiss upon her red lips.

“‘I never thought that such could
be,’’ he said, ‘‘but I have wished for
this moment since I first saw you by
the river before the prison caves.”’

¢“I have known it from the day you
came to my rescue,’’ she replied.

Together they continued along the
corridor until they reached the froat
court of the temple. From there they
joined the others waiting outside.

»

15

WHEN Holton arrived at the top
of the wall near the gate of the
city, he found Benton and Otter. The
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two had completed plans for giving
the contemplated assault of the claw
men a determined and destructive re-
sistance.

Of the bombs that had been left
with Duros, Benton gave two each to
Otter and Holton and allowed Duros
to retain two. Gomo was given the
other and Benton retained the two
that he had ecarried with him in the
last trip to the royal cavern of Ugu.

The five took positions about one
hundred yards apart on the top of
the wall.

A quarter of a mile away the vast
horde of dog-faced men was arrang-
ing for what was intended to be the
last and overwhelming assault upon
the walls of the city.

At a signal the watchers on the
walls of Teeheemen saw more than
twenty thousand of the savages come
streaming toward the walls of the city.
The second that the advancing host
came into rifle range, the three whites
with their guides began picking off
the leaders.

Not dismayed by the loss of so
many, the savages continued in their
rush until the entire horde was at the
foot of the walls, attempting to place
their scaling poles in position.

The minute that the horde was
crowded close against the walls, Ben-
ton cast one of his bombs into the
thickest of the rabble before his sector
of the wall. The spectacle that ac-
companied the explosion was horrify-

ing. Hundreds of savages were
killed, and greater numbers were
stunned.

At another point along the wall,
Otter cast one of his bombs with even
more devastating effect, and almost
immediately thereafter Holton hurled
his deadly missile into a concentrated
mob of savages before the wall where
he was stationed. Duros and Gomo
hurled their bombs after Holton.

The courage of the remaining war-
riors of Ugu was admirable. In the
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face of horrifying casualtics they
continued their attempt to scale
the walls. The other bombs, except
one in the possession of Benton, were
cast into the mass of men below. At
the explosion of the last one, the dog
men appeared stunned by the resist-
ance and began to retreat.

The men of Techeemen poured from
the city, leaving only enough men to
man the walls in the event of a return
attack of the enemy. They fell upon
the wounded men before the walls
and dispatched their enemies by the
hundreds.

The army of Ugu withdrew to its
old position. Benton, Otter, Holton
and Duros held a council of war.

““Our supply of bombs is exhaust-
ed,”’ Benton informed the chieftain
of the Teeheemen. ‘ We can no longer
depend on saving the city in that
manner. If we had a hundred of them
we could exterminate the people of
Ugu.”

‘“They are still too powerful for us
to attempt to resist their onslaughts
with what few rifles we have,”’ said
Holton. ‘‘The front that we have to
defend is entirely too long. If we
could narrow our front we might
think of continued successful resist-
ance. Those devils out therc are
blessed with an unusual amount of
grit. If they make another drive such
as the last, they are bound to come in-
side, and the men of Duros are so out~
numbered that the result cannot help
but prove fatal.’’

Duros, who had remained silent,
then spoke.

‘‘Duros agrees with the white gods,’?
he said. ‘‘Durosloves the city of Tee-
heemen and would gladly die if by so
doing he could save the city and his
people. But Duros knows that such
would not be the case. Duros does
not like to retreat, but that is the only
way he can save his valuable warriors.
He can lead his army through the hol-
low mountain into the jungle beyond,
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but even then the dog men would fol-
low. Duros must hold the entrance to
the hollow mountain always with an
army of warriors, while the others of
his people dwell as did the men and
women of Morop in the days of many
suns ago. They will live in the hol-
low mountain and hunt in the world
on the other side.”’

‘“Could not you build an impassa-
ble barrier across the entrance and
shut the eclaw men into this valley
forever?’’ suggested Otter.

‘“That would only furnish tempo-
rary safety,’’ replied Duros. ‘‘The
men of Ugu wounld carry away the
barrier and follow the men of Teehee-
men.’’

A messenger from the watchers on
the walls before the river side of the
city approached hurriedly.

‘‘The men of Ugu are attempting
to enter the city of Teeheemen,’’ an-
nounced the warrior excitedly. ‘‘ They
are swimming the river by hundreds
toward the entrance under the arch
of the temple above the river.”’

Duros with the three white men
ran toward the temple accompanied
by a detachment of warriors whom
Duros hastily summoned. When they
entered the sacrificial room of the
temple the vanguard of the swimming
claw men was a hundred yards above
the entrance.

¢‘They will be unable to land here
except by mere chance,’’ remarked
Holton, ‘‘without assistance from the
shore. If it had not been for the
long spears of the warriors we should
have been carried into the exit abyss
there.”’

“‘It will not require many warriors
to hold this place against them,’’
Benton agreed.

HE first of the claw men came
swimming under the archway.
They were seized by the terrific un-
dercurrent of the river and could not
get closer than ten feet to the shore.
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With wild cries of terror they began
pouring over the falls of the river
exit into the base of the mountain.
Several who were stronger swimmers
than their fellows almost succeeded in
effecting a landing, but these were
thrust back into the torrent by the
warriors of Duros with their spears,
and continued over the falls, some
with arms extended upright, others
head foremost.

Seeing that the danger within the
temple was of no eonsequence, Duros,
with the three white men, returned
again to the walls before the gate.
They remained standing in silence,
looking toward the lines of the men
of Ugu in the distance. Far across
the plain they could see reinforce-
ments arriving for the claw men.

‘“The best plan is to evacuate at
once,’’ said Holton. ‘‘They are mass-
ing for another attempt, and I believe
that it will be final this time.”’

Duros nodded.

‘¢ Such shall be the order of Duros,’’
the chieftain spoke.

He summoned several of the near-
by warriors and sent instructions
along the line.

In accordance with the plans de-
cided upon, the walls of the city were
deserted gradually so that the fact
would not be detected by the men of
Ugn and precipitate an assault before
the retirement had been fully aec-
complished. The greater mass of the
warriors proceeded toward the en-
trance leading into the hollow moun-
tain thirty minutes after the order
had been received along the walls.
About one hundred of the best fight-
ers remained until the last, and these
paraded about the tops of the para-
pets to continue the appearance of a
general occupation of the defenses.

They later followed in a body, and
Benton, Holton, Otter and Duros re-
mained to watch the actions of the
army on the plain before the nearly
deserted city. .An hour later the men
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of Ugu rushed again toward the walls
of T'echeemen. At their first advance,
the four watchers left the wall and
fled to the opening into the hollow
mountain.

‘“All of you except Holton proceed
to the point where you intend to resist
the advance through the cavern,”’
Benton instructed. ‘‘I’'m going to
wait until they are almost here, then
I'm going to plant my last bomb in
position so as to wreck the inside of
the mountain and close the opening
to the aGcvance of the savages.”’

The others followed Benton’s in-
structions, and he and Holton re-
maincd. When they caught sight of
the advancing forces of the claw men,
they withdrew several hundred yards
into the interior of the cavern, and
Benton planted his bomb at a point
calculated to bring a tremendous fall
of rock. When he had placed the ex-
plosive, he set the time regulating key
at its greatest extremity of two min-
utes and released it.

With Holton he fled as rapidly as
possible toward the interior of the
mountain.

No sooner had the two placed the
last bomb than hundreds of the claw
men began filing into the cavern.
They were rapidly approaching the
spot where several hundred of the
best warriors of Teeheemen, with Du-
ros and the members of the Holton
party, were awaiting their approach.

Benton and Holton had just
reached the place selected for resist-
ing the advance into the hollow moun-
tain, when there was a terrific roar in
the far recesses of the cavern. The
mountain shook about the feet of the
men of Duros.

Upon the multitude of claw men
filing through the cavern, thousands
of tons of rock came crushing, blot-
ting out the lives of hundreds of the
savages and making a barrier several
hundred feet in thickness.
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When the force of the explosion
had subsided, the Duros detachment
advanced to exterminate the savages
that had passed the point where the
explosion occurred. About one hun-
dred of them had escaped the collapse
of the mountain from the explosion
and the major number of these were
lying stunned upon the floor. The
clearing of the cavern was a short
task for the Duros men.

When the last of the claw men had
been dispatched, the army turned and
marched into the center of the moun-
tain. The other remnant of the in-
habitants of the city of Teehecmen
were camped about the old village of
Morop. Roderick Sharon, with Rosa-
lie, was occupying one of the huts,
and as the detachment filed into the
camp they came out of their quarters
and hailed the three white men.

Holton advanced to Rosalic and
clasped the hand she extended to him.

‘““We are safe now,’”’ he assured
her. ‘‘Our exodus from the land of
Teeheemen will begin tomorrow.’’

Turning to Benton he remarked,
‘‘There is just one regret I have over
the entire trip, and that is I shall be
unable to take any evidence of the
beast teeheemen with me to the
states.”’

‘I have a dozen different poses
of his majesty, taken following his
death,’’ said Benton. ‘‘The camera
is yours and is in one of the packs
carried by our guides. It will be a
lot easier to carry the camera plates
with us than a stack of hide and bones
from the monster.”’

Holton expressed his delight over
the information.

““My trip here is complete,’’ he
said.

WIIEN the sun again brought light
to the forests adjoining the
mountainbound Valley of Teeheemen,
a long procession of men, women and
children emerged from a cavern in
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the side of one of the mountains and
began marching across the rock-
strewn, sandy plain toward the edge
of the distant jungle.

Four white men, accompanied by a
voung woman dressed in a one-piece
trapping fashioned from the skin of a
saber-tooth tiger, emerged with the
procession.

They appeared strangely out of
place with the wild-appearing, olive-
colored men of Teeheemen.

Across the barren stretch of ground
they followed with the procession, un-
til the jungle border was rcached. Be-
fore they plunged into the denser
growth they paused for a time to view
again the land they were leaving.
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Herman Van Otter turned to Ben-
ton and Holton with a smile on his
good-natured face.

‘“It’s been a great land for you
two,’’ he said jokingly. ‘‘You each
found a mate, but as for me, there’s
nothing left in the land of Teehcemen
but women with claws.”’

[THE END]

NOTE: The preccding chapters of “The

Last of the Teeheemen® were printed in the
March issue of WEIRD TALEs. The first of
the Techecmen stories, called *“The Valey
of Techecmen,” appeared scrially in WEIRD
TALES for Dccembor, 1924, and January,
1925. Copies of any of these issues will
be mailcd by the publishers om receipt of
25 cents cach.
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A Dream-Tale of Crime

THE WHITE SCAR

By NELLIE CRAVEY GILLMORE

M I crazy? 1 do not think so—
Abut I do not know. Anyhow,
I am in an asylum for the
hopelessly insane. I was sent here a
long time ago, weeks or months or
years, I cannot say. Time has lost
its meaning for me as far as calendars
are concerned : the interminable days,
the intolerable nights, are all merged
into chaos. Out of it but one thought,
one hope, comes clear: the longing for
death.

Only dimly do I recall my last ex-
perience among sane men—when I
was on trial for the murder of Buck
Gordon, a man whom I had never
known, had never even seen until the
moment my hands closed about his
throat. I am glad I killed him, unut-
terably glad; the one joy of my
wretched existence is the memory of
those bulging, bloodshot eyes, that
rasping death-gurgle as the breath
went out of Gordon’s body.

I was stunned by the verdict the
jury brought in, by the judge’s words
that followed it. I had hoped and
prayed for the chair; my mission had
been accomplished and I was pre-
pared to face my Creator. I shall
never forget the sick desolation that
swept over me when I learned that 1
was not to die after all. And so I
exist on and on—a thing: a living
dead creature among scores of other
living dead creatures, yet certain in
my heart that I am absolutely sane.
You, who may read this, shall decide!

