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for more worlds to conquer, will build a rocket-like machine, pro-

pelled by the expulsion of high-speed particles, and steered by
directing the stream of particles one way or another. As their machine beeomes
perfected, the inventors will find that they are able to leave the earth’s atmos-
phere and visit the moon and nearer planets. In the meantime there is
- discovered a new kind of fuel which emits particles of far greater speed than
any known before, so that one bold inventor believes that if he takes a quantity
of fuel large compared with the bulk of his machine he may be carried far
beyond the bounds of the solar system. He makes the attempt, and by using
the greater part of his fuel in one initial spurt he attains a speed within one-
half of one per cent of the velocity of light. I shall not attempt to deseribe his
sensations during this interval, but after he recovers and shuts off his aeceler-
ator he finds the most surprizing change in the appearance of the heavens.
From the rear window everything has disappeared, even the sun which near.
the beginning of the acceleration still shone as a faint red disk; but through
the front window he sees a dazzling array of stars of a brilliant blue color.
Through the side windows the constellations come a little nearer to their cus-
tomary appearance, and he scts himself to work upon daily astronomical
mcasurements which prove so fascinating that five years pass in this pursuit.
Suddenly he is alarmed, for his caleulations show that in these five years he has
proceeded to a point which seems to be fifty light years away from the earth.
His several chronometers of different types are all in agreement ; he has eaten
his three meals a day and slept eight hours out of every twenty-four. He is
sure there can be no mistake, yet nevertheless decides to return to the earth,
and, using the greater part of his remaining fuel, he reverses his motion and -
proceeds homeward with the same speed as before. At the end of another five
years he therefore approaches the carth, and, using his remaining fuel to
retard his motion, he reaches the earth’s atmosphere and parachutes down to
a place near his former home. Just ten years ago, aceording to his chronom-

“W E MAY suppose that some years hence a few daring spirits looking

. (Conlinued on page 6)
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{Ceontinued from pege 4)

eters, the newepapers were full of his darmg exploit and of varicus predic-
12oms 28 $o the Ikelthood of his return, and new he expects his arrival to pre-
dnee am umparalleled semsation. But he finds everything changed ; the peuple
hardly wnderstand him; and only after many bewildered questions dees he
Tealize that he is a secend Rip Ven Winkle, and that the day of his retarm is
net a deeade but a century later than the day of his departnre You will say
that this is pure ramancing, and sarely there are grave deubts as to the
fensinlity of such a machine as 1 enggest; but, granting such a machime, no
ane who is acquainted with the elementary theory of relstivity will demry that
during the traveler’s ten years’ journey s cemtury will have elapssd an the
earth.””

Does the foregomg paragraph sound to you like a wild faney from some
weardeaentific gtory by Edmond Hamilton or Ray Cummings? It is not. It is
from The Anatomy of Science, a serious work by Gilbert N. Lewis, a chemist
and scientist of note, who has himself eontributed several impertant discoveries
te the new science. He is not a pseudo-scientist, standing on what David Starr
dordan deseribes as ‘‘the lunatie frimge of setence,’” but is a savant of estab-
lished reputation, whose words mmst be listened t® with respect. The foregoing
paragraph by him shows that the new scienee dares to speculate in fully
as imaginative a manner as the brilliant weird-scientific story-writers of teday ;
and the wild adventures in time and spaee depicted for readers of WERD
TALES by popular fictionists like Hamilton and Cummings are not out of key
with the legitisnate scientifie thought of the day.

Elwin Charles Meyers and Artman Teodore Hall, who sign themselves
“Two Weird Fans from QOakland, California,’’ write to the Eyrie: ‘“We wild
have a serious eamplamt to make if you diseentinue publishing steries such as
The Chain, The Copper Bowl, and The Brass &ey. Steries of that type held owr
mdivided attention, and we wish to ask one question of those who complam
about them in the Eyrie. Your magazine proclaims that it publishes the weird
amd bizarre; if these tales do not fall in that cgtegory we don’t know of any
that should. So if you want to keep enthusiastic WERD TALES fans, keep an
publishing stories of that sort. Our favorite author is Seabury Quinn; m our
estimation he has no equal for consistent good stories. We have never yet
found one of his tales that we did not care to read, and we have been readimg
your magazine for six years, and have never missed a number sinee we started.’’

Mrs. J. C. Murphy writes from Long Island: ‘‘My eongratulations on the
Gaston Lereux stories, and on the econtmuation of the King Kull series by
Robert E. Howard. That is unique stuff; it makes me feel like the Idylls of
the King, filled up with thrills.”” ]

‘‘The stories I liked best in the September and October Wemp Tavxs,’’
writes N. §. O’Neail, of Toronto, Canada, ‘‘were the reprimts: The Hound
(m.tnrally, sinee it’s Loveeraft’s) and The Lost Room—although 1’d read it

(Continwed on page 8)
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(Continued from page 6)

before. Also liked The Silver Countess and Skull-Face ; but please warn Robert
E. Howard that the majority of readers will never forgive him if Skull-Face
turns out to be a mere human being, instead of a bona-fide mummy.’’

Genevieve K, Sully, of Berkeley, California, writes to the Eyrie: ‘‘Several
months ago I was much impressed with the story, The Ninth Skeleton, by
Clark Ashton Smith, which appeared in your magazine. Your last issue prints
a poem by the same author, Nyctalops, which is certainly one of the most
original and haunting things I have read for a long time. A magazine which
prints such high-class writing is deserving of praise, for most of the magazine
poetry today is pretty poor stuff.”’

Eugene MacCrary, of Mentone, Califorina, writes to the Eyrie: ‘I believe
your offering of stories is improving. I liked The Roc Raid best in the last -
issue; also liked The Gray Killer very much, and de Grandin was good again,
after one or two of his stories not coming up to his ordinary high level, in my
opinion. Give us a good interplanetary yarn frequently, and the occult as
handled more in the psychological and less in the objective; because it seems
to me that when the author produces a ‘real’ conerete horror he is very likely
to weaken the terror, which, to be exquisite, should be intangible. I have
lately reread Bishop Berkeley, and am ready to follow a story—if interesting—
pretty nearly anywhere, without exclaiming: ‘absurd and unnatural.” ’*

Readers, what is your favorite story in thig issue? It will help us to keep .
the magazine in aceordance with your wishes if you will let us know. Your
favorite story in the November issue, as shown by your votes, was The House
Without a Mirror, by Seabury Quinn.

MY FFAVORITE STORIES IN THE JANUARY WEIRD TALES ARE:

Story _ Remarks

L
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I do not like the following stories:

(1) e Why ?

() cm e e e e e D S
e e e e e —mcmc=~

It will help us to know what kind of ! Reader’s name and address:

stories you want in Weird Tales if you '

will fill oyt this coupon and mail it to | ----==-=c—m-cmm e
The Eyrie, Weird Tales, 840 N, Michigan 1

Ave,, gxicago, OL o0 if e 6
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book, replete with startling climaxes
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Yon daneed for me in the pallid fiame

That streamed from a cold, dead moon,
‘While out of the shuddering darkness eame
The mocking laugh of a loon.

How could I see the writhing things
That danced beside you there,

That flew without the use of wings,

Or slid through the whimpermg air?{

I who cotld only see and desire
Your body, leprous-white,

Youreyesthat glowed with maddening fire

Like demon stars in the night!

And now I too must tread the tune
There in the moon-drenched dark,
With lips that move in a soundless croen,
- And eyes that are set and stark.

i.jg N e : _ , Lo



H

NEXT MONTH

Another unusually great lineup of fine stories is scheduled for the February issue of
WEIRD TALES, on sale January 1.

Thirsty Blades

By Otis Adelbert Kline
and
E. Haffmann Price

A powerful weird tale of the devil-wershipers of Kurdi-
stan, of Azizah, the 1ovely niege vf the Shareef of Tekrit, and

the colossal duel between Abdemon and the Black Prince,
Malik Taus himself.

The Daughter of Isis The Comet-Drivers
By Hal K. Wells By Edmond Hamilten

It is redolent of the delicate exotic per- From the veid of space it campy, a cesmic
fumes of old Egypt, this exquisite story of vampire looting the lives of univgrsds——an
the deautiful Zhanthores, who could not die unusually thrilling and startling weird-
through the ages. scientific novelette,

Plecemeal
By Oscar €ook

Fearful was the fate that befell Mendingham on a house-
boat in London—a grim, powerful story of a weird crime.