This is my story. .

T TWENTY-EIGHT I married Doro-
thy Wayne. I had adored her for

years. Ours was an ideal union; we
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were not only lovers; we were friends
—pals. 1 suppose our happiness was
almost too perfect to last in a hard,
ruthless world. We shall find it again
—in heaven; nothing can cheat me of
this belief.

Just a year after our wedding day,
a telegram announcing the serious ill-
ness of my wife's mother, down in
Louisiana, came to me. 1 dreaded to
convey these tidings to Dorothy in her
frail condition. But I had no right
to withhold such information, and so
I hurried home at once with the mes-
sage. She was very composed, very
brave, but equally determined in her
purpose to start south at once. It
was impossible for me to accompany
her, owing to important deals pend-
ing; and with a heavy heart I drove
her to the station and kissed her good-
bye, little dreaming that I was never
to see her again.

For the first few weeks Dorothy
wrote daily the bright, loving letters
that were so much a part of her hap-
Py, radiant self. Then suddenly the
letters ceased. Days passed. She had
written that her mother was improv-
ing, that she would be able to start
for home soon and would advise me by
wire. Yet a week went by and no
wire came. Restless at first, I grew
anxious, and finally downright
alarmed. Unable to bear the suspense,
but trying to laugh at my own fears.
I dispatched a message myself to the
Louisiana address. An answer came
late in the afternoon of the same day,
announcing that Dorothy had left
Gretna for New York almost a week
before.

I was like a wild man. What was
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the meaning of it all? Where was
she? What had happened?

I threw down everything and toek
the first train south.

Investigations were futile. Ars.
Wayne had died suddenly while I was
en route to Gretna, and the daughter
with whom she was making her home
(Dorothy’s elder sister) could tell me
only that my wife had called a taxi
on Tuesday night and started for the
station. There was no clue to identify
the driver, and a thorough probhing
failed to reveal anything on which to
work. It was as if the earth had
opened and swallowed her up and
the whole world was a sphinx!

The wonder to me now is that in
those first few days I did not go quite
mad ; yet I didn’t. Perhaps it was
the desperate necessity for clear
thought, for action, that steadied my
brain and my nerves. @lope buoyed
me up in the beginning. but as the
mystery became denser, blanker, and
more baffling, I saw myself changing
into the pitiful wreck of what I once
had been.

I roved from place to place, un-
shaven, unkempt, with only one pur-
pose in life: to find my wife, alive or
dead. I had sacrificed my entire busi-
ness interests for what cash I could
recover, to keep me fed and clothed
while I pursued my desperate quest.
Police, detectives, had exhausted their
ingenuity and dismissed the case. But
every minute, every day, every year,
as long as I breathed, my life would
be devoted to digging out the truth—
and to revenge. I was certain she
had been murdered, for by no mere
accident could such a complete disap-
pearance have come to pass. And no
evil or treacherous design could have
lurked in the heart of the woman I
loved, and who loved me: of that 1
was even surer.

Not once, nor twice; but hundreds
and hundreds of times I went over
the same ground, eonvineed that soon-
er or later some unguarded word or
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circumstance would betray some
vague hint of a clue. Apparently
the world had wondered ninc days,
and then forgotten the tragedy of my
poor little Dorothy’s strange disap-
pearance. But as time wore on, the
poignancy, the ghastliness grew more
and more acute in my own heart.

At thirty-five I was au old man:
my hair had turmed snow-white: my
shoulders sagged; my hands were pal-
sied; my voice was hollow and
¢racked. But inside were blazing
still those deathless, consuming fires—
fires that seemed to gather fresh foree
with every passing day.

I began to be shunned by fastidious
passers-by, regarded with suspicion
by all with whom I came in contact,
ov pitied by the few who were per-
haps kinder of heart. I was now
merely a vagabond, caring nothing
for snubs or slights, every conscious
Teeling merged into the one imperish-
able purpose for which I lived.

OwArD the end of the seventh

summer of my wanderings, I
found myself back once more on fa-
miliar Louisiana soil. I had traveled
all the way from Memphis along the
river banks, begging my way now, for
my last hoarded funds were gone and
there was little work I could find, or
do. Weary and footsore from a whole
day’s uninterrupted trudge, with
only a meal of wild grapes for suste-
nance, I felt my knees tremble and
sink beneath my frail weight. I was
in the heart of a wilderness. Follow-
ing the torrid day, a lashing rain had
set in. In a little while came night,
impenetrable as ink.

A quarter hour's blind search
brought me, drenched and shivering,
to an old, abandoned, tumbledown
shack close to the edge of the swirling
Mississippi, I forced one of the
rickety windows and, clambering in-
side, I dropped helpless to the floor.
I must have lain unconscious for a
long time, for the next thing I knew,
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a clock somewhere was booming mid-
night. The sound seemed to come from
a distance, and it was oddly familiar.
Then I remembered: it was the town-
bell—at Gretna—and this was an old-
time shrimpers’ haunt, deserted now
for more modern equipment. My
skin was parched, and it burned like
flame, and my eyes seemed to be coals
of fire dancing about in my head. My
tongue was hot, thick, swollen; yet
icy rigors shook me convulsively. I
was ablaze with fever. I wondered
dimly if this were to be the end of my
pilgrimage. . . . a drowzy lethargy
and blankness. 3

I was roused from my coma by a
woman'’s shrill, terrified secream. The
scream was followed immediately by
a succession of short, choking, gur-
gling sounds, then a man’s fiendish,
exultant laugh, almost a snarl; and
gloating, savage words:

‘‘Mine at last, my pretty Dot!
Scorned me, did you, for the fine New
Yorker who stole you from me? I
promised you I'd pay—remember?
Stop that squealing, damn you—the
river sharks are playing around to-
night—they’ll manage so’s he’ll not
get you again—and in an hour’s time
1’ll be hauling passengers just the
same as usual.”’

I tried to move. I was paralyzed.
1 attempted to ery out but no sound
left my stiff lips. And then, of a
sudden, before I could free my limbs
from that deadly atrophy, before even
thought might be framed, there came
more cries, even more terrible than
those that had gone before—fright-
ened, almost unrecognizable—but un-
mistakably belonging to—her.

Great God! Dorothy—my wife—~
murdered before my very eyes and I
helpless—moveless—dumb!

There was the sickening bump of a
body against the floor, and a man’s
maniacal laughter. Then suddenly
the heavens parted in a lurid flash
and I saw, not the woman’s face, nor
the man’s, but a pair of huge, hairy
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arms, folded triumphantly over a
bulging, naked and equally hairy
chest. On the left forearm was a
large jagged scar in the shape of a
cross, clearly visible against the hir-
sute blackness of the rest of the limb.

A simultaneous crash of thunder
shook the battered old structure and
split it like an eggshell. I sat up,
cold with perspiration, straining my
eyes through the blackness, straining
my ears in a tense horror of expec-
tancy. But all I could see now was
the dense blackness of the night; and
all I could hear was the weird shriek-
ing of the wind in the trees.

My delirium had passed, but still
rigid in the grip of that horrible
nightmare, I huddled in a corner of
the wrecked shanty and waited for
dawm. Eternities passed, then slow-
ly, after the storm, a soft, pink glow
in the east heralded daylight.

T wAS little more than an hour’s
walk to the outskirts of Gretna;
but horror lent speed to my trembling
limbs, and despite my physical weak-
ness, I made it in much less time. I
needed food, sorely. If I could not
carn it, or beg it, then I should have
to steal it.

Suddenly I came upon a group of
laborers gathered about a corner gro-
cery, waiting for the factory whistle
to summon them to work.

I approached timidly; perhaps in
the erowd someone would be kind
enough to give me the price of a meal!

‘“Hey, Old Timer! Xinder need a
shave, don’t you?’’

Their jeers affected me little. I re-
plied as kindly as I ecould:

‘‘Perhaps, but right now I need
something else more: I am hungry. I
have had no food for forty-eight
hours.”’

A pleasant-faced young fellow in-
stantly produced his dinner-pail.

‘“Help yourself, mister. You’re
weleome to it all.”’
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After I had eaten, I sat down
among them to rest.

‘‘Looks like you’ve had a night of
it, Colonel ; which way’d you come?’’
asked one of the men.

‘‘I spent the night at an old shack
down by the river side, about three
miles away, I reckon.”’

Instantly eight pairs of bulging
eyes were riveted on me.

‘“Good Lord, man; you ain’t tellin’
us you stayed all night at the haunted
house, are you?’’

‘““Why do you call it that?’ I
asked, recalling with a shiver my
frightful nightmare.

‘“Well,”’ the speaker went on; ‘“all
the folks who useter live in that diree-
tion have moved away. Ain’t a soul
stayed near it since that night when
Miss Polly Simms told she heard a
woman screamin’—years ago. .

‘‘Shut up, Bill. Polly Simms was
an old fool. You ain’t gettin’ super-
stitious, are you?’’

I put my hand to my head.

‘A woman screaming.’’ . ., .
there was something queer . . .
my thoughts muddled. S I

Then the factory whistle sounded
and there was a scuffling to be off. 1,
too, rose, not knowing what else to do.

One of the men, a big, burly ruf-
fian, turned to me with a leer.

‘‘Come on down and we’ll get you
a job as water-boy, Old Top.”’

Guffawing at his own wit, the
speaker flourished a brawny arm and
finished his laugh with a grin of de-
rision.

For a second I stood petrified, the
blood freezing about my heart.

‘“Come along, Buck. Ain’t you got
no sensc? Let the gentleman be.”’

BEFORE Buck Gordon could speak,
could move, I was upon him with
the savage ferocity and strength of a
wild beast, notwithstanding my weak-
ened and broken condition. My hands
were on his throat; my clawlike fin-
gers sank into the thick red flesh,
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For on that bare and hairy arm,
clearly visible against the hirsute
blackness, was a jagged white scar in
the shape of a cross!

“Damn you damn you

. . I've got you at last . . .
Thank God! Doroths Wayne is
avenged.

Buck Gordon was quite dead when
they finally loosened my fingers from
his throat. He lay in an inert heap
on the sun-seared grass, his tongue
hanging in a purple lump from the
swollen lips. His terror-glazed eyes
popped from their sockets.

For one tense, triumphant, never
to be forgotten second I stood there
looking down at my handiwork. For
the first time in long years I knew
relief—and joy. I cared very little
what happened now; for my mission
was accomplished.

Then the world swam round; every-
thing went black and my kmees gave
under me. Rough hands laid hold of
me . . . and utter blankness.

THOSE endless days in my narrow
prison cell, waiting, hoping, pray-
ing for the tr 1al and the sentence that
would bring death and reunion with
my beloved—my cruelly murdered
little Dorothy—waiting for me—up
there.

‘“‘Paranoia, » they call it. And in.
stead of the longed-for chair to set
me free, I must spend the remainder
of my wretched days in a padded
cell. How many of them have come
and gone, I do not know; how many
are still to come and go. who shall
say?

I am writing this purely as an out-
let to feelings that sconer or later
must drive me mad if I held them in
any longer. If my poor narrative,
my pitiful story, should ever find its
way into print, it may be there is
someone who will understand.

Am I crazy? I do not think so;
but I do not know.



The Welcome This Convict Received Was
Not What He Had Expected

Grisley’s Reception
By WILLIAM SANFORD

Author of “Hootch” and “The Scarlet Night”

OE GRISLEY, convicted wife
slayer, and more beast than man,
was making his escape from a

life sentence in prison.

He had served a little more than a
year, and hardly for a moment during
all that time was his mind free from
the thought of escape. Then the
knowledge that perhaps he was to es-
cape came to him suddenly, when one
day a woman, associate of his in by-
gone days, came to the cells and began
to pass out small cakes to the prison-
ers. She was accompanied by the war-
den, who seemed quite free from any
suspicion as to who she really was—a
woman of the underworld.