The Curse Kiss The Falling Knife
By Theodere Roscoe By Harold Markham

An extraordinary and unusually fascinat- Meuriere promised Piron to save his sweet-
ing narrative is this—a story about Lot's heart frem the guillotine, but he railed—a
wife, who turned into a pillar of salt. weird story of the French Revolution.

The Black Mosarch
By Paud Ernst

A thrilling, stupendous sérial story of incarnate Evil—a
vivid weird tale of underground adventures and colossal
threats ggainst civilization—the tale of an unthinkable doom
hanging over mankind.

oA

These are some of the super-excellent stories that will appear in the February issue
of WEIRD TALES 4

February Issue on Sale Januaryl

Subscription Rates: $2.50 a year in U. S. or nossessiens; Canadian $3.00; Foréign $3.50.
WEIRD TALES, 840 N. Michigan Ave. ‘cm, .



ULES DE GRANDIN drew a
final long puff from his ciga-
rette, ground the fire from s .
glowing butt out against the bottom

of the ash-tray and emitted
& tapering cone of gray smwoke fromt
kis pursed lips, regarding the young
man seated across the study desk with
thoughtfully narrowed eyes. ‘‘And
your gran’pére, likewise, Monsisur?”’
he saked '

““Yes, sir,”’ the visitor returned, a
slight flush darkening his tanned
cheeks, ‘‘and my great-great-grand-
father, and his father, too. Not &
man of my branch of the family since
old Joshua Phipps has lived to see his
children. Joshua fell dead aerass the
threshold of his wife’s room ten min-
utes after she became a mother. Elab
Phlpps, the son Joshua never saw,
died in the last assault on Cornwal-



gramdfather, was shot im the draft
Twds in New Yoark during the Civil

War. His twin children, a son and
daughter, were born the same night.
“1 was born Deecember 26, thirty
years ago. The doetor sent my father
post-haste to the drug store for seme

forgotten medicines, and as he re-

turmed from the errand a brick blew
from a chimney, striking him en the
head and killmg him instantly. His
wife became mother and widow almeost
at the same moment.”’ &

The y man paused with a
shur‘c,hlm “Call it saper-
stition, coincidence i :
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! like,”” he went on challengingly, ‘‘but

man agreed with a nod.
. -merveux,; the remembrance of all these
so remarkable deaths has bored into

t

it'’s gotten to be an obsession with me.
I can’t shake the thought of it. It’s
. driving me almost to frenzy, sir.””

‘“Perfaitement,’’ the little French-
‘““You are

your nner thought like & maggot in a

' cheese. You are—how do you say it

mAmerlcan? Sans bouc—goatless?’’
‘“BExaetly,”” the other smiled

~ wanly, ““I’m just about shot to plecés
. with the thought of it. If it were
- something I could sink my hands in—

somethmg tangible I could shoot or

- stick a bayonet into—I"d stand up to

it and say, ‘You be damned!’ but it’s

- not. All the men of my family, ex-

cept old Joshua, perhaps, seem to have
been pretty good fellows, as far as I
‘can make out. They fought their

. country’s battles; they paid their

: but—there it is. The birth of a child .

© debts; they were good to their wives,

' is the death warrant of every Phipps

. descended from Joshua of the Mass-
* achusetts Bay Colony, and I don’t
- mind admitting I’m frightened of this
thing, whatever it is. I’ve been more
than ordinarily successful in my work

—I’'m an architect, you know—and

I’ve several good commissions to ex-
etute right now, but I just can’t
seem to get my mind working on’ em.
I've as much to live for as most
men—work, achievement, possibly a
woman'’s love and children of my own,
some day; but there’s this constant
threat eating into me like a canker-
worm, walking at my elbow, lying
down to.sleep with me and rising with
me in the morning. I can’t shake it

“any more than I could shake my skin,

though I’ve done everything possible.
It hangs on like Sindbad’s Old Man
of the Sea. I’ve consulted half a
‘dozen of these so-called occultists,
even went to a clairvoyant - -and a
couple ‘of mediums.. Did they help?
Like hell they did! “'The all say,
‘Fear not, the evil from Wwithout cam -
not prevall against the good that lies

TALES

within you; cultivate inward tran-
quillity and seek the light of truth
and be of good cheer,’ or some sort of
fiddle-faddle like that. I'm not after
fairy-tale comfort, Dr. de Grandin; I
want some assurance of safety, if it’s
7to be had.

“‘Once I tried a psychoanalyst. He
wasn’t much better than the other
quacks. Talked a lot of learned tosh
about relative subconsciousness, fear-
complexes and inhibitions, then as-
sured me it was all in my mind—but
you oan damned well bet he couldn’t .
explaim why all my male andestors
died the instant they became Iathers,
and he didn’t attempt to. Now’’—the
visitor straightened and looked almost
‘challengingly into de Grandin’s
thoughtful eyes—*‘they tell me you’re
a scientist with an open mind. You
don’t slop over about the spirits of the
departed, and you don’t pooh-pech
any intimation of the supemstm'ﬂ
The mediums and occultiste 1've been
to were a lot of ignorant charlatans.
The psychoanalyst couldn’t seem to
grasp the idea that there’s sométhing
more than-the merely natural behind
all this—he waved aside everything
which couldn’t be recorded on one of
his instruments or which hadn’t been
catalogued by Freud. That’s why
I’ve come to you. I believe you can
help me, if anyone can; if you cem’t
do something for me, God have mercy.
That’s all there is to hope fer if you
fail, and it hasn’t seemed to do much
for the others.’’

““@Grand merci,”’ the little French-
man murmured almost ironiecally. *‘I
greatly appreciate both your confi-
dence and your frankness, Monsieur.
Also, I coneur in your pious wish that
you may have the assistance of Deity.
It may be true that heaven’s mercy
did little or nothing for your ameés-
tors,.but then, in the olden days,
Providence was not assisted by Julés
de Grandin. Today it is different.
Suppose, now, we commence at the
commencement, if you please. You
have, perhaps, some intimation con-
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cerning the untimely taking-off of
your forebears? You have heard some
. possible reason why your so distin-
“guished ancestor, Monsieur Joshua,
found Death’s grinning countenance
~where he thought to look upon the fea-
tures of his first-born$’’

‘““Yes!”’ young Phipps answered

tersely, the flush mounting to khis face
again. ‘‘You’ll probably call it a lot
.0’ nonsense, but I'm convinced it’s—
it’s a family curse!’’

“U’m?”’ De Grandin thoughtfully
selected a long, black cigar from the
“humidor, bit its end and struck a
match. ‘“You interest me, Monsieur.
Tell me more. Who cursed your fam-
ily, and why was it done, if you
know ?”’

‘“‘Here,”’ Phipps drew a small,
brown-leather volume from the inner
poeket of his jacket and thrust it into
the Frenchman’s hand, ‘‘you’ll find
‘the history of it there. Obediah
Phipps, Joshua’s younger brother,
wrote it in his diary, ’way back in
1755. Start reading there; I’ve
checked the salient entries in red,’’ he
indicated a dog-eared page of ancient,
porous paper closely barred with fine
_writing in time-faded ink. ¢‘Obe-
diah’s comments may seem melodra-
matic, read in the cold light of the
Twentieth Century,”” he added half
apologetically, ‘‘but when we remem-
ber how Joshua fell strangled with
blood at the entrance of his wife’s
chamber, and how his son and his
son’s sons died to a man without see-
ing their children, it doesn’t seem so
overdrawn, after all. Something else:
Every man jack of ’em died in such a
way that his mouth was smeared with
~ blood. Oh, the old curse has been
carried out, letter for letter, whether
by coincidence or not!’’

“U’m?’”’ de Grandin repeated non-
committally, taking the slender book-
let in his hand and examining its
binding curiously.

It was a cap octavo volume, bound
in beautifully tanned brown leather
carved and embossed with serolls,

wils-de-beuf and similar ornaments
dear to the heart of Eighteenth Cen-
tury bookbinders. Aecross the back
was stamped in gold: .

OBEDIAH PHIPPS
HIS JOURNAL

‘‘Trowbridge, my friend,’’ de Gran-
din ruffled quickly through the book’s
yellowed leaves, then passed it to me,
‘“do you have the kindness to read to
us that which this Monsieur Obediah
—mon Dieu, what a name !—set down
in the long ago. Me, I understand the
barbarities of your language passably
well, but I think we should get the
fuller effect by hearing you read
aloud. I greatly fear I should make

'sad hash of this old one’s entries.