Although Grisley did not know it,
the visitor, who had once been his
woman, and wanted him again for
her mate, had been working for his
escape for some time. Posing as one
interested in the welfare of prisoners,
she had made many visits to the pris-
on with cakes, fruit and magazines,
until at last she gained the utter con-
fidence of the warden, and the edibles
were not probed into for possible tools
for escape, and she was allowed to dis-
tribute them to the prisoners herself.

It was after her third personal visit
to the cells that Grisley, eagerly
breaking open his cake for that which
he knew he would sometime find, drew
forth a tiny saw with an edge that
would bite into the hardest steel—an
edge cut into steel itself as hard as
criminal ingenuity could produce.

The visits of the woman continued.
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Other saws came to Grisley, that he
might always work with keen tools.
He concealed these tiny instruments
in the mattress of his bed, when dan-
ger was near. He worked only when
he was doubly positive that he would
not be detected. He covered up his
efforts with soap, over which he
rubbed dust.

The work on the bars of his window
passed day by day unnoticed. And
work was slow, for the bars were
tough, and even those saws in which
so much skill had been used bit only
little by little into the hard steel. It
was a full month before Grisley had
completed the work. The bars of the
window on one side had been sawed
completely through, flush to the wall;
on the other side they had been sawed
almost through, so that Grisley knew
he could bend them back when the
time came to escape.

And now with the prison clock toll-
ing the hour of 2 in the morning, and
with the knowledge, conveyed by a
note in one of the cakes, that the
woman would be waiting not far from
the outer wall of the prison with an
automobile, Grisley was ready. He
knew the woman would be there. He
had given her the sign that it would
be about 2 o’clock in the morning;
had given it to her when she had
called late the previous afternoon—
the sign she had been waiting for ever
since he had got the note.

Grisley had tied all his bed clothing
together, and into the ecrook of the al-
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most severed bars which he had bent
he had fastened one end of his line.
He knew they would stand the strain.
The line would reach about thirty
feet. There would still be about
twenty feet to the ground, but Gris-
ley was an old hand at long drops.
He knew he would land safely.

He knew something else, too, and
it had filled him with joy, a joy that
still pulsed through his body. Some-
thing was wrong with the electric
lights about the prison yard. They
were out, and the yard was in black-
ness; but he knew it would only be a
matter of a few minutes before they
would be on again: there would be
quick work to locate the trouble and
remedy it; meanwhile Grisley wanted
to land in that yard and scale the
prison wall. He was confident that
he could. He had several times es-
caped from prison when sentenced for
minor charges.

Standing on top of the bed, on
which he had stood while working all
those weary hours with the tiny saws,
he doubled himself up like a jack-
knife and worked his wiry little body,
feet first, through the opening. It
was a tight squeeze. Had he been a
trifie larger he could not have made
it. Grasping his line firmly, he began
to descend.

The bars had not allowed Grisley
to see directly under his window, but
his line of vision began some thirty
feet out from the prison wall. Work-
men had been laying an asphalt sur-
face about the prison, replacing the
gravel that had extended out to where
the grass began. Grisley had seen the
men at work, and the odor of the
scented asphalt had been wafted into
his cell all the previous day. Now,
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as he desecended, it came up to him
more strongly. It was a pleasant odor
to his nostrils—it breathed of the out-
doors and freedom.

Down — down — down — he went,
only a few feet more of line remain-
ing. He reached the end, stiffened
his body for the drop and looked
below. It was still as dark as pitch,
but any moment the guard might ap-
pear with his lanterm. One second
more he held on, then closed his eves
and let go.

HE automobile with the woman of

the underworld at the wheel wait-
ed in vain for Grisley, the wife mur-
derer. He did not scale the prison
wall. He did not even reach it. Ile
landed feet first in the five-foot vat
of melted asphalt. The fire in the
box below the vat had long since gone
out, and the asphalt in the vat had
thickened. It was getting thicker all
the time; and try as he would, Gris-
ley could not draw himself out of it:
the impetus from the twenty-foot
drop had been sufficient to sink him to
the bottom.

And it was there that a guard
found him a short time later, up to
his shoulders in the slowly hardening
asphalt. The warden, when he ar-
rived, was angry enough to order a
fire built in the box below the vat to
soften up the asphalt for Grisley to
get out. He added that this would
save the workmen the trouble of get-
ting the asphalt melted into liquid
form again when they arrived to re-
sume work.

But Grisley begged so piteously
when he heard the suggestion that the
warden finally ordered that he be dug
out with spades.




TaLEs not to heed the advice of those readers who want the magazine to

ccase printing horror stories. ‘I'hough the objections were in most cases
directed against extreme tales of disyusting topics such as blood-drinking and
body-eating, nevertheless some of cur readers were insistent that we should
absolutely eliminate all stories that might bhe considered gruesome by even the
most fastidious. To those who want WEIRD TALES to cease being weird, we
are forced to say that this magazine is printed for the benefit of its readers,
and the great majorily of you, so far as we can judge, want WEIrRD TALEs to
remain weird.

When the new owners of this magazine came into possession last antumn,
their first act was to put the question squarely up to the readers as to what
kind of stories they wanted. The response was overwhelming: ‘‘Give us
stories that are in accord with the title of the magazine; give us bizarre,
uncanny tales that will make us lie awake at night, tales such as we cannot
get in any other magazine.’” At the same time, there were many letters
protesting against ‘‘nauseating’’ stories; and we have kept the magazine free
from such tales.

A theme can be unpleasant, and yvet handled well. As a test of reader
sentiment, we printed in our February issue the vampire story, Four Wooden
Stakes, by Vietor Rowan. It was highly praised by many of our readers,
and not onc letter has been received condemning it because of its theme.
(As a sign of the times, it might be mentioned that Bram Stoker’s novel,
Dracule, which is without doubt the most gruesome, horrifying and fascinat-
ing vampire tale ever printed, went into two new editions in this country
during 1924.)

M. H. Wender, of Oak Hill, West Virginia, states.the case for those who
want truly weird tales. He writes to The Eyrie: ‘‘I am writing this in fear
of losing the only magazine that can really be called unusual. I have noticed
in several issues lately where some of your readers are requesting a discontinu-
ance of the stories bordering on the ghastly to extremes, and some even go so
far as to request (or almost) a stop to any story that appears to be weird.
Haven’t we enough Blue-Noses in this country trying to stop everything
and anything that pretends to give pleasure to us poor humans, without their
trying to bust up the only real magazine ever printed? 1 say, give us the
real scary kind, the kind you lie awake until midnight reading, and stay awake

the rest of the night because you cannot sleep. And for those who want
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something different, let them buy that kind of magazine, for goodness knows
there are enough others on the market.”’

WERDP TaLEs will remain what its name implies, and print gooseflesh
stories; tales of the supernatural; tales of the bizarre and unusual; tales of
the monstrosities of ancient lezend—-ghouls, ghosts, familiars, vampires, were-
wolves, witcheraft, devil-worship; occult and mystie tales; unusual tales of
crime: tales of horror such as made the fame of Poe; tales of the marvelous
possibilities of nventive genius and scientific research; tales of the outer
spaces of the universe: tales that plumbdb the future with the eye of prophecy;
and tales of thrills and mystery, as well as good romantic and humorous tales
with a weird slant.  And we will print these tales for their value as stories,
regardless of whether their authcrs are famous or not. WEIRD TALES plays
no favorites: and it means more to us to disecover a new author who can write
thrilling tales than to print a merely ‘‘good’’ tale by the most celebrated
author in the world. The story is the thing, and not the name of the author.

The readers’ favorite story in the February issue of WEIRD TALEs was
Whispering Tunnels, by Stecphen Bagby; and not far behind it in popularity
was T'he Statement of Randolph Carter, by H. P. Lovecraft.

Licutenant Arthur J. Burks, the genial author of the series of Strange
Tales From Suenito Domingo, was so fascinated by Mr. Bagby’s story that he
hauled out his trusty typewritct and wrote a letter to the editor about it.
Says the lieutenant: ‘‘The January issue was better, but I have this to say
about the February issue: Whispering Tunnels is the first story that ever
kept me awake after 1 had hit the hay. The writing might not have been
the best in the world, but I°ll wager the story as a whole will register away
out in the lead in your popularity voting contest. I am voting this time—
for Whispering Tunuels.”’

On the other hand. 1. P. Tead, of Decatur, Illinois, writes: ‘‘In the
February issue The Siatement of Randolph Carter, by H. P. Loveeraft, so
far outshines all the other stories that there is simply no comparison whatever.
The author may well be proud of this. It is worthy of Poe, the master, and
if it had been printed as one of his hitherto unpublished tales, I doubt if
anyone could have told the difference.’’

Howard Anderson (we have mislaid the envelope telling what city he
is from) votes for Mr. Loveeraft’s story, but adds: ‘‘He should go further
into the story and explain the mystery.”” The very thing that Mr. Anderson
thinks is a defect is praised by another reader, Ward Motz, who writes:
‘“The best of this was that Mr. Lovecraft left something to the imagination.
I believe that is one failing in most stories: they go too far. Personally I
would rather have a little left for my imagination.”’ Mr. Motz adds, regard-
ing David Baxter’s snake story, The Brown Moccasin, in the same issue:
‘“Never since the death of F. St. Mars have I read a better story of natural
life, and not only the story, ut the style. Let’s have more of his stories.’’

William A. P. White. of San Rafael, California, writes: ‘I wish to
commend very much the poliecy of vour magazine. Please get more stories
l())y Re:im?gl de las Cuevas, Stephen Bagby, and the author of Invaders From

ulside.

George W. Booth, of Milwaukie, Oregon, takes issue with the remarks of

a reader who (in The Eyrie) asked that we cease publishing necrophilie
stories. Mr. Booth writes: ‘I think it would be very bad indeed for
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WEeIRD TALES to accept the advice of L. Phillips, Jr., of Berkeley, California,
to cut out tales of the grave and the dead. I’m sure it doesn’t hurt the
dead any to write fiction concerning the grave.’”” He adds that ‘“‘H. P.
Lovecraft and Alice I. Fuller are reaching out for the laurels of Poe.”’

Mrs. Jean Hursh, of San Francisco, writes: ‘‘I have just finished
rcading and rereading the latest copy of WEIRD TALES in an endeavor to de-
cide which story pleased me the most. They are each one so interesting that
it is a difficult question to decide. I think it is the very best copy that has
yet been published, and I can scarcely say which I like better—Whispering
Tunnels by Stcphen Bagby or A Broken Lamp-Chimney by Arthur J. Burks,
but after considerable thinking I believe A4 Broken Lamp-Chimney is the
best of all.”’

Just what story do YOU consider the best in this issue? Send in the
name of your favorite to The Eyrie, WEIRD TaLEs, 317 Baldwin Building,
Indianapolis, Indiana. This is your magazine, and we want to know which
stories you prefer, so that we can keep the magazine in acecord with your
wishes. And if there are stories in this issue that you do not like, tell us
about them. We want to know what vou think of us, for better or for worse.

W. R. Gass, of Knoxville, Tennessee, writes: ‘‘In all sincerity I wish to
say that WEIrRD TaLEs is all that its name implies; please keep it the same.
In short, it is the only magazine I have ever read that once I begin, it is
hard for me to quit until I have read all the stories. The more weird, the
merrier for me.”’

C. O. Ilesselberth, of Toluca, Illinois, writes: ‘‘Your unique magazine
fills a gap in modern literature better than any other attempt has ever done,
and I must add that some of the excellent tales, such as those by H. P.
Lovecraft, must, I feel. go down as classiecs with the immortal Poe.”’

Ralph Roberts, of Los Angeles, fears the magazine may fall away from
its standard, and writes: ‘‘Do not change the principle of your wonderful
magazine for the few who cannot stand good eery fiction. Keep the magazine
weird.”’

Frederic Raynbird, a farmer at Bulwark, Alberta, writes: ‘‘Have just
discovered WEIRD TALES at the local store, and now I’ll never be without it.
It surely is a right royal diversion from the ordinary.’’

Harold S. Farnese, of Los Angeles, writes: ‘‘I want to take this oppor-
tunity to congratulate you on your magazine. It may not suit everybody’s
taste, but it is a great relief from mushy love-stories, Western thrillers, and
the money magazines in which millionaires confide in an unsophisticated
public how they managed to pile up their millions. Louise Garwood’s Fayrian,
in the February issue, is a marvel of stylistic dexterity and reads like a
poem.’’

But here we have come to the end of The Eyrie, without letting you see
a tithe of the letters we have received. Just a word in closing: in next month’s
issue some of the biggest guns will roar for the delectation of the readers of
WEeIrp TALEs. In addition to Burks, Owen and Quinn, you will have stories
by the four big L’s—La Spina, Leahy, Long and Lovecraft. Leahy has
not appeared in these columns since the concluding installment of his serial
novel, Draconda, in the Anniversary Issue. He has a short story this time—
a pseudo-scientific tale called Zhe Voices From the ClLff.
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The Lure of Atlantis

(Continued from page 24)

““Why?’’ I asked, somewhat testily,
though never before had I questioned
his decisions.

‘‘It is exhausting work,’’ he replied,
‘‘and we do not know how long we
can stay here before there may be a
storm, in which case we may have to
up anchor and run before it. I think
we can work best by going down in
turn, I today, you tomorrow.’’

His reasoning secemed wholly spe-
cious, but I assented sullenly.

Throughout the four hours of his
trip below I lived in torture. I thought
of him down there walking through
those magnificent halls, enjoying the
wonders of Atlantis, the attractions
of the ancient chapel, the charm of
that smiling beauty there in her crys-
tal tomb. Vaguely I wondered what
he would bring up with him, and you
may guess that I was somewhat star-
tled when he came up, as he had gone
down, with nothing at all.

That night, for the first time in our
long friendship, we had harsh words
in his cabin. I upbraided him for
bringing up none of the jewels, point-
ing out that even if he himself had
no need for further wealth, some of
the rest of us were poor men and-
could put them to good use. My re-
mark seemed to anger him greatly,
and he lost himself in a mighty gust
of wrath.

‘“They are not ours,’’ he thundered,
towering over me. ‘‘Not one jot nor
tittle of them shall we take! They
are hers. They belong to Wynona.
You shall not have them.”’

‘“You are mad!”’ I raged. “‘You
are inhumanly selfish! You at least
owe it to these poor men aboard, who
could be made independent for life.
It is not within your right to deny
them.”’

All my raging was of no avail, and
the next morning I was only partly

surprized, thoush greatly angered,
when he told me curtly that only he
would go beneath the waters. And
for another four hours I sat there on
the decks of the Nautilus, suffering
the tortures of the damned. And
again he came up empty-handed.

That night we went at it again over
the teacups. I raged, I tore, I stamped
about the room; but he answered me
with gentle words, or, more often, uot
at all. For the most part he was pe-
culiarly silent, almost uneannily
pleasant. When I had finished my
tirade he got up, but paused on the
threshold of his cabin.

‘““Fear not,”” he said with a pecu-
liarly quiet smile, ‘‘they shall have
everything. Every foot of Atlantis
shall be theirs. They shall elimb its
hills, wander through its halls, sun
themselves on its terraces. They shall
know its every beauty, all its wealth,
But for you, my friend, I can prom-
ise nothing. You are not wanted
down below.”’

His cryptic remark startled me, and
I began to wonder if he were not a lit-
tle mad.

That night I lay awake through all
the long hours until dawn, thinking
not of the jewels, of the wealth in At-
lantis, but only of Wynona. At dawn
I slept a little, and she came in all
her gorgeous beauty and mocked me
there in my cabin. That day, I vowed,
it should be I who would go below.

In that I was vastly mistaken, how-
ever. We quarreled at the rail just
before he went over, but he brushed
me back and plunged into the sea. I
saw his face, laughing up in derision
through the glass of his helmet, as he
slowly sank from sight.

FOR perhaps an hour I sat there by
the rail, until the strain became
no longer endurable. Then it was that
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the bonds of my respect to Dr. Tyr-
rel’s judgment were broken and I
realized, of a sudden, that there was
nothing to keep me from going down
even against his wishes. Thinking
thus I got myself into my diving dress
and slipped over the side.

I landed, by good luck, about half-
way up the stairs to the temple. There
again before me I saw that accursed
seaweed, but I spuined it quickly
aside and climbed the stairs. At the
entrance the wretched stuff attempted
to bar my way, but I drew my lknife
and slashed at it until it drew back.
Then I walked into the foyer and
from thence into the chapel.

Somehow I knew I should find him
there, and I wasnot disappointed. As
the details at the farther end of the
hall were revealed to me through the
dimness, I saw him kneeling before
that altar with his head down across
her crystal tomb, his face, behind the
glass in his helmet, pressed close to
hers. And then I knew that I hated
him—hated him because he loved her,
and because I loved her, and because
in some way I knew he was the fav-
ored one. For the first time I realized
that I, too, had cared nothing for the
jewels; that I, too, would have scorned
to rifle her chapel. Always it had
been Wynona. and now he had taken
her from me! I hated him with every
spark of my soul, every fiber of my
being.

““Dastard!’”’ 1 shrieked. ‘‘Thus
you have beguiled your time; thus
you have hoodwinked us all!”’

I had forgotten that the sound
could not penetrate beyond the con-
fines of my helmet, and now it echoed
and re-echoed in my steel-and-rubber
prison, ringing and sereeching in my
ears until the very blood seemed to
well up into my eyes and the sea
before me was as scarlet.

Without thought of what I was
about to do I pushed forward, knife
in hand. I would kill him there; I
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would cut him down with as little
compunction as I had the seawced be-
fore the portals. But I must be
c¢rafty! I had no intention of giving
him a chance in fair fight! I would
walk up behind him and strikke with
my knife through the rubber joints at
his throat, rip the blade downward to
his breast, and leave him there either
to drown or bDleed to death. How I
would laugh as he died there at the
fcet of his beauty! What an outcome
for his secret tryst!

And then a very strange thing hap-
pened.  There was no way under
heaven that he could have known of
my approach, for he was kneeling
with his back toward me. There was
nothing to warn him, no sound from
me that could have penetrated that
watery space to the cars within his
helmet. Yet, while I was still twenty
feet away, I saw him get slowly to
his fecet and turn about, his hand go-
ing to the knife at his belt even before
he could huve realized my purpose.

Thus confronted, I brandished my
weapon and bade him in our sign
language to be prepared, since I in-
tended to kill him or die in the at-
tempt. Scarcely had I finished, when
to my utter astonishment he slowly
replaced the knife in its sheath and
quietly awaited my coming.

Taken back though I was, I had no
intention of losing my purpose. His
very sureness enraged me the more.
1 strode forward, bending all my
weight against the intervening water,
holding my blade in readiness.

Now I stood before him, and saw
his white, sneering face behind the
glass. Shrieking aloud with a strange
exultation, I raised my weapon to
strike. But I never made that stroke.
Even as my arm descended in its mur-
derous errand, I felt myself suddenly
and helplessly snatched away.

It was that accursed seaweed! The
damnable stuff had twined about my
body as I strode across the hall; and
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now, as I drew near enough to plunge
my weapon home, it had snatched me
away. In vain I foamed and fought
it, slashing to the right and to the
left. In vain I ripped and tore and
cut, using my gloved hands where the
blade seemed too slow. Where I
slashed off yards of thc stuff, new
tendrils seemed to grow, enveloping
my body.

Frothing and screaming, kicking
and squirming, I was dragged across
the hall and out on the steps before
the temple. There, despite my
weights, the weed seemed to gather
under me, forcing me upward. In
but a few minutes the slowly receding
spires of Atlantis told me that I was
on my way to the surface.

I LAY on the bosom of the sea, kick-
ing and sereaming, but that dia-
bolical stuff was determined that I
should not sink again. Finally, as all
strength seemed to be leaving me, 1
felt myself hauled slowly out of the
water., They on board the Nawutilus,
seeing me struggling there in the
water, had slipped a boathook under
the ring at my belt and were pulling
me to her decks.

But I was crafty. Once on board
I revealed nothing of what had hap-
pened, merely pretending that I had
been taken with cramps on coming to
the surface. Then, very ecarefully, 1
laid my plans to kill Dr. Tyrrel as
soon as he should return. Secretly
I got out my pistol and a knife, and
watched for the ascending bubbles
that would tell of his coming.

But he never came. I waited there
until dusk—waited until the captain
came to me in alarm and begged me
to go below in search of his missing
employer. I should have been glad
to go—for another purpose than he
thought—but I knew that devilish
seaweed would stop me at the outset.
Looking over the side I could see it
lurking there, waiting. Once I was
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in its clutches it could hold me there
powerless while my quarry came
aboard in safety and my last chance
was lost. But I could not tell them
this, so I cut a rent in my diving
dress, telling them it would be impos-
sible for me to venture below.

With the coming of darkness, all
thought of my leaving the ship was
abandoned, and Dr. Tyrrel’s life was
despaired of. For myself, I knew
that he was still down there keeping
his tryst with Wynona, and the
thought of it made me fairly boil with
rage. As the night wore on, I be-
came exhausted with the play of con-
flicting emotions, and, pretending an
illness, I went to my cabin.

I MUST have slept longer than I had
intended, for I had many long
dreams in which I saw my colleague
in the arms of Wynona. The two of
them stood there on one of the pillars
of Atlantis, mocking me as I struggled
with the weeds of the Sargasso. Each
dream brought the stuff nearer my
throat, while it shook and crushed me
as if I were a rodent in the grip of
a python. It had clutched my
shoulders and was shaking me again,
when I awoke and saw that I was not
at the bottom of the sea but safe in
my cabin, with the captain of the
Nautilus grasping me frantically by
the shoulder.

‘““What is the matter?’’ I de-
manded, bounding out of my bed and
wondering if Dr. Tyrrel had slipped
back during the watches of the night.

‘“The ship is sinking, sir,”’ he said,
his voice all a-tremble in the darkness.
‘““You’d best come on deck. There’s
something wrong. I don’t under-
stand it.”’

The man’s teeth were actuglly
chattering, and the tones of his voice
strack me into a panic. As I stood
there, peering at his white face in the
gloom, I noticed for the first time
that the floor of my cabin had as-
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sumed a noticeable angle. The ship
appeared to be no longer responding
to the roll of the seas, but wobbled
and tugged in an uncannily impotent
way.

Hastily donning an overgarment, I
hurried out on deck. The night was
starlit, the ocean smooth, save for the
gentle undulating billows from which
it is never free. And yet the Nautilus
was going down by the head! Already
the angle of her decks had assumed a
higher pitch while I had tarried there
in my cabin. At that moment she as-
sumed a slight list to port, the wobble
becoming more accentuated with each
billow. In the forward part of the
vessel there arose a wail of voices,
from the throats of terror-stricken,
helpless men.

1 turned angrily to the captain and
demanded why he had not set the
crew to the pumps.

‘“I’ve tried that, sir,’’ he answered,
‘““and I found there isn’t a drop of
water in her hold!”’

‘“‘It’s her anchor, then,”’ I said;
‘‘it’s probably caught on the bottom
and the rising tide is pulling her
under.”” (1 am not a nautical man,
a2nd this seemed an adequate explana-
tion.)

‘I had the anchor up an hour ago,
sir,”’ he answered. ‘‘I tried to pull
cut of here—actually tried to get her
under way; but her propellers won’t
budge her. My God, sir! it seems that
we’re being pulled down! We actu-
ally can’t move!’’