Read on, my friend; I am all atten-
tion.”’ _ ’
Adjusting my pince-nez I moved
nearer the desk lamp, glanced hastily
at the indicated page, then, bending
closer, for the once-black ink had
faded to pale sepia with the .passage

~of two hundred years, I read:

“¢3d Sept. 1755—This day came the
trained band from fighting with the
French; Joshua, my brother, at their
head and looking mighty fine and sol-
dier-like in his scarlet coat and sash
and the long sword which swung from
his leathern baldric. With them are
come a parcel of prisoners of war,
holden at the King his Majesty’s
pleasure. Mostly children and young
folk, they be, and though they be idol-
aters and not of our Christian faith, I
find it in my heart to pity them for
the hardness of their lot, for from this
day onward must they be bearers of
burdens, huers of wood and drawers
of water, bound to menial service to
our people that the Commonwealth’s
substance may not be eaten up in
keeping them in idleness.

‘““What ig it that I say? Obediah,
it is well that you are for Harvard
College and the law, for the sternness
of the soldier’s trade or the fiery Gos-
pel of the Lord God expounded. by
the preaghery, are things too hard for
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your «illy heart, meseemeth. And yet,
while mome shall hear me murmur
openly agamst the fate of these poer
wretches, I do pity them with all may
soul.

‘“One among them, of all the rest,
arouseth my compassion. A lissome
chit of a girl, she, with nut-browa hair
and eyes as gray as is the sea, and
such a yearning in her pale, fright-

ened child-face as might move any

man’s heart. I hear tell she will be
placed at sale on Wednesday next,
though it is already understood that
Brother Joshua will have her for
hausehold drudge in part requital 0f
hig valliant work against the enatuy.
If this be so, God pity the poor wensh,
fm-Joshualsahardma.nand pas-
gionate, never Sparing of himself or
others, and ever prodigal with fist er
whip to urge to greater diligenee those
who serve him. Already there have
been marmurs amongst his black and
Indian slaves against &is harshoess,
but so great and domingmt is he that
none dare stand against him amd
charge him to his teeth with eruetty.’’

H BIEN, Monsiear,”’ remarked
.de Grandin as I sought the wext
marked passage in the diary; ‘it
wolld seem this Mansieur Joshua of
yours was the very devil of a fellow.’’
““Huh, you haven’t got to first base
yet,”’ Ph:lpps answered, but the grim-
ness of his expression denied the
Lightnéss: of -his werds.
I fonnd the secund mddmeked ©R-
1y and began :
“‘2911 Sept. 1755—Have pity, gentle
Baviour, for I, the meanest of Thy

enter at ‘the Kitchen dsd behold l[m"-
guente DuPant, the Popish serving
: beamg water from the well.

)i te ;U 7\‘1

Msivar

WEIRD TALES

like to0 have borne her dewm, had mot
1 bastened to her succeur.

‘¢ A look of passmg wonder she gavo
me a8 I took the bucket-yoke from off
her shoulders and placed it on mme
own, and, “Merct beaucowp, M’si
she whlspered with the words dmp
ping me a enrtsey as though she were
a free woman umd mine equal n
statiom,

- #“‘Her hands are red and rough with
toil, but small and finely made, and in
the wide grevucss of her eyes dwells
that to make a2 man’s heart beat
{aster. Perehance she is a witeh, ik
‘st of the idelators, as Parsen did
expound ‘at meeting that very mers-
ing, and works wickedness on men, 16
the damnation of their souls amd
bodies. . Hewbeit, she is very fair to
leok au, ner do 1 take shame to my-
self for theat I teek her burthem an me.

“Qest le eabbat, n’est-ce-pas,
’#’ she asks as I set the buckets
down. beside the deoretep, -and when
1 nodded; she lovked st me wo sadly
that I was like o weep for very pity.

“Faamn gt the bedice of her gowa
she drew g tiay, eross-éhsped thing,
2 'bit of sinfodl vanity fashianed Tike
the tree swhereom our Lord suffered
for the vileness of irmmankind, and

P8 .

_“¢fAnd what mesns this testhenry,
ye Papist elut?’ bellows my %rother
Joshma, bursting from the heuse-doer
iike a wateh—dag from out his kexmel
at scent of a marander. ‘ What means
such demonry in a Chrnistian man’s
homsee 2’ with which he struek the fond
thing from her hand and caught her
mch a cuffl upen the ear that down
she fell beside #t.

“Quickly the lass picked the erses
from out the sand and would have
bestowend it in her breast agam, but
Jembma was quicker than she, mgm
hig towering buik and gmuad
under heel, well-m@ cradliiing her
frail hand.

“She zpramg erect like a Ma’-
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ess, her mild eyes all aflame, her
ebeeks red with rage, and deﬁed him
to his face.

‘“ ‘Thou harlot’s brat, I’ll learn ye
to speak so to your betters!’ raged
he, and struck her on the lips with his
clenched hand, so that blood flowed
down her chin upon her Kkirtle.

‘¢ ‘Nay, brother,” I opposed, ‘en-
treat her not thus desgpitefully. 'Tis
Lord’s Day, and she, of all the towns-
folk, labours. ‘‘Remember the Sab-
bath Day to keep it hely,’’ saith the
Seripture. And as for her vanity in
kissing the cross, bethink you that her
faith, mistaken though it be, is dear
to her as ours is to us.’

‘““‘Now as the Lord liveth,’ my
brother sware, ‘meseemeth thou art
half a 'Paplst thyself, Sir Oockerel.
Whence cometh this sndden courage
to champion the Popish salut? The
Sabbath Day, quotha? What knows
she of sabbaths, save those wherein the
witehes and warlocks make merry$. Is
she not already foredoomed by God
his great mercy to burn in hell from
everlasting unto everlasting? Sabbath
rest and meditation are for the Lord’s
eleet, not such as she. As for thee, go
thy ways, and quickly, else I forget
thou art my hbrother, though but a
sniveling coward, and do thee injury.’

““Lord Christ, forgive! In that.mo-
ment I could have slain him where he
stood, nor took a thought of guilt for
doing it. Alas, in thought, if not in

deed, I am another Cain!’’

““2d Nov. ’65,”” the next marked
entry read. ‘‘At college, and hard
upon my studies all the day, labour-
ing right toilsomely with the middle
voice of Greek, yet making sorry busi-
ness of it.

‘““Mea culpa; I have sinned. Into
my heart has crept insidiously a lust-
full and unhallowed love, for between
mine eyes and the book wherein I
read there floats the vision of the
kitehen-drudge, the French girl, Mar-
guerite DuPont.

‘“What boots it that she be a ser-

vant of the Antichrist, a beggar and a
charge upon the town, bound forever
to labour for her scanty fareR What
matter though she be joined to her
idols like Ephraim of old? Surely,
though -we approach God through
Christ, our Lord and Saviour, or
through Mary, His maid-mother, the
goal we seek is still the same, how-
ever different be our roads. And yet I
may not tell her of my love; I dare
not clip her in mine arms and whis-
per ’dearments to her, for she is my
brother’s thing and chattel, bound to
him even as his blackamoors and In-
dians, though by the letter of the law
she is a war-captive and subject to
release or ransom or exchange. Wo
me, that I have loved a Hagar in the
tents of Abraham!’’

‘‘Death of a little blue man, Friend
Trowbridge’’—de Grandin twistad
the waxed tips of his small blond
mustache—*‘‘I damn think I eniff the
odor of a romanee here. Read on, pro-
ceed, I pray you. I burn, I itch, I am
consumed with desire for further in-
formation!’’

“9h June, ’56,’’ I read, turning to
the next entry marked in red. ‘O
Lord Christ, fill me plentifully with
love of Thee, for love of woman never
shall be mine! This day sennight
Marguerite gave birth to a child, a
boy. She holds her peace right stub-
bornly, though many of the good
wives, and even the %a.tson himself,
have urged her to declare her partner
in iniquity that he may stand his trial
with her for adultery. Anon, when
she be taken from her bed, she must
make response for this her sin, and if
her paramour be not discovered, must
bear the brunt upon herself.