At that moment there came a
ripping and creaking sound from her
liold, followed by another drunken
wobble to port. And that, I think,
gave me my first inkling of what was
really happening to the Nautilus.
Running up into the forward part of
the ship, I peered over the side. What
I saw there pulled a strange cry of
exultation from my throat.
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Under her bowsprit and, I dare say,
all along the whole length of her keel,
were little, suckerlike tendrils pro-
truding from the water, worming and
squirming their way upward over her
smooth white sides.

The Nautilus was in the grip of the
Sargasso seaweed! She was being
pulled under—pulled under to At-
lantis! Now I understood that grue-
some pile of wreckage so far below.

I realize that when the world reads
this it will call me mad, and I think
for the next few hours perhaps I was.
I sprang into the air; I jumped and
leaped about the deck. I shouted for
very joy. I was going to fool Dr.
Tyrrel after all! He had said Atlantis
would not take me, but it was taking
the Nautilus, and if it took the
Nautilus it must take me!

The crew must have gathered from
my yells and exclamations of triumph
what had happened, for they left off
their wails and went to work with
hatchets, knives and axes. The weed,
by this time, had crept up almost to
the rails, and now, as if realizing it
had been discovered, it actually began
swarming over the side, on to the
decks, and eventually into the masts
and rigeging. They, poor fellows,
chopped and hacked and fought it
through most of the night. It was a
losing fight. Inch by inch her bow
tilted downward. Inch by inch her
rounded stern arose toward the
heavens. Once they tried to lower
her boats, but no sooner had these
touched the water than the seaweed
fastened its clutches upon them.

‘When the angle of her decks be-
came impossible for further footing,
I climbed to her stern rail, where I
perched and howled and shrieked in
glee.

Ah, fool, fool that I was! I had
forgotten that Atlantis did not want
me. Had I been more clever, had I
had more of the cunning of the day
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before, I should have hidden myself
away somewhere in the bowels of her
and gone down with her to the very
depths.

HE went down at dawm with a dull

creaking of strained timbers and a
hoarse, despairing gurgle and whistle
from the air expelled from her holds.
And I—fool!—perched there on her
stern rail, shrieked and shouted for
the very joy of it. One by one I saw
their bobbing heads go under; one by
one I saw the last bits of wreckage
enveloped by that slimy creeping
thing and engulfed forever.

At noon, at night, I was still float-
ing on.

Again and again I dived, seeking
to entangle myself; again and again
I felt myself thrust backward to the
surface. The sun, a blistering ball of
copper in the sky, sank lower and
lower, and with the coming of the
night I believe I must have slept there
on the bosom of the Sargasso Sea.

There were other days and other
nights, when I screamed and writhed
in raging impotence, for I had come
to realize that the sea was only play-
ing with me, waiting there idly for
me to dic, when I should be carried
far from Atlantis and Wynona by
some swift current.  But on the dawn
of the third day a great ship hovered
over me and even against my will I
was saved.

I come now ta the end of my story.
I know that the world will judge me
mad in the writing of it, but for the
world and its judgment I care noth-
ing, for I know whereof I have
spoken. I have yet another and
longer story to bring to a close and
as I set this down I plan to write my
finis to it out there on the decks of
the Brant. Of this Captain Waters
knows nothing, for I have his promise
that he will not read this until to-
morrow.

Therefore on this third day of
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March I hereby set my signature to
this, my story.
CHARLES WiLLIAMS RANDOLPH.

ELL, Randolph’s story as he told

it to me when we first pulled
him aboard the Brani was about the
same as his statement, except maybe
it wasn’t so connected. But, as I
said before, we’d no sooner got him
aboard than the capful of wind we’d
been relying on dropped off and left
us in a dead calm, and then things
commenced to happen.

It was about midnight that night, I
guess, when we first noticed the old
hooker had stopped rolling and was
beginning to wobble in a queer sort of
way. I didn’t pay much attention to
it, but turned in, leaving the deck to
the mate. He woke me up about an
hour later. She was down by the
head and already in a bad way. I
remembered Randolph’s yarn about
the seaweed then, and so I ran for’ard
to the chains and looked over the side.

Well, sir, I could see it there on her
cutwater and all around her forefoot.
Then there came a creaking and a
groaning from her holds, which meant
that her bottom must be covered. 1
had the whole crew piped and we
went to it with axes and knives and
everything we could lay our hands on.
As heaven is my judge, you could see
it a-growing over her sides—it was
alive! In no time at all it was on her
decks and into her rigging. While
we were fighting it out of the main
shrouds it would get into the jigger,
and when we'd get at the jigger it
would get up into the mizzen, and so
on. Finally we began to list pretty
badly to port, and so I ordered the
mate to cut away the fore and jigger,
they being the ones that seemed the
worst. This helped a little but not
much,

And that man, Randolph! He was
a fiend! He came out on deck and
danced there like a maniae, yelling
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and singing. He didn’t try to inter-
fere with the crew, so we didn’t pay
any attention to him. After a while
I saw him going below, and I didn’t
find him until afterward.

We were pretty well loaded up with
Chilean nitrates—valuable stuff—and
so I held on to her cargo as long as I
could, hoping we might get her clear;
but after a while I saw it was no go.
With the cargo out of her, I knew
she’d be harder to pull under; but on
the other hand, when she was empty
it would be easier for that stuff to
pull her over on her beam ends. But
it was nip and tuck for our lives then,
and to hell with the cargo. So I gave
the order for half the crew to open
her hatches and get the stuff out.

It was in powdered form and
packed in sacks, three hundred
pounds to the sack. We began getting
it up as best we could, and no easy
job it was, with the list on her and
the wobble and all that slimy stuff
a-squirming over her both alow and
aloft.

WE’D dropped about twenty or
maybe thirty bags over the side
when one of them broke and spilled
into the water. That was what saved
us—that bag breaking over the side.
I was standing by the rail helping the
men, when I saw it spill into the
water; and then I noticed there was a
hissing and a boiling all about her
where the stuff had gone in. And
that weed—it just melted away all
around her waterline for the distance
of ten feet—curled up and dropped
off! That gave me my idea. There
was some chemical reaction in that
nitrate which was death to that sea-
weed.

I grabbed the next bag and knifed
it open, and we dumped it in. Then
I was sure—the nitrates would do the
trick.

Well, sir, we just quit fighting that
stuff with knives and axes and went
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at it with those nitrates. We
sprinkled it all over the ship fore and
aft, and then we put the whaleboat
over the side and sprinkled the stuff
against her sides and as far down as
we could get below her waterline.
Pretty - soon the weed in the rigging
began todry up and wither away, and
then she began to roll a bit instead of
wobbling. Another six hours of it,
with most of the cargo overboard,
and we were clear. We still had some
canvas on her and a little breeze came
along and pushed her out of there.

I thought maybe Randolph had
thrown himself overboard and had not
been noticed during the excitement,
but the next day we found him hiding
in the after hold. 1Ie said he was
waiting for the ship to go down and
that nobody would fool him this time.
‘When I told him she was clear he
began to ery like a child. Then I got
him up to my cabin and set him about
writing his statement.

But I'd forgotten he had a mania
for making away with himself—I sup-
pose I'm to blame for that. He went
out on the deck afterward. I didn’t
see what happened, but the mate said
he climbed up into the mizzen shrouds
and then threw himself down-—not
into the water but upon the deck.
‘When we picked him up he was con-
scious, but dying.

I felt sorry for him, poor devil!
He called to me as he lay there dying,
and made me promise that I’d bury
him as soon as he’d gone.

¢“I can walk back by myself,’’ said
he. “‘I know the way. I’ll find her.”’

Well, what could I do? I promised.
He went, about half an hour later,
smiling a good-bye. We sewed him
in one of those sacks, put some scrap
iron at his feet, and let him go. I
suppose he’s down there now, and I
hope he found her, whoever she may

-
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The Soul-Catching Cord

(Continued from page 36)

The bony hands raised to the skull,
took it off and made a desperate at-
tempt to hurl it at him. The skull
clung to the blackened fingers as if
magnetized.

Before the scholar had completed
the diagram, the skeleton fell to the
ground. It moved feebly, until dark-
ness screened it from him.

Then out of the night came a final
mournful and piteous cry, ‘‘Oh, spare
me, and give back the cord of my
soul!”’

As if in answer came the clear
early-morning call of a vendor of
greens, the first always of the day,
*‘Mai shia tsai! Masi shia tsai!’’ The
world, the world of restless, moving,
cvervday life, of reality, was upon
him.

Overcome by a drowziness that was
almost a swoon, Moh-chien sank back
with a groan and lost consciousness.
His hand relaxed on the cold, braided
cord in his pocket.

I'r was broad daylight when the
scholar awoke. As he opened his
eyes he saw a knot of people sur-
rounding a young woman—the wife.
They had picked her up from the
floor, where he had last seen her, and
even now were loosening a heavy,
braided horsehair cord from around
her neck. She was pale, and her head
lolled back. On her throat were great
livid bruises.

A young man, frightened and
breathless, was chafing her hands. No
one paid the least attention to Moh-
chien.

The girl-wife showed no signs of
life; and they carried her to the
family hall, where stood the shrine.
Her husband kowtowed before the
god, and burned silver and gold-foil

spirit money. He lighted two candles.

At that moment Moh-chien spoke,
wearily.

‘“All that is unnecessary. She is
not dead. Here-—I have the cord that
holds her soul.’’

He felt in his pocket for the cold
bit of braided rope. But the cord
was gone.

Yet, in proof of his first statement,
the wife stirred. She sighed and
muttered, ‘‘Lead on Vaung Tsan,
Tha-tha. And 1 will—will—?*’

““Will—not—follow!’’

The scholar completed her sentence
with forecible distinctness.

‘“What?’’ ejaculated an elderly
man, a neighbor. ‘‘This is more than
strange! The old wife, Vaung Tsan,
used to live here! Why, she died
just before you were married! She
hanged herself, three years agol
Yes!”’

The man became visibly more ex-
cited.

‘‘Yes, it was just three years ago
last night! I remember, because it
was the third day of the mid-autumn
festival. In that room, Mei-An, Thqg-~
tha—in your bedroom.’’

The young husband knelt by his
wife with tender remorsefulness.,
But gone from her were the shadowy
vapors of Ch’i. She smiled weakly
back. Then they both turned toward
the old scholar, as if subconsciously
aware that there, at their side, stood
their deliverer.

Before either of them could speak,
he, too, smiled. His faded, far-seeing
eyes were gentle. He picked up his
traveler’s staff and left the house,

It was still some ten Iz to his home,
a village not far from the city of
Scochow.
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Deaf, Dumb and
Blind

(Continued from page 30)

it does not come from outside. Va-
grant visions of the past, somber
scenes of other days, flash before me
in stereoscopic review. A flaming fac-
tory . . . hysterical screams of terri-
fied women penned in by walls of fire;
a blazing schoolhouse pitiful
cries of helpless children trapped by
collapsing stairs; a theater fire . .
frantic babel of panie-stricken people
fighting to freedom over blistering
floors; and, over all, impenetrable
clouds of black, noxious, malicious
smoke polluting the peaceful sky. The
air of the room is saturated with
thick, heavy, stifling waves .. . at
any moment I expect to feel hot
tongues of flame lick eagerly at my
useless legs . . . my eyes smart . . .
my ears throb . . . I cough and choke
to rid my lungs of the Ocypetian
fumes . . . smoke such as is asso-
ciated only with appalling catastro-
phes . . . acrid, stinking, mephitic
smoke permeated with the revolting
odor of burning flesh. * * ¢

Once more I am alone with this
portentous calm. The welcome breeze
that fans my cheeks is fast restoring
my vanished courage. Clearly, the
house cannot be on fire, for every
vestige of the torturous smoke is gone.
I cannot detect a single trace of it,
though I have been sniffing like a
bloodhound. I am beginning to
wonder if I am going mad; if the
years of solitude have unhinged my
mind—but the phenomenon has been
too definite to permit me to class it as
mere hallucination. Sane or insane,
I cannot conceive these things as
aught but actualities—and the mo-
ment I catalogue them as such I can
come to only one logical conclusion.
The inference in itself is enough to
upset one’s mental stability. To con-
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ccde this is to grant the truth of the
superstitious rumors which Dobbs
compiled from the villagers and trans-
¢ribed for my sensitive finger-tips to
read—unsubstantial hearsay that my
materialistic mind instinctively con-
demnns as asininity!