‘‘Brother Joshua shows strange
kindness for one so stern and upright,
so ever hatefull of all §in. The child
is cared for by his orders, and he has
even visited the wretched mother to
see that all goes well with her. Fomr
give me, brother, I did thee w:
when I declared thy heart was like a
flint. Methinks Marguerite is grate-

-:';
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full for this unexpected comfort, for
her eyes brighten when ke entereth the
room, and dwell on him with the look
a gentle dog may give its master when
he leaves. The child is dark, unlike
its meother, and well favoured withal.
"Tis pity it must go through life as
ﬁlms nullius, aecording to the law-
mrase bRl

“My brother builds s house without
the town,’’ the next entry, dated early
m Deeember, read. ‘‘The foundations
are already digged, and soon the
chimbeys will be raised. The ides
likes me much, for when the building
1s eompleted bhe will take Marguerite
and the ehild to dwell with him, and
she shall ﬁms have respite from the
townsfolk’s jeers. © Marguerite, my
Marguerite, how fondly would I have
held thee to my hkeart, had I but
dared; but new it is too late—have
pity, Heaven!—too late!’’ -

“Joshna’s charity is explained,’’
the next pasage which was undated,
aanounced. ‘‘’Twas passing strange
that he, who would have flayed a flea
for its hide and tallow, should expend
money on a bond-womman’s brat thus
lavishly. Alas, the child she bore is
his. Woe wunto you, Joshua, my
brother, for you bave devoured the
fatherless! A man of war you call
yourself, a valliant battler far the
Lord, yet did you hide your shame
behind a woman’s petticoat, and leave
her lemely to brave the storm of
calumry, while she, for very loyalty
to you, her ehild’s father, ferbore to
name you to the elders, though they
protested never so much.

¢25h Deec. 1756-—Wo and ealamity.
The light has gone ¥rom out the stars
and the sun is consumed in darkness.
Marguerite is no more, and on my
brother’s brow there sits indelibly the
mark of Cain. From Cudje, his
hlackamoor slave, I have the story,
and theugh I may not denounee him
to the eourt, for that I have only my
unsupported word, since slave may

mot testify against his master, yet

TALES

here and now I bramd‘him murderer.
Joshua, my brother, Thou art the man!

““‘Together with his black slzves and

his Indians, as eut-throat a erew as
ever hung im iromns, my brother did
repair to his new house to lay the
hearth. With him went Marguerite
and the ehild. In the darkmess of the
night he heard her singing softly, and
entering her room found her suckling
the boy, and round his baby neck she
had hanged a garland of plaited vines
and from it lng a cross.
- ““Wild with rage, my brother seized
the child from out her arms and
made a8 though te brain it against the
wall, whereat she rose up like a she-
bear which sees her eubs threatened,
and snatched a dagger from her
dress, wherewith she wounded him in
the breast.

‘“ “‘What, wouldst murder thy ben-
efactor, slut?’ he bellowed, and the
greatness of his angry voice reared
threugh the half-built house like win-
ter tempests through the forest-aisles.
‘By Abraham and Isaac, and by that
Joalma whose name 1 bear, we'll lay
the hearth tomorrow mern according
to the aneient rites, and my house
shall have that te guarad it which none
other in the eolony may boast!’

‘““With that he summoned help to
bind her to the bed and bare the child
away.

‘At sun-up next day they heard
her singing in her chamber, ‘Venite
adoremus,” the hymn wherewith the
Papists greet the Christmastide, but
Joshua laughed deeply in his beard
and sware a great oath and vowed
they’d give her other tunes to smg
e’er that day’s work be finished.

‘““When all had been prepared they
brought her forth, all bound like any
captive for the gallows, and led her
to the hearth-place, where a great hole
had been digged beneath the setting
for the stone.

‘““At first she did not understand,
but presently they made her know
that she must be immured alive with-
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in that stone-sided grave, for that,
my brother saith, her spirit might pro-
tect his house and all that therein
dwelt. And as he said it he langhed
a great langh, and pointed to his
wounded breast wherein her dagger
had been fleshed the night before.

‘“And now she knew her end was
come, and hope had fled from her, so
there upon the threshold of the grave
to which she must all quick descend,
she stood and eursed him in the En-
glish tongue she scarce could frame to
form aright.

“‘Wotothee,deﬁleroftheinno-
eeat and eraven hider of thy shame,’
she told him. ‘May the wrath of Ged
be on thy head and countenance, and
may thou and thy sons and thy sons’
soms from generation unto generation
have blood to drink in that bour
wherein thy first-born is delivered.
May thou and thy seed never look on
the faces of thy children or on thy
wives in motherhood, and may this
curse last while hate shall last and be
strong as hatred is strong!’

‘“What more she would have said
they know not, for even Jashua paled
before her maledictions, and gave the
signal whereat his myrmidons laid her
living in the open grave and set the
 hearth-stone over her. Thereafter
- they fixed the stone right firmly with
eement, and none eould hear ber cries
as she struggled in the tomb like a

drowning man fighting for the breath
of life.”’

DE GRANDLN Was leaning forward in
his chair, and his little, round
blue eyes were fixed on me in a set,
unwinking stare as I turned to the
next eatry. Onee or twice his long,
flexible fingers tw1tched nervously,
and I had no diffieulty in imagining

what would have happened to old
Joshua Phipps could the wiry little
Frenehman have set those steel-strong
fingers round his hairy throat. Dap-
per as a dandy, slightly made as an
adalescent girl, Jules de Grandin is
none the less a born killer, and when

his anger is aroused he can, to use the
old fronter phrase, ‘‘ whip his weight
in wildeats,”” and have both strength
and inclination left to fight a fresh
lot to the death.

Young Phipps, too, sat stone-still in
his ehair, his breath rasping harshly
in his throat as he listened to this
tragedy of old New England, and, it
seemed to me, the very atmosphere of
my peaceful study was pregnant with
the presence of those tragic actors
whose bodies had moldéd to dust long
years before any of us had seen the
light of day.

¢“3d Mar. ’58,”’ I read. ‘‘Joshua
this day wed with Martha Partridge.’’

The next item was the last in the
book, and seemed fresher than the
otbers, for the ink retained some sem-
blance of its original blackmess:

““25h Dee. 1758—The curse has
fallen. This night, Martha, my
brother’s wife, who hath been gravid,
was delivered of a son whom they will
call Eliab. Joshua sate before the
fire in his great chair, gazing into the
flames and on the hearth-stone which
hides the evidence of the filthy act he
wrought two little years agone, and
thinking the Lord God knows only
what thoughts. Did you see Mar-
guerite’s pale face in the flames,
brother, and did the wind in the chim-
ney recall her pleading voiee to you
as you waited on the midwife’s sum-
mm?stoascmd the stairs? Who shall
say _

‘‘Anon they came and said he had -
a son, and straightway he rose up and
went to look on him. At the entranee
to his wife’s chamber he paused to
cast a downward look of triumph at
the great flat stone which shelters her.
whose curse he bore, then laid his
band upon the door-knob.

‘“And in that moment he who never
knew adversity save to conquer it
tasted salt and bitterness, for even as
he flung aside the door he fell upon
his face, and from his open lips gnshed
forth a spate of blood which dyed his
beard a ruddy hue and stained the
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- planking ‘of the floor. He never saw
the features of his lawfull first-born
son.

‘‘Have pity, Jesu!’’

IT waS dead-still in the study as I
closed the little book in which Qhe-
diah Phipps had scrawled hia record
of futile love and stark tragedy. The
soft hiss of a pine log in the fireplace
sounded distinetly through the shad-
ows and the mournful hoot of a
motor horn outside came to us threugh
the closed and curtained windows like
a doleful period to the tale.

‘It sounds fandtastic to me,”” I com-

mented,} returning the book to young

Edwin Phipps. ‘‘I remember the
Acadians were expatriated by the New

“England colonists during King
(eorge’s War—Longfellow tells - the
story in Evangeline —but I never
heard the poor devils were made vir-
tual slaves by the New Englanders, or
that they——"’

‘‘Many unpleasant things concern-
- ing our histories we easily forget, my
friend,”’ de Grandin reminded with
a shghtly sarcastic smile. ‘‘ Your Mon-
sieur Whittier takes up the tale where
Monsieur Longfellow leaves off. How-
ever’’—he raised his shoulders in a
quick shrug—*‘‘why hold resentment ?
The crime the ancestors committed
against New France was nobly atoned
~ for by their descendants. Did not the
young men of your Yankee Division
pour out their virile blood like water
in ‘one vast transfusion when la belle
France bled white with the sale
Boche’s bayonet wounds? But yes.
Meanwhile, the descendants of these
very Acadians rested comfortably at
home, enjoying the proteetion of Brit-
ain’s arm, yet lifting no hand to help
ihe la;r’xd from whence they sprang.
“‘But that other,”” I interrupted,
for, like all true Frenchmen, my little
fnend will talk for hours on the war,
“‘that seems preposterous ,to me, The

idea of burying a live woman beneath -

a hearthstone—why, it’s incredible.

~ done by Christians.

Suceh things might have been done, m !
heathen times, but——'"’ -

“Hélas, Friend 'I‘rowbndge, you.r !
ecelestastical learning seems . little
greater than your political knowl-
edge,’’ de Grandin cut in. ‘‘Those
older ones, both pagan and Christian,
laid the foundations of their houses
and fortresses—even their chureches—
in blood. Yes. Saint Columba,
founder of the abbey of Iona, in-
humed one of his monks named Oran
alive beneath the walls, because he
feared the demons of the earth might
tear the holy structure down unless
appeaséed by human sacrifice. Latér
historians have endeavored to sugar
coat the facts, but—later writers have
revised the story of Chaperone Rowge
to make the little girl and her gron’s
mére come forth alive from the wolf’s
belly, also.

‘‘Again, no later than 1885, was
found another evidence of sueh deeds
That year the
parish church of Holsworthy, in
north Devonshire, England, was re-
stored, and in the southwest angle-
wall the workmen found a human
skeleton interred, and its mouth- and
nose-places were stopped with mortar.
The evidence was plain; it was a live-
burial designed to make the walls
stand stedfast because of human sae~
rifice to the earth-demons. Oneé:
more: In tearing down an ancient
house in Lincolnshire the workmen
found & baby’s skeleton beneath the
hearth. Yes, my friends, such things
were undoubtlessly done in the olden
times, and our Monsieur Joshua was
but reviving a dead-but-not-forgotten
custom of the past when he did lay the
poor omne, Marguerite, beneath lns
hearth.”’

““H’'m,”” I reflected, ‘‘it hardly
seems possuble such blgotry could
have obtained so late, though; just
think, the Revolutionary War began
only some fifteen years later, yet here
was a man so intolerant that——"’

““Eh bienm,”’ the Frenchman chuek-
led, ‘‘again you do forget, my friend.
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Your war of revolution was fought
and won, also your second war with
England, and our own so glorious
Revolutlon was an accomplished fact
while yet Catholics burnet{) Protestant
and Jew with fine 1mpa.rhalny It
was 1814 when Spain’s last autfo da fé
was held. However, we grow unduly
reminigecent. It is with Monsxeur
Phipps’ probl&m we must deal.

“Tell me, young M onsigur,”” he
turned directly to our visitor, ‘‘is this
house of blood and sorrow where your
wicked ancestor met his death still
standing, and if so, where?’”

-““Yes,”’ Phipps rephed “I've never
been there, but it’s still owned by the
family, though it’s been unoccupxed
for twenty‘ﬁve years.or more. . I'm
told it’s in remarkably gopd eondltlon,
however. It stands just outside the
present city of Woolwich, Massa-
chusetts.”’

‘“H’m,’’ de Grandin took his narrow
chin between a thoughtful thumb and
forefinger, ‘‘I think we should be well
advised to go there without delay, my
friend.”’

‘“What, out to that old ruin, now?’’
Phipps demanded.

‘“‘But of course. When water is
polluted the wise man seeks the source
of the stream. It seems to me the
fountainhead of this family cuxse of
yours may well be found where Mar-
guerite DuPont lies buried in a grave
of hatred without benefit of clergy or
the tribute of a single tear, save such
as your great-uncle Obediah may have
shed for her in secret.’’

“CAB, sir? Taxi? Take you to the
best hotel in town,”’ a lean,
lank Yankee youth challenged as we
alighted from the B. & M. train and
lugged our handbags from the Wool-
wieh station.

“Hold, mon brave,”” de Grandin
challenged in his turn, ‘‘you know the
country hereabouts, I doubt not—and
the old-time landmarks, as well #’’

‘“Ought to,”” the other answered
with a grin, ‘“‘been here all my life.”’

+

““Trés bon, excellent; you are the
man we seek, and none other. Tell
me, ecan you deliver ug in good condi-
tion at the old Phipps homestead—
you know the place?’’

An expression of blank amazement,
half fright, half disbelief, came on the
jehu’s lean, weather-stained face. The
Frenchman’s request, it seemed, was
mueh like that of a tourist in Naples
d!rectmg that he be forthwith driven
to the rim of Vesuvius’ crater,

““D’ye mean ye want to go there?’’
the youth demanded.

“‘Utterly,”’ de Grandin returned.
‘It still stands and may be reached,
may it not?”’

“QOh, yeah, you can git there all
right,”’ the other responded doubt-
fnny’ “hut——"1?

‘‘But getting back is something
else again, n’est-ce-pas?’’ the little
Frenchmén retorted with one of his
quick, infectious smiles. ‘‘No matter.
Do you transport us thither; we shall
take responsibility for the rest.’’

The youth led us to a dilapidated
Ford which got under way protest-
ingly and seemed in imminent peril of
dropping to pieces at almost every
revolution of its wheels, but somehow
took us through the wide, well kept
streets of the newer part of town,
along a smooth macadamed highway
between rows of pretty white houses,
finally up a rutty clay-surfaced road
to the massive cedar gate-posts of a
wide and weed-choked park. -

‘““Bufin, we are arrived, it seems,’’
de Grandin announced as we alighted.
““Do you bear a hand with the port.
manteaux, mon vieux,’’ he tapped the .
driver on the arm as I felt in my,
pocket for the fares.

“‘No, sir, not me,’”’ the other de-
clared with emphasis. ‘I contracted
to brmg ye here, an’ I done lt but,
nothin’ was sald about me goin’ into
that place, an’ I ain’t gotn’ neether!” '

““Eh, what do you tell me?” de
Grandin tweaked his mustache ends
alternately. “‘Is it then, per.haps, a
place oq evil J;eputanon?”
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¢“Ts it3’’ the driver echoed ‘‘Say,
brother, you couldn’t get the State
militia to camp in them grounds over-
night, an’ I don’t mean maybe. O’
course, I don’t believe in ghosts nor
nothin’ like that, but——"’
. “Certainement,somuch is evident,”’
the Frenchman’s features ereased i
oue of his quiek, elfin smiles, ‘‘but at
the same time you prefer net to test
your disbeliefs too strongly, is it not?
Very well; we thank you for the
transportation; as to that in whieh
you disbelieve so staunchly, we shall
endeavor to cope with it unaided—
also with the burden of our luggage.’’

The old Phipps farmhouse was, as
Edwin had tald us, in remarkably
good repair for its age and the neglect
it had suffered during the past quar-
tercentury. Built at the time when
Georglan elegance was just beginning
to impress itself on the ruder architee-
ture of the eolony, it presented a eu-
riously hybrid appearance. A rounded

bay climbed the full beight of is.

facade, porticoes supported by amee

white columns ran along the fmnt,
but all its many windows were firmly
closed with heavy, slab-wood shutters.
The door which pierced the cemter of
the building was of adzcut timber,
roughly smoothed with a ,]ackplane
and hung on massive ‘‘holy Lord””
hinges of hand-wrought iron. It
stemed strong enough to withstand a
stege supported by anything less than
nmodern artillery.

Edwin Phipps produced a key of
hammered brass whieh seemed to me
masaive enough io have lecked the
Bastille, fistted it in the iron-rimmed
keyhole and shot back the bols
Hardly conscious that I did so, I won-
dered that the lock sheuld werk thas
readily after so mamy years of disuase.

“Entrez,’* de Grandin stood aside
and waved us forward ; ‘‘the great ad-
vﬁlture ia begap, my triends.”’

The room we entered was libe a
asttmgcmastage. Oviocusly, it was
W intended as both entramee-

hvmg-romn, pqqiulﬂx a8 din-

ing-reom as well. Lofty and paneled
in some sort of age-darkened woed,
with an open fireplace large ensugh
to drive a limousine through in the
blank wall to the left, it guve me the
impression of immensity and ehill ome
gets in going through a Comtinenta)
cxtbhedral. A brosd stmirease, balus-
traded 'im hand-wrought cak, ras op
to a gallery above, whenee three damrs,
one to the right, two to the left, gave
of. There were also doors leiting
through the right wall of the hall, but
none fo the left. At the stairway’s
foot, by way of newel post, stoed a
massive bronze cannon, muzzle down,
evidently the spoil of some raid led by
Joshua Phipps against the Fremch,
for engraved on its breaeh were the
Bourbon arms and a regal crown sur-
mounting a flourishing capital L. A
great table of Flemish oak stood nsar

the center of the hall; several
straight-backed chairs, faded and
moldermg  with age, stood sentry

agamst the walls. Before the mon-
strous, gaping fireplace, almest on the

hearthstone, y'avmed a2 massive arm-
chair upholstered in tattered Spanish
leather. F wondered if this conld be
the ‘‘great chair”’ i whichk old
Joshwra sat meditatmg that night so
long ago when the midwife came to
call him to his son, and to the deom
pronoareed an him and his by the
martyred French girl.