I wish the throbbing in my cars
would stop! It is as if mad spectral
plavers were beating a duet upon the
aching drums. 1 suppose it is merely
a reaction to the suffocating sensa-
tions I have just experienced. A few
more deep drafts of this refreshing
am., . ..

Something—someone is in this
1room! I am as sure I am no longer
alone as if I could see the presence I
sense so infallibly. It is an impres-
sion quite similar to one which I have
had while elbowing my way through
a crowded street—the definite notion
that eves were singling me out from
the rest of the throng with a gaze in-
tense cnough to arrest my subcon-
scious attention—the same sensation,
only magnified a thousandfold. Who
—what —can it be? After all, my
fears may be groundless, perhaps it
means only that Dobbs has returned.
No . . . it is not Dobbs. As I antic-
ipated, the tattoo upon my ears has
ceased and a low whisper has caught
my attention . . . the overwhelming
significance of the thing has just
registered itself upon my bewildered
brain . . . 1 can hear!

1t is not a single whispering voice,
but many! ®* ®* ® Lecherous buzzing
of bestial blowflies . . . Satanic hum-
ming of libidinous bees . . . sibilant
hissing of obscene reptiles . . . a whis-
pering chorus no human throat could
sing! It is gaining in volume . . .
the room rings with demoniacal chant-
ing; tuneless, toneless and grotesque-
ly grim . . . a diabolical choir rehears-
ing unholy litanies . . . peans of Me-
phistophelian misery set to music of
wailing souls . . . a hideous crescendo
of pagan pandemonium * * *
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The voices that surround me are
drawing closer to my chair. The
chanting has come to an abrupt end
and the whispering has resolved it-
self into intelligible sounds. I strain
my ears to distinguish the words.
Closer . . . and still closer. They
are clear, now—too clear! Better had
my ears been blocked forever than
forced to listen to their hellish mouth-
ings ® *'*

Impious revelations of soul-sicken-
ing Saturnalia ®* ®* * ghoulish con-
ceptions of devastating debaucheries
® ¢ * profane bribes of Cabirian or-
gies * * * malevolent threats of un-
imagined punishments ® * *

I'r 1S cold. Unseasonably cold! As

if inspired by the cacodemoniacal
presences that harass me, the breeze
that was so friendly a few minutes
ago growls angrily about my ears—
an icy gale that rushes in from the
swamp and chills me to the bone.

If Dobbs has deserted me I do not
blame him. I hold no brief for cow-
ardice or craven fear, but there are
some things ®* ®* ®* I only hope his fate
has been nothing worse than to have
departed in time!

My last doubt is swept away. I am
doubly glad, now, that I have held to
my resolve to write down my impres-
sions . . . not that I expect anyone
to understand . . . or believe .
it has been a relief from the madden-
ing strain of idly waiting for each
new manifestation of psychic abnor-
mality. As I see it, there are but
three courses that may be taken: to
flee from this accursed place and
spend the torturous years that lie
ahead in trying to forget—but flee I
cannot; to yield to an abominable al-
liance with forces so malign that Tar-
tarus to them would seem but an al-
cove of Paradise—but yield I will
not; to die—far rather would I have
my body torn limb from limb than to
contaminate my soul in barbarous
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barter with such emissaries of Be-

lial = '* *

I have had to pause for a moment
to blow upon my fingers. The room
is cold with the fetid frigor of the
tomb . . . a peaceful numbness is
creeping over me . . . I must fight
oft this lassitude; it is undermining
my determination to die rather than
give in 1o the insidious importunings

. . I vow, anew, to resist until the
end . . . the end that I know cannot
be far away * * *

The wind is colder than ever, if
such a thing be possible . . . a wind
freighted with the stench of dead-
alive things * * * O merciful God
Who took my sight! * * * 4 wind so
cold it burns where it should freeze

...1it has become a Dblistering
sirocco * * *
Unseen fingers grip me . . . ghost

fingers that lack the physical strength
to force me from my machine . . .
icy fingers that force me into a vile
vortex of vice . . . devil-fingers that
draw me down into a cesspool of eter-
nal iniquity . . . death fingers that
shut off my breath and make my
sightless eyes feel they must burst
with the pain ®* ®* ®* frozen points press
against my temples * * * hard, bony
knobs, akin to horns ®* * * boreal
breath of some long-dead thing kisses
my fevered lips and sears my hot
throat with frozen flame * * *

It is dark ®* * *®* not the darkness
that is part of years of blindness
® * * the impenetrable darkness of
sin-steeped night * * * the pitch-black
darkness of Purgatory * * ®

Isee® * * spes mea Christus! * * *
it is theend * * *

E  J » » » » * * & *

Not for mortal mind is any resist-
ing of force beyond human imagina-
tion. Not for immortal spirit is any
conguering of that which hath probed
the depths and made of immortality a
transient moment. The end? Nay!
It is but the blissful beginning . .

179

Your Last Chance
to Get a Copy of
Our Mammoth

Anniversary

Number

3IN 1

OUR May, June and July num-
bers of 1924 were combined
into one big issue. The stories in
this over-size edition are full of
breath - taking adventures, and
eery crime-—woven in a masterly
fashion by the authors. They are
extraordinary, unusual, imagina-
tive tales of stark terror and shud-
dering horror.

YOUR life is not complete un-
til you have read this issuc.
We are selling a good number of
these every day and the supply
will soon be exhausted. Send your
order in today before it is too late.
Price 50ec.

WEIRD TALES

Dept. T-1 317 Baldwin Bidg. lnduupolu, Ind.

't marry st

a:mlbrpl ln.de

Y crunce res. Cb, 10w, 400 B8, 7.C.. oot 202 B

IVHY PAY THE PRICE?

PEPPY GIRL PHOTOS

The orettiest you ever saw. Young and stun-
ning Beautics in Startling Poses. FPostcard size,
4 for 25c. 18 for $1.00. You’ll keep these for.
ever. Address Robt. H. Denning, McKcnazie,
Tenn. *

IMPORTED FRENCH LOVERS PHOTOS!
Bea\mful x!ru and fellows fn Romantic Kiasing
and Hug posen Higherade color tinted
bostcarads. 1¥ for $1.00. Carr’'s Novelty House.
(WT) Box 178, New Haven, Conn.




180

WEIRD TALES

Bloody Moon

(Continued from page 16)

ibility and endurance; his overseas
service had taught him some tricks of
this fighting game. He beat out with
his fists; he took the clenches and
played for blood. Always the hands
worked for his throat.

And what curious hands they were
—long and murderous, with nails like
razors! Once they caught in his face,
and he felt the warm blood drip upon
his defending arms. For a moment
he fancied he had gained the ascend-
ancy when, by a terrific blow with no
better aim than blind instinet, he
smashed the unscen face. The thing
staggered back. But he had hardly
regained his own scattered faculties
before the battle was resumed, with
bloody determination. He sidestepped
whenever possible, retreating as op-
portunity offercd. He had to feel his
way carefully, however, for the Jump-
off is always a menace in cave ex-
ploration, and he was satisfied that
there was a subterranean cliff leaping
down to the waters of Lost River.

As he retreated, he became aware
that the roar of the stream was in-
creasing in intensity. He sloshed into
some water once, by which token he
knew the passage was going farther
down into the earth. A sudden fear,
such as takes possession of one in the
darkness when he imagines that he is
in the act of stepping off, compelled
him to hands and knees.

He put his foot back. Less than a
yard back his toe went suddenly over
an edge! His instinct and knowledge
of caverns had not played him false.
Had he stayed on his feet and contin-
ued his retreat, he would have crashed
to his doom far down into the hole
through which the waters of Lost
River now roared.

Had the woman paused, expect-
ing him to go over the ledge? He
remembered now. Several yards back

he had sensed a branching of the pas-
sages. Cool air came from one direc-
tion; warm air from another. The
cool air, it was evident, blew from the
water whose roar filled his ears. The
warm air doubtless came from an in-
let somewhere at the surface.

The thought that had he gone the
other way he might beat up to free-
dom sickened him. There was noth-
ing to do now but renew the attaclk
and gain the other passage, the mouth
of which she was probably guarding.
Every instant when he was fighting
the creature he expected to feel a
sharp thrust, and a death reaction to
some poison such as had probably
taken off his father and grandfather.

But he could not wait long here in
inaction. Already his muscles were
stiffening, and the bruises and abra-
sions about his body growing painful.

He swore under his breath. Old
Alligator Pearson had been slain, back
there in those distant days, and he
had deserved his punishment. Why
couldn’t the curse have stopped with
the real offender? That was the
trouble with one of those ecrimes—they
somehow were never expiated until
about the tenth generation.

There remained nothing but to re-
turn to the battle. He got his blood
going by waving his arms and flex-
ing his muscles, and then he started
cautiously forward.

He was making his way steadily
along when suddenly he all but
stumbled over the woman! The sound
of his footfalls had been muffled by
the roar of Lost River, and she had
not heard his approach until he was
upon her.

The battle recommenced with a
fury that brooked no quarter. The
rest that had chilled and stiffened
him more than it had refreshed him,
appeared to have been as wine to the
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savage Amazon. He pushed her away
from him, striking blindly again and
again, but without avail. Her claws
slashed his face and arms; once she
caught one of his fingers between her
teeth and nearly bit it off. The ter-
rible pain blinded him into semi-con-
sciousness. With this as an advan-
tage she pushed him back toward the
chasm. Nearer and nearer he felt
himself forced to the brink of the
precipice.

In a sudden reaction of angry en-
ergy, he determined that his foe
should die with him. If she lived in
the flesh, she should now die in its
mortality. His foot felt the brink of
the jump-off.

The time had come. He had been
falling back, trying to keep at arms’
length from the woman; but now he
changed his tactics and made a des-
perate clinch. He gave a frantic
pull, and together they went over the
brink!

In the protracted fall through the
Stygian blackness he had some curi-
ously clear impressions. The roar of
the water seemed to rise to meet them.
The draft of the flue was sharp and
filled with chill particles of moisture.
The woman who fell with him ae-
cepted their common fate with a
strange, dull passivity. Her body
was warm and not without a certain
charm of touch which instinet told
him was that of youth. It was a curi-
ous paradox that, after many minutes
of furious battling, in which nothing
but death could close the issue, his
hand should be upon her breast, and
he could feel the flutter of her heart.
Then came the impact.

HE chill waters of Lost River

seemed to gather them up in a
roaring, breathless embrace. He had
always been a good swimmer—the
waters of Green River could bear
testimony as to that. Instinetively he
held his breath. The swirl carried
him and the woman swiftly away
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from the churning froth where the
hurtling waters reached the earth
again. It eame to him that he was
not gone, after all. He had not con-
sidered the ‘‘saucer’’ which is always
to be found at the foot of a fall, hol-
lowed out by ages of falling water to
a depth of many feet.

His courage revived by the turn of
fortune, he began to figure his way
out. From his knowledge of the
locality, he judged that he was less
than a hundred yards from safety,
where the subterranean stream came
finally to the light in the waters of
GGireen River. If he could last for five
minutes, life would be his. The
woman seemed lifeless in his arms,
now ; but she did not hinder his move-
ments—the sweeping waters carried
them both like corks. He found, too,
that in spite of the low roof of the
stream’s bed, his head more often
than not cmerged in a pocket of air
that permitted him a long breath.