De Grandin glanced apprmsmgly
about the place and shoak his sheul-
ders as though a chill even more bit-
ter than that of the December day
had pierced his fur-lined greatcoat.
‘“ Peur Uamouwr d’un bowuc, a little fivre
would help this place immensely,’’ he
murmured. ‘‘Phipps, my friend, do
yoeu dispase our belongings as seems
good te you. Trowhridge, mon viexs,
by your Ieave you and T will sally
forth in seareh of fuel for yonder five-
plaee. Pardieu, I damn think it will
require an entire forest to warm this
place to hospitality anee more!’” -

We bhad meluded a pair .of Boy,
Seout axes m our ouifid, and im a few
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minutes cut a plentiful supply of dry
weed from the fallen trees in the
greve outside.

“Mille pardoms, little onme,”’ de
Grandin murmured almost humbly as
he crossed the wide slate hearthstone
to lay the logs in the fireplace; we do
not tread upon your grave with wan-
ton feet.”’

The short New England twilight
faded into dark almost before we had
completed preparations for the night.
We ate a dinner of fried bacon and
- potatoes, washed down with plentiful
drafts of strong boiled coffee, set up
our camp cots on the flagstone floor of
the great hall and rolled ourselves in
several thicknesses of blankets before
ten o’clock had sounded on the tiny
folding clock de Grandin had taken
from his kit: bag.

‘“ Bonne nuif, my friends,’’ he mur-
mured sleepily. “‘Let us sleep like a
elear conscience this n ght, for we
have much to do tomorrow.’’

TH:E fire had died to a sullen, smol-
dering ruin and the blackness the
leaping flames hafll driven back once
more advanced from the cormers of
the great, eold hall like @ hostile army
counter-attacking doggedly, when I
wakened with a start. Had I been
dreaming, or had there actually been
“a Presence bending over me, I won-
dered as I opened sleepy eyes and
glanced about. Whatever it was, it
had not been hostile, that I knew.

For a moment, while I crossed the no

mzm %s land between sleep and wak-
I had sensed something, some-
thmg white and slim, bending above
me, a pleasant, comforting something
like a mother soothing her restless
child in the night—smooth, calming
hands passing lightly over my fea-
tures, .a gentle, murmuring voice, a
faint, familiar lovely scent breath-
ing through the darkness.
‘‘ Trowbridge, mon ams, did you see
—did you feel it?”’ de Grandin’s
sharp, sibilant whisper came to me.

““Ye-es, I think so—"" T began,
but stopped abruptly at the sound
from Phipps’ cot. |

“Ug—ou!’’ Half exclamation, half
frightened, strangling ery it was, and
in the quarter-light we saw him rear
upright from his blankets, fighting
and wrestling for his life with some-
thing invisible to us.

Before either de Grandin or I could
reach him he rolled from his bed,
threshed wildly about the stone floor,
then lay still, panting deeply. ‘‘It—
something tried to choke me!’’ he
gasped as we rushed to his aid. ‘‘I
was sleeping, and dreamed someone
—a woman, T think—bent over me,
stroking my cheeks and forehead, then
suddenly it—whatever it was—seemed
to change, to go savage as a lunatie,
and grasped me by the throat. Lord,
I thought I was done for, for a
while!”’

He rose with an effort, accepted a
sip of brandy from de Gmandin’s
flask, then sank down on his cot, feel-
ing gingerly at his neck. ‘¢ ’Speect it
was a dream,’’ he murmured with a
shamefaced grin, ‘‘but ‘such stuff as
dreams are made on’ is mighty solid
hereabouts, if it were. Ugh, I can
feel those long, bony fingers squeezing
my gullet yet!’’

I was about to reply with some
soothing commonplace remark when
de Grandin’s minatory hlss and up-
raised finger cut me short. Distinctly
through the outside darkness came the
echo of a shot, a second report, and a
woman’s wailing, terrified secream,
both curiously faint and faraway
seeming, like the sound of a gramo-
phone played in a distant room with
closed doors between.

For a moment we waited tensely,
then, as the woman’s ery was repeat-
ed, nearer, this time, de Grandin
crossed hastily to the front door,
snatched up his coat, and flung the
portal open. Insta.ntly the muffled
quality of the sounds was explaimed,
‘While we slept before the fire a tor-
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rential rainstorm had eome up, and,
though there was little wind, the skies
seemed suddenly converted into sieves
which let down countless cataracts of
black water.

As I joined him at the door and
peered intently through the drum-
ming rain, I descried some kind of
indistinct form blundering and splash-
ing through the welter of mud and
water and heard another faint hail:
‘“‘Help, please help me!’” -

Side by side the Frenchman and I
dashed into the storm, seized the half-
fainting girl and dragged her to the
shelter of the house.

“‘Thanks!’’ she gasped, shaking her
head to clear the water from her
eyes. ‘‘I think I'd have been done
in another moment if — you —
hadn’t ”’ her voice trailed off, and
she bent limply at the knees, as
though her bones had suddenly soft-
ened, landing in an inert little huddle
on the hall’s stone floor.

‘“ Mademoiselle!’’ de Grandin cried
in quick concern, bending over her,
‘“ Mademoiselle, you are—grand Dieu,
Friend Trowbridge, she is wounded!’’

It was so. On the left arm of the
suede trench coat she wore showed a
spot of angry red, and as I leaned
down beside de Grandin to help him
take away the garment, I saw the

-Jeather was pierced by two small
holes, one at the rear. of the sleeve,
the other at the front. Obviously, a
bullet-wound.

Working quickly, we removed the
girl’s overcoat and Fair Isle sports
vest, then washed and bandaged the
wound as best we could. For lack of
better styptics we made a pack of
borie acid powder, of which we for-
tunately had a small ean, and erushed
aspirin tablets, thus approximating
Senn’s first-aid dressing. For ban-
dage we requisitioned three clean
handkerchiefs from de Grandin’s

- dreming-case. Tearing a towel long-

. wise, we knotted it behind her neck
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end contrived a fairly satisfactory
sling.

‘““How comes it, Mademoiselle, that
you flee wounded through the storm?’’
de Grandin asked, removing the cup
of brandy and water from her lips
and watching her returning con-
sciousness with keenest satisfaction.
‘“What sacré béte has done this mon-
strous thing? Cordieu, tell me his
name, and I shall twist his neck so
thoroughly that in future he must
walk backward to see what lies before
him!”’

The girl gave him a smile that was
half a grin and wrinkled her nose at
him. ‘‘I only wish I knew,’’ she an-
swered. ‘‘I’d help you do it.

‘‘Joe Darnley and I were driving
home from Branchmoor, when this
storm hit us like a circus tent collap-
sing. The water must have gotten
into the gadget that works the jigger-
macrank, or something, for we went

" dead at the foot of the lane leading

here. The storm had us all turned
'round, and neither of us knew just
where we were, so while he got out
to tinker with the thingummy in the
engine I looked around for land-
marks. Just as he got the motor to
working and we were ready to start,

another car came rushing down the

road—no lights going, either'!—and
someone in it shouted for us to get to
hell out of there. Guess we didn’t
move fast enough to suit ’em, for one
of them fired on us and struck me in
the arm. It hurts like fury, too!”’
She made a little face, then turned to
de Grandin with a brave effort at a
smile.

‘“‘Joe Darnley’s a swine. The con-
temptible thing stepped on the gas
and left me there, wounded and lost.
Then I screamed for help and started
to run—I didn’t realize which way I
ran; just ran, that’s all. In a few
minutes I saw your light, and—here
Iam.”” She gave de Grandin another
friendly smile, then seemed to stiffen
with sudden frightened realization.

/
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¢“I say,’’ she demanded, ‘‘this is the
old Phipps house, isn’t it? Who—
who are you? What are you doing
here? I thought this place was de-
serted — I've always heard it was
-haunted by ——’’ She broke off with
another effort at a smile, but it was
easy to see the local superstition was
troubling her.

““Eh bien, that is a long story,
Mademoiselle,”’ de Grandin answered
‘‘However, we are quite lawfully in
possession, I assure you. Permettez-
mot, s’il vous plait: This is Monsieur
Edwin Phipps, one of the owners of
the property; this Dr. Samuel Trow-
bridge, of Harrisonville, New Jersey.
I am Jules de Grandin, of Paris and
el.sev;;l’lere, all very much at your ser-
vice.

She nodded in frank friendliness.
‘“It’s no mere figure of speech when I
tell you I'm glad to meet you,’’ she
assured us. ‘‘My name’s DuPont—
Marguerite DuPont, of Woolwich,
Massachusetts, very much in your
debt’ for services rendered, gentle-
men.’’

“‘@Good gracious!’’ I exclaimed.

‘‘Marguerite DuPont!’”’ young
Phipps repeated in a sort of awed
whisper.

““Sacré nom d’un fromegel Is it
801’ de Grandin ejaculated.

She regarded us with a sort of puz-
gzled resentment. ‘‘Of eourse, it’sso!’’
she answered. ‘‘Why shouldn’t it be?
It’s a good name, isn’t it?”’

" ¢““Good?’’ de Grandin echoed. ‘‘O,
U4 14, it is a most excellent good name,
indeed!’”’ Then:

‘““Your pardon, Mademotselle. That
name is connected most intimately
with the tragic history of this sad and
bloody old house, and the coincidence
struck us all with force. Tomorrow,
or the next day, or the next day after
that, when you are feeling stronger,
we shall explain in detail. Now, if
you please, you shall lie down and
rest. We shall take especial pains that

no harm comes to one of your name in
this place, of all others.”’

After some good-natured argument,
we agreed that the girl should occu y
Phipps’s cot, for the similarity of
charming guest’s name to the author
of the family curse seemed to have
completely unnerved the youngster,

. and he declared sleep impossible.

Nevertheless, we all dropped off
after a time, de Grandin once more
rolled in his blankets like an Indian,
I lying on my cot watching the leap-
ing flames of the replenished fire, the
girl sleeping lightly as a child, her
uninjured hand pillowing her cheek;
Edwin Plupps sat humped forward in
his ancestor’s great chair before the
fireplace.

I'r was Marguerite’s stifled terrified
scream which awakened me. Bolt
upright, wide awake as: though sleep
had not visited my lids, I looked about
the great dark hall. Phipps still
nodded in the deep leather chair be-
fore the smoldering remnant of the
fire; de Grandin, apparently, slept
undisturbed in his blankets; Mar-
guerite DuPont sat erect in her bed,
her eyes wide with terror, her lips
parted to emit another horrified ery.

A creak on the wide, oaken stairs
leading from the gallery diverted my
attention from the frightened girl
Slowly, seeming more to float than to
walk, a tall, white-draped form de-
scended the stairs, and behind the
folds of fluttering winding-sheet I
espied the burning, phosphorescent
glow of a pair of dreadful, luminous
eyes fixed on us with a gaze of direful
fury.

“Conmro te, sceleratissime, abire
ad locum tuum!’’ the sonorous words
of the Latin exorcism rang through
the high-ceiled, echoing hall as de
Grandin, now thoroughly awake,
hurled them at the gigantie, white-
shrouded form bearing down on us.

A moment he paused, as though to
test the efficacy of the spell. From



26 WEIRD TALES

the fluttering folds of the advancing
thing’s cerements there burst a sud-
den yell of wild, deriive laughter;
mad laughter, which seemed to sound
the death-kunell of all sanity. Time
stood still far us as the delirious peal
sounded again through the dark
place. Then:

‘““Ha — so? Pardiew, you would
make one sacré singe of Jules de
@randin, hein?’’ The Frenchman had
risen from his bed, his little, round
blue eyes ablaze with concentrated,
deadly fury, and the dying firelight
glinted balefully on the blue-steel
barrel of his pistol.

The shots, following each other in
suegh gnick suceession that they
seamed a single prolonged repart, bel-
lowed through the gloom, and the

sharp, acrid fumes of cordite stumg -

our nostrils.

The mocking laugh stopped short,
like a tuned-out radio, and the sheeted
thing wilted, toppled crashing down
the last half-dozen steps, and lay
twitching spasmodically on the stone
floor before us.

‘“Good heavens!’’ I gasped. ‘“I—I
thought it was a—a——"’

“Un fantdme, eh?’’ de Grandin
supplied with a balf amused, half
hysterical laugh. ‘“Me, I think that
was the intention of the masquerade,
my friend. Also, I damnafion think
they set their stage poorly. In the
first dullness of my awakening, I also
was deceived, but I heard a step creak
beneath his tread, and ghosts do not
cause squeaky boards to complain as
they walk upon them, Friend Trow-
bridge. Alors, I turned from exoreism
to execution, and’’—he indicated the
prostrate form before us—‘‘it would
seem I made a real ghost where a
‘make-believe one was before. I am
gkilful at that, my friend.”’

. Bending above the sheeted figure he
drew aside its wrappings. Beneath
the shrouding of cheesecloth was a
frame of light wickerwork attached to

the man’s shoulders, giving him the
appearance of being at least ten feet
tall. At the top of the frame was
fixed a globular arrangement of
papier-méacl# through which two eye-
holes were pierced. Behind each of
these burned a small eleetric flashlight
with a green-glass bulb. This ae-
counted for the glare of ghostly eyes
we had seen in the specter’s shrouded
face.

The man within the winding-sheet
was dead. Six tiny nickel-capped bul-
lets from de Grandin’s vicious little
Belgian automatic had riddled his
chest within an area which might he
covered by the palm of a man’s hand,
and from the eorners of the dead
man’s mouth there triekled twin
streamlets of blood from his pune-
tured lungs. .

‘“Why, it’s Claude Phipps!’’ Mar-
guerite DuPont’s awe-stricken voice
announced. Frightened almost sense-
less at sight of what she thought a
ghost, she had -completely regained
her courage when the visitant fell be-
fore de Grandin’s pistol, and stood at
the Frenchman’s elbow, regarding the
dead man’s features with wide, fasci-
nated eyes. '

‘““Eh, what is it you do say—
Phipps?’’ de Grandin shot back.

“Yes. His family’s lived in Wool-
wich since I don’t know when. He
was always a wild sort of chap—
never able to keep any Kind of em-
ployment or stick to anything for
long. A little while ago, though, he
seemed to be making lots of money,
and his funds seemed to increase all
the time. We all thought he was play-
ing the stoek market. He married
Marcia Hopkins last year, and they
built a lovely home over by Andover.
But——"’

‘¢ ‘But,’ indeed, Mademoiselle,’’ de
Grandin cut in. ‘‘One wonders. Me,
I greatly suspeet the stock in which
this one dealt was of the kind found
in the cellars of gentlemen who preach
the virtues of prohibition in publie
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and entertain themselves and their
friends with coektxils in private.  This
ancient, fear-ridden house with its
reputation of being haunted—the
warning you and your umcourzgeous
eseort reeeived when you approached
it in the storm—this childish mas-
querade to frighten off intruders, they
poimt to——

“Down, my friends! Venire &
terre! XKeep away from the light!>’

Mateching his own eommand with
performanee; he flattewred himself to
the floor, andtherestefusfcﬂlowed
mstant sait.

'Nor were we a second too quick.
'I‘he thunderous roar of sawed-off
shotguns resounded even as we
dropped, and a shower of slugs whis-
tled murderously over us.

The Frmehman s little pistol
barked shrewish rejoinder to the fu-
sinsde, and Edwin Phipps, revolver
in’ hand, wri forwarad acress the
floor, ﬁrmg rapidly. Somebody
sereamed boarsely m the dark, amd
the soumd of rending wood was fol-
lowed by a hurtling body falling to
the hall floor with a sickening thud.
For a moment the silemce snceceding
the mélée was oppressive; then a
whimper from the fallen man before
us and a pitecus groan from the bal-
cony above told us the battle was
ended, all easualties being on the
other side.

By the light of our ebctne torehes
we examined our late foemem. The
fallen manx had a shattered tibia, the
resalt of a lueky shot from Phipps’s
revolver, and a broken eollar-bone,
sustained when he erashed through
the rotting baleony rail and fell
breast forward te the stome floor of
the hall. The man on the balcony was
shot through the left shoulder and the
thigh, neither wound being serious,
but beth bleeding profausely.