The passageway widened, narrowed
again: then the waters, half jovfully,
bhalf vengcfully, suddenly evicted him
out of the bowels of the earth into the
rocky bed of Green River. The
woman was still with him, her hair
floating on the cottony waters, the
brilliant light of the high-riding moon
tracing her features into a picture
far from unlovely.

He dragged both her and himself
to the sandy bank. Her features were
Indian, but with a pleasant variant
due to her unmistakable white blood.
Hex berry-brown skin and gipsy hair
came from her aboriginal ancestry;
the rotundity of chin and mold of
cheek from her Nordic stock. Her
clothing was a nondeseript garment
of skins and rags. And even the
bruises about her body, and the
clotted blood in cuts about her neck,
arms and shoulders, did not mar the
beauty of her maidenhood. Her body
rested limply on the sand, the last of
the curse of the Indian bloody moon.

He dropped to his knees by
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her and began chafing her hands.
Between times he built a fire by flak-
ing two flint rocks together, Indian
fashion, and catching the sparks in
rotten wood. Thereafter he worked
with her to better purpose, and pres-
ently she was sufficiently revived for
him to remove her to the house, where
he turned her over to the tender
ministrations of his mother.

THE rest of the story came by de-
grees over a long period of time,
while the girl learned the language
of her white ancestry. Much of what
she recounted was merely her own
tradition, but it pieced in well with
the facts in young Pearson’s posses-
sion, and was entirely plausible. The
son of the Indian princess and old
Alligator Pearson had taken to the
caves after he became grown, wifing
an Indian girl from a remnant of an
allied tribe. In course of time he had
killed his father. Passing the eurse
of his mother on to sons and daugh-
ters of his own, in course of time he
had died. The charge had been car-
ried faithfully out by each succeed-
ing generation, usually with a poison
made from the venom of a moccasin
snake and certain plants whose iden-
tity had become lost to the girl. And
so, because of the pressure of getting
food, and the life under the earth, her
people had all passed away, leaving
her to complete the curse. She had
lost the formula for the poison. In
desperation she had worked out theo
present plan, hoping to get the last of
the Pearsons into the cave and starve
him to death, or drown him over the
falls of Lost River.

The rest of this tale is another
story. But so far as the house of
Pearson was concerned, the bloody
moon superstition became merely an
old wives’ tale. The next Pearson in
line was a fawn-skinned boy who
would never know a sense of dread
when the month of May brought a
blood-red moon in the evening sky.
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When the Green
Star Waned

{Continued from page 12)

escape, or work us harm in some man-
ner!’’ .

We left the captive Thing in the
little room, fastened the sole door, and
Hul Jok retained the ward-strip
which alone could unlock it again.
The Aerthon said something to Mor
Ag, who smiled and patted him on the
shoulder, reassuringly.

‘‘He thanked us for putting it be-
yond his power to obey —’

He broke off to ask the Aerthon
another question, then gasped.

‘““Dear Mother of l.ife!’’ he ejacu-
lated. ‘‘The Things are from the dark
side of the Moun, Aerth’s satellite!’’

The Aerihon nodded.

¢¢ dvitchi!?’’ he exclaimed, and add-
ed another word: ‘‘Hell!”’

We knew not his language—that is,
none save Mor Ag, but we all caught
his meaning. I1e referred to the abode
of evi), as it was understood on Aerth.

WE wouULD have questioned the
Aerthon farther through the
medium of Mor Ag, for we all were
intensely curious, but just then that
occurred which put an end to ques-
tioning, and served likewise to hasten
our departure from this sorely afflict-
ed planet.

A crackling, sizzling hiss of light-
ning and a terrific crash of thunder—
the world, so far as we were imme-
diately concerned, all one blinding
glare of violet-tinted light—and the
great Aethir-Torp rocked under the
impaet.

““Aho!’’ shouted Hul Jok. ‘“What
now?’’ And he dashed to one of the
lookout openings just as another
levin-bolt struck.

‘We joined him, and one glance was
enough. All about us and above us
were swarming great iridescent
globes, and it was from these that
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there now came incessant streaks and
flashes of lightning—powerful elee-
tric eurrents.

Our commander leapt into the con-
ning tower, the others of us sprang
cach to his station at one of the Ak-
Blastors, of which our craft mounted
six, and we promptly left the ground.

In a manner of speaking, we had
little to fear, for the metal Berulion,
of which Aethir-Torps are built, could
in no wise be harmed by lightning,
nor could we who were inside be
shocked thereby. But some part of
the controlling mechanism might have
been seriously disarranged by the jar-
ring concussions, and, besides, it was
no part of our natures to submit
tamely to attacks from any source.

\Vith a swoosh we shot into air and
1Iul Jok headed the sharp-pointed
nose of our great fighting cylinder
straight into the thick of the shining
vlobes that swooped and floated and
swirled about and above us. Their
thin walls gave them no protection
against our impact, and we shattered
them as easily as breaking the shells
of eggs.

With the Ak-Blastors we could and
did shatter some of the globes which
we failed to ram, but the vibrations of
disintegration from these had no more
cffect upon the occupants of the
vlobes than had the little hand Blas-
tors previously—and Hul Jok fairly
stamped in rage.

‘“Ron Ti,”’ he exclaimed wrathful-
lv. ‘““your science is but a fraudulent
thing! We mount your improved
model Blastors, purported to slay
aught living, disintegrate anyone, and
now—"’

1Iis anger well-nigh choked him.

“*Content you,’’ soothed Ron. *“‘If
we come again to Aerth—’’

‘““If we come again to Aerth,’’ Hul
Jok asserted grimly, ‘‘ Aerth will be
cleaned, or I return no more to Ven-
hez! But,’’ he went on, imperatively,
‘“you must find that which will de-
stroy these Lunarions. We shattered
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and rammed their foolish globes, from
which they play with the powers of
thunder and lightning, but them we
might not harm. They did but float,
insolent, safely down to Aerth!”’

‘“We have one Lunarion upon
whom to experiment,’’ suggested Vir
Dax meaningly.

‘“Ay,”’ snapped Hul Jok. ‘‘And I
look to you and Ron Ti to produce
results! See to it that you fail not!’’

I have known the giant commander
since we were children together, but
never had I seen him in such mood.
He seemed beside himself with what,
in a lesser man, I should have
classed as humiliation, but I realized,
as did the others that it was merely
that in him the dignity of the Looped
Cross had been proffered insult,
amounting well-nigh to defeat, and
that to him the Looped Cross, em-
blem of our planet, was a sacred sym-
bol, his sole object of adoration; and
his high, fierce spirit was sore, smart-
ing grievously, and could in no wise
be appeased until, as he himself had
phrased it, *“ Aerth was clean!’’

WE HAD formally made report to
the Supreme Council and had
handed over to them, for disposal,
both the Aerthon and the Lunarion
we had brought back with us. And
the Supreme Council, in their wis-
dom, had commanded Mor Ag and
Vir Dax to examine and question the
Lunarion, with me to make rec-
ords of aught he might say—but he
would say naught, scemingly taking
fiendish delight in baffling us.

The Aerthon, whose name was Jon,
had told Mor Ag, while we were on
our homeward flight, all that was to
be known as to the conditions on
Aerth. Here is no space to record it
all, but briefly it was as follows:

Centuries ago, the Aerthons, di-
vided into nations, warred. A
mighty empire, hoping to dominate
the planet, attacked a little country
as a commencement. Another and
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larger nation hastened to the rescue
of its tiny neighbor. A great island
kingdom was drawn into the fray. A
powerful republic overseas took hand
in the matter; so, ended the strife.

But rather than ending warfare,
it did but give fresh incentive to in-
ventions of deadly devices. Some-
body found that the element—metal
—ogold, had strange qualities, previ-
ously unguessed. Another discovered
that gold could be produced by arti-
ficial means, synthetically, to use
Aerthly terminology. But the pro-
ducing was by drawing it from out
the storehouse of the universe, the
primordial Aethir, wherein, dormant,
are all things objective and subjec-
tive. And the drain on the Aethir
opeuned strange doors in space, which
heretofore, by fiat of the Great Wis-
dom, had been fast sealed.

Scientists of a great race, Mongul-
ions, made too free use of the Aethir,
hoping in their turn to subjugate the
races of the West. Because of the
vibrations set up in their labors, they
made easy passage from Aerth to
Moun. And on the dark side of the
Moun dwelt a race of fiends, soulless,
beyond the pale of the Infinite Mercy,
who moved about to keep the Moun’s
bulk always between them and the
hated light of the Sun. These had
cver hated Aerth and its dwellers, for
once they had inhabited that fair
planet, until theyv became too wicked,
and they, and the Moun, broken from
its parent Acrth by Almighty wrath,
had hecen set apart in the sea of space.
The Moun, although -circling ever
about its parent planet, revolved
never on an axis, so had one side
turned ever toward Aerth; and these
Lords of the Dark Face, in their
eon-old hate, saw chance, at long
last, to regain their lost world, upon
which they looked with envy when the
lunar phases brought them during the
dark of the Moun to the side facing
Aerth. In their Selenion globes they
invaded Aerth, availing themselves
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of the openings the Mongulions had
unwittingly established.

Aided by these unholy powers of
evil, the Mongulions had dominated,
cven as they had planned, all other
races, reduced them to conditions of
abject servitude, and iere, in turn,
subjugated by the Lords of the Dark
Face, through sheer will-energy alone.

So, reduced to conditions wherein
they were less than beasts, the Aerth-
ons had remained, prey to their fiend-
ish conquerors, subjected to such
treatments as even now, while I write,
sicken my soul within me to think of,
and are unfit to describe—for why
afflict clean minds with unncecessary
corruptions ?

Only those who have heard that
Aerthon’s story can conceive of what
bad, for ages, taken placc in the
ghastly orgies of the Lunarions—and
we who did hear will never again be
quite the same as we were before our
ears were thus polluted.

So utterly abhorrent were condi-
tions on Aerth that our Supreme
Council decreed that such must be
abolished at any cost. Not the planet,
but the state of affairs prevailing.
For they feared that the very Aethir
would become putrescent, and moral
degeneracy reach eventually to every
planet of the Universal Chain!

But that, again, involved every
planet in the matter. So they, the
council, sent out invitation to all
other planets for conference. Then
came delegates from them all. They
talked, discussed, debated, consulted
—and that was all.

Hul Jok, the practical, violated in-
terplanetary etiquette, finally.

‘“‘Talk?!?’’ he shouted, rising from
where he sat with the other Venhe-
zians. ‘‘“What does talk do¥ We be
no nearer than when we started.
Since none can offer helpful sugges-
tion, hear me! I am War Prince of
Venhez, not a sage, but I say that
Ron Ti, if allowed sufficient time, can
find that which will slay these Luna-
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rions—all of their evil brood, and that
is what is needed! Leave this matter
to us of Venhez!’’

A gravely genial delegate from
Jopitar rose in his place.

““Oh, you of Venhez,”’ he said in
his stately, courtly speech, ‘‘vour
War Prince has spoken well! Since
Ron Ti is acknowledged greatest of
inventors on any world, he has but
to demand, and if we of Jopitar can
place aught at his disposal to further
his investigations, he has but to com-
municate with us, and what we have
is at his disposal!’’

One by one, delegates from all the
planets confirmed the Jopitarian’s
proffer, repeating it for those whom
they represented. And one delegate,
a huge, red-hued, blue-eyed being,
went even farther, for, springing to
his feet, he thundered:

‘‘But if there is to be actual af-
fray, we of Mharz demand that we
participate!’’

Hul Jok strode forward and
slapped the Mharzion on the shoulder.

‘“Aho!”’ he laughed. ‘‘One after
my own heart! Brother, it is in my
mind that crafts and fighters from all
the planets will be needed before this
matter is ended!’’

I'r SEEMS cruel, I know, but what else
was there to do? From then on,
that captive Lunarion was subjected
to strange, some of them frightful,
tests. Poisons and acids Vir Dax
found had no effect upon him. Cut-
ting instruments hurt, but failed to
injure permanently. Already we
knew that the Blastors—deadliest
weapons known to any planet—were
ineffective.

Ron Ti was at his wits’ end! Two
of our Venhezian years passed, and
all to no progress. Then a girl solved
for him the one problem he was be-
ginning to despair of ever solving for
himself.

He had a love—who of all Venbez
has not 7—and she, entering fully inte
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his ideals and ambitions with that
sweetly sympathetic understanding
none but a maid of Venhez can be-
stow, had free access at all times to
his workshop, wherein he toiled and
studied for planetary benefit.

And she, one day seeing his distress
at bafflement in his researches, saying
naught, withdrew, returning shortly
bearing in her arms her -chiefest
treasure, an instrument of many
strings from which she proceeded to
draw sweet strains of musie, hoping
thus to soothe his perturbed mind.

There came a wondrously sweet
strain recurring in her melody, and
the first time it sounded, the Luna-
rion winced. Repetition of that strain
made him how!! And realization
came to Ron Ti in one blinding flash
of lightlike clarity.

‘“Harmony!’’ he shouted, rejoicing.
‘“The blob-thing is discordant in its
essential nature!’’

Never a maid of all Venhez was so
proud just then as that love-girl of
Ron Ti’s. She had, at least, produced
some sort of impression on the fiend,
made it suffer grievously. So over
and over she played that selfsame
strain, and, ere many minutes had
passed, the Lunarion fell prone,
writhing in anguish, howling like a
thing demented.

‘“ Enough, Alu Rai,”’ Ron bade her
after watching the captive’s misery
for a space. ‘‘You have rendered the
universe a service! Now depart, for
I would think. Herein lies the secret
of the weapon which will purge an
afflicted world of its wo!’’

IT was a mighty fleet which started
for Aerth on that never-to-be-for-
gotten expedition of rescue and re-
prisal. Practically speaking, all the
craft were of similar appearance, for
the Aethir-Torps had long been con-
ceded to be the most efficient type for
inter-spatial voyaging. Even the
Aerthons had used them before they
were subjugated, and Jon the Aer-
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thon stated that the Lunarions them-
selves had a large fleet of them
housed away in readiness against the
day when they might desire to win
10 other worlds. But, he likewise told
us, until the Lunarions had exhausted
Aecrth’s resources, they would remain
there, and for Acrthly voyaging in
air, their Selenion globes were more
satisfactory to them, moved by will.
force as they were, than the great
Aethir-Torps which were managed by
purely mechanical methods.

Naturally, the Aethir-Torps from
the different planets varied slightly,
us, for example, those of Venhez had
the conning towers cylindrical in
shape, and placed midway from nose
to stern; the noses sharply pointed,
sterns tapering to half the size of the
ereatest diameter—that of the waist
of the craft; our Ak-Blastors were
long, slender, copper-plated. The
Aethir-Torps from Mharz were lurid
red in color; blunt of nose; rounded
as to sterns; with short, thick Ak-
Blastors; and their conning towers
were well forward of the middle; oc-
tagonal in shape. But why amplify ?
Surely the Aethir-Torps of each
planet are familiar to the dwellers
of all the other planets.

And, of course, each craft bore the
symbol of its home-world. The Mhar-
zions bore the Looped Dart in gold,
even as we of Venhez painted upon
the nose of ours the Looped Cross—
but the symbols of the worlds are too
well known to require deseription.

Ron Ti and Hul Jok had full au-
thority over the entire squadron, al-
though the war-commanders from all
the worlds fully understood the care-
fully laid plans of aggression. And
all the Aethir-Torps, in addition to
the Ak-Blastors, now mounted before
their conning towers a new device
consisting of a large tube, much like
an enormous houtar, terminating at
the snout-end in five smaller tubes.
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I'r was black night when Aerth

was reached. And it was not un-
til the sickly, wan daylight broke that
actual operations commenced.

Spreading out, we quartered the air
until the great oval flat showed plain.
It was our good luck that it was our
own craft which was the first to come
above it, and, as we identified it, Hul
Jok’s eyes glowed in wrathful joy—
if such emotion may be thus contra-
dictorily described. He caught Ron
Ti’s eye and nodded.

Ron Ti, obeying, threw over a lever.
A most dreadful and terrific din
shook the air with its uproar. From
afar to the northward came a similar
bellowing howl. Then from the east-
ward the same sound reached our
ears, being replied to, a moment or so
later, by the signal from the distant
west. And from the southward came
the answering racket, and we knew
that all Aerth’s surface was under
surveillance of one or more of the
Aethir-Torps comprizing the Expedi-
tionary Fleet.

Slowly, deliberately, we began
eireling above that infernal ovoid val-
ley. But after that one hideous, bel-
lowing howl, the tubelike arrange-
ments before the conning towers
changed their tones, and from them
came the same wondrously sweet,
heart-thrilling, soul-shaking strain of
melody as that which Alu Rai, the
love-maid of Ron Ti, had produeed to
the exquisite torment of our captive
Lunarion.

Over and over the strains were
played, and still nothing happened.
The idea was Ron Ti’s, and I began
to wonder if in some manner he had
miscalculated. Suppose it did not af-
feet all the Lunarions alike? 1In that
case not only would the expedition
be doomed to failure, but the name
of Ron Ti would become subject for
many a jest on many a world! And
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we of Venhez must, perforce, walk
with bowed heads!

But Ron Ti was smiling, and Hul
Jok’s fierce face bore an expression of
confident, savage expectancy, and I—
I waited, curious, hopeful still.

So swiftly that we could barely see
it, an iridescent globe spun through
the air, rising diagonally from the
cliff-base, shooting straight at our
Aethir-Torp. A touch of Ron’s hand,
and the strain of music sounded even
louder, clearer, sweeter.

The globe, when within a quarter
of a mile, shot straight upward, dis-
charged a terrific, blinding flash of
chain-lightning against our c¢raft, fol-
lowed it by a second and even more
intense discharge—and still the sweet
strain of harmony was all our reply.

The globe swooped until it nearly
touched us—and I slid forward the
stud on the Ak-Blastor behind whizh
I stood!

The Lunarion bubble was not more
than a hundred feet away at that in-
stant, and, like a bubble, it vanished
incontinently. As ever, for all that
we could shatter their Selenion
Globes, those demoniacal Lunarions
themselves we could not disintegrate,
or so we deemed then, and I know that
I said wrathful profanities in my im-
Ppotent disappointment.

But Hul Jok grinned, and Ron Ti
nodded reassuringly to me, saying
consolingly :

“Wait!"’

Well, T waited. What else could
I do? But by this time the same game
was going on all over the Aerth.
Wherever the Lunarions had abode,
the strains of melody were driving
them into a frenzy of madness, and
they came swarming forth in their
globes, hurling lightning-flashes at
our Aethir-Torps, which might not
thus be destroyed.

Yet, in a way, honors were even,
for if they could not damage our
Aethir-Torps, neither could we do
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aught but blow their globes into noth-
ingness, while they themselves did but
fice through the air back to their
abodes, unharmed by the vibrations
from the Ak-Blastors.

And in this manner, for three days
and nights the futile warfare con-
tinued, and by morning of the fourth
day I doubt if there was left to the
Lunarions a single Selenion Globe. At
least, for two days and nights more,
we none of us saw any. Yet, during
those two days and nights, we contin-
ually played that music over and over
until all Aerth vibrated from the rep-
etitional sound-waves.

But on the next morning following,
we had clear proof that the Lunarions
had had all that they could endure of
suffering. An Aethir-Torp, of a far
different model than any we were ac-
quainted with, shot into air with in-
credible speed, and catching a craft
of Satorn unawares, rammed it in
mid-air, completely wrecking it-—only
to be shattered into dust in its turn
by the Ak-Blastors of a Markhurian
Aethir-Torp. The crew of the ill-
fated craft we could not save, but
they were amply avenged ere long.

It happened that we witnessed this
ramming, and Mor Ag shouted his
surprize.

‘‘But that Aethir-Torp, despite its
speed, is of an age-old model,’’ he af-
firmed excitedly, and I{ul Jok nodded
agreement.

““Our Lady of Love grant that
their Ak-Blastors be of equally anti-
quated model,’’ he chortled. ‘‘If they
are, their vibrations are of too long
and too slow wave-lengths to affect
‘the modern Berulion metal of which
we now build our fighting craft!’’

And so it later proved to be.

Ws COULD very easily have shat-
tered their old-model crafts,
taking our own good time therefor,
but to what avail? It would leave
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us the same old problem. The Luna-
rions, with their levitational powers,
would descend safely to the ground,
and would still inhabit Aerth, over-
running it like the evil vermin that
they were.

But the far-thinking brains of Ron
Ti and IHul Jok had laid out a care-
fully evolved plan, and aside from
continuing to drive the Lunarions
mad with the hated music and evad-
ing further -collisions with their
Aethir-Torps (no light task, either,
considering their speed) we of the
cxpedition refrained from using our
Ak-Blastors until the Lunarions must
have come to the very conclusion our
master-strategists desired them to
reach eventually—that in some man-
ner we had exhausted our vibratory
charges.

At last, one morning we were
made the objects of a concerted
attack. From all points came hurtling
those old-style Aethir-Torps, and
we—we fled from before them!
Finding that their old-model Ak-
Blastors had little or no effect upon
us, protected as we were by the
Berulion plates, they fell back on
their levin-bolts, and these they
hurled incessantly, until they, as well
as we, were well out of Aerth’s atmos-
phere, and into the great Ocean of
Aethireal Space.

But ever we played that same mad-
dening music, and it acted as power-
ful incentive to hold them to the pur-
suit, for they had lost all caution in
their rage. And ever, as we fled from
before them, we laughed.

And at last, some five million miles
from Aerth’s surface, we turned
upon them!

Stretched out in a long, curved
line, we awaited their coming, and as
they came within our range, every
Aethir-Torp commenced whirling
about as if on a transverse axis, pre-
senting one moment the nose, next a
side, then the stern, and again the
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other side, and once more the stem or
prow, in this manner giving play to
all six Ak-Blastors—the forward one,
the two on each side, and the one
pointing to rearward.

And the Lunarions, although here-
tofore we might not injure them, were
soon without, protection, their Aethir-
Torps shattercd, left exposed to the
deadly chill of outer space, and their
forms, loose though they were in
structure, subjeeted to the awful
pressure of the inelastic Aethir!

It compressced their bodies as if
they- had been density itself. And,
having no defense, they instinetively
drew close to each other—and
Aethiric pressure did all that was
necessary.

They were jammed into a single
mass, and tlhen we played upon that
with the Ak-Blastors until that mass,
too, became as nothing!

Only from that biank space where
the fiends, the Lords of the Dark
Face, had been, floated in all dirce-
tions a shower or swarm of dull red
sparks, which, even as we watched,
slowly flickered and burned out in the
depths of Abysmal Night!

oN TiI bowed his head in reverence

to that great Power which had
permitted us to be the instruments of
Its vengeance, signing in the air be-
fore him the Looped Cross, symbol of
Life.

‘“As I suspected,’’ he said, gravely,
‘‘they were soulless. They had
naught but form and vitality, mind
and will—life of the lower order, non-
enduring. The red sparks proved
that—and even those have burned
out, resolved back into the Sea of
Undifferentiated Energy. Our work
is ended. Let Aerth work out its own
rehabilitation. That wondrous race
of Aerthons will soon rear the
foundations of an even greater civili-
zation than their world has ever be-
fore known.”’
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