Por a few moments, with impro-
vised bandages and splmts, de Gran-
din and I worked feverishly. We were
rrggmg a emde Spamsb Wmdlass to

staumeh the wound in our late en-
emy’s leg when Marguertte Dqut (]
ghrill hail eame: :

‘“Fire! The house is bumfng"’

“My God!’ our pat1ent eried
hoarsely. ‘‘Get us out o” here, quick.
It’s th’ stills. There’s five hundred
gallon o’ raw liquor dewnstairs in th’
celar an’ two hundred gallan o’
mash. Quiek, £'r th” lIove o’ God, be-
fore th’” place bfows up!’’

No second warning was necessary.
We piled the wounded men on cots
and rushéd them from the house,
found the high-powered ear eoncealed
in the erumbling woodshed, and set
the motor going. Five minntes later,
directed by Marguerite, 1 piloted the
machine along the road to Woolwich.

‘Our departure was none too soom.
Dry ‘as tinder, the old house burned
like lghted paraffin, and before we
bhad traveled half a mile along the
conerete ecountry road, there came a
dull, reverberating roar hike the erup-
tion of ‘a miniature voleane, and
shewers of sparks and burning Brands
shot into the rain-washed Deeembei'
night.

““Eh bien,”’ de Grandin eommented,
‘it seems our task is somewhat de-
layed by this night’s business.’’

“How’s that?”’ I asked, glancing
mamentarily from the road.

‘T mean we must wait till the em-
bers of that wicked old house have
cooled—a week, perhaps—then we
proeeed to draw the fires of an anesent
grudge,’” was his enigmatieal retort.

THE tale the wounded bootleggers
told the police surgeon to whose
care we turned them over was nof ‘an
unusual one. Claude Phipps, ne’er:
do-well deseendant of the proud old
family, had grown to mankood with
aﬂthemmdfew,lfany,ofthe
virtues of his aneestors. Disincling-
tion to work, a passion for spmdmg _
all the money he’ could acquire by
whetever debious means e¢ame ‘to
hand, amd: s feeling of superiority,
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ground in him by the futile boastings

of his impoverished and snobbish
parents, had made him something of a
town character, shunned by his own
class, granted a sort of grudging wel-
come by the petty criminals, race
touts and cheap gamblers. with- whom
he eonsorted. Like many others of
his kind, prohibition had provided
him with the means of living without
appreciable labor. Beginning as lieu-
tenant to a professional rum-runner,
he graduated to captaincy of his own
small crew, finally adopted the ex-
pedient of manufacturing his stock in
trade in preference to the more haz-
ardous course of running it in from
Canada or the sea.

Knowledge of the legends sur-
roinding the old house belonging to

the other branch of his family, and

the fact that the place had been un-
occupied for years, provided him a
cheap and relatively safe headquar-
ters for his operations. In the cellar
of the old homestead he set up a still,
and with the assistance of two com-
panions proceeded to engage in the
preparation of liquor of sorts on a
wholesale scale. Onece or twice natives
familiar with the old house had at-
tempted half-hearted investigation of
the strange lights and sounds ob-
gerved there after dark, but the ghost
outfit with which the unbidden ten-
ants had provided themselves, ac-
companied by appropriately eery
shrieks and demoniacal laughter, had
frightened away the amateur detec-
tives, and Claude and his gang were
left in undisputed possession of the
place. _

Recently, however, more serious
opposition had developed, for Salva-
tore Giolotti, local overlord of the
bootlegging industry, had delivered
an ultimatum. Claude must either sus-
pend opposition or join forees with
him. It was with the threats of the
larger organization still fresh in their
minds that Claude and his henchmen
had discovered Marguerite and her

escort apparently reconnoitering the
approaches to the house, and fired on
them.

The two survivors were for shooting
us at once when our presence was dis-
covered, for they had no doubt we
were the advance guard of Giolotti’s
army of occupation, but Claude pre-
vailed on them to let him try his
spectral masquerade before resorting
to firearms.

“U’m,”” de Grandin muttered
thoughtfully as the wounded youth
congluded his recital. ‘‘And this
Monsieur Claude, your leader, he
lived in Andover, did he not? will
you be good enough to furnish his ad-
dress?”’

As soon as our business with the
officers was conduded, de Grendin
rushed us from the station house and
summoned a taxicab. ‘‘To 823
Founders’ Road,”” he commanded
when we were ensconeed in the ve-
hicle.

A light burned brightly in the
upper front room of the pretty little
suburban villa before which the taxi-
man deposited us half an hour later,
and through a rear window there
showed another gleam of lamplight.
A large closed car was parked at the
curb, and as we passed it I noticed it
bore the deviee of Mersury’s cadu-
ceus beside its license plate, thus pro-
claiming its owner a member of the
medical fraternity.

No answer came to de Grandin’s
sharp ring at, the doorbell, and he
gave a second imperative summons
before a light, quick step.sounded be-
yond the white-enameled panels. A
pleasant-faced weman in hospital
white opened the door and regarded
us with a half-weleoming, half-in-
quiring smile. ‘‘Yes?’’ she asked.

‘“Madame Phipps—she is here?
She may be seen ?’’ de Grandin asked,
and far onece his self-assurance seemed
to have deserted him.

The nurse laughed outright. ‘‘She’s
here,”’ she answered, ‘‘but I dom’t
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think you can see her j'ust now. She
had a little son two hours ago.’’

- ““Sacré nom! Le sort—the curse—
it still holds!’’ the little Frenchman
exclaimed. ‘I knew it, I was certain,
I was sure; I was pos1t1ve we should
find this, my friends, but I had to
prove it! Consider: Monsieur Claude,
the worthless, I shot him in self-de-
fense two hours ago; he died with
blood upon his mouth. Almost in that
same instant his wife became a moth-
er! This is no business of the ‘monkey
with which we deal, mes amis; mille
nons; it is grave, it is earnest. But
certainly.’”’ He nodded his head sol-
emnly.

" “‘Nonsense!’’ I broke in. “‘It was
a coimncidence; nothing more.’’

' ““You may have right, my friend,”’
de Grandin acceded somberly, “but
men have died for less reason than

such coincidences as this, and unless

we can——’’

““Can what?’’ I prompted as we
turned and retraced our steps toward
the waiting taxi.

‘‘No matter,”’ he answered shortly.
‘‘ Hereafter we stand in need of deeds,
not words, my friend.”’

‘T WAS almost a week before the fire-

ravaged ruins of the old house had
cooled sufficiently to permit us to rum-
mage among charred timbers and fal-
len bricks. The great central ¢him-
ney stood like the lone survivor of
a burned forest amid the blackened
wreckage. The heat-blasted stone
paving of the hall, supported by the
heavy arches of the wvaulted cellar,
remained intact, as did the mighty
fireplace with its arch of field-stones;
otherwise the house was but a rubble
of fallen brick and burned joists.

The little Frenchman had been
busﬂy engaged during the interven-
ing days, making visits here and there,
interviewing this one and tnat, ac-
cumulating stray bits of 1nformat10n
from any source which offered, par-
ticularly interviewing the Ttalian
priest who served the Catholic parish

within the confines of which the an-
cient house stood. .

Beginning with a call of perfune-
tory politeness to inquire concerning
her wound, Edwin Phipps had spent
more and more time in Marguerite
DuPont’s company. What they talked
of as they sat before the pleasant open
fire of her home while he assisted her
with the tea things, lighted her cigar-
ettes and otherwise made his two hale
hands do duty for her injured mem-
ber I do not know, but that their
brief acquaintanceship was ripening
into something stronger was evident
from the glances and covert smiles
exchanged—silent messages more elo-
quent than words, intended to deceive
the other members of the party, but
easily read as hornbook type.

I was not greatly surprized when
Edwin drove Marguerite up to the
site of the old house late in the fore-
noon of the day appointed by de
Grandin for ‘“‘la grande expérience.”’

Beside the little Frenchman, hisstole
adjusted on his shoulders, service
book ready and open, stood Father
Rizzio of the Church of Our Lady of
Perpetual Help. Near the clergy-
man, viewing the scene with a mix-
ture of professional dignity and won-
dering expectation, stood Ricardo
Paulo, sexton of the church and un-
dertaker to the congregation, and
near him rested an open casket, a
handsome bronze-plated product of
the factories of Boyertown, Pennsyl-
vania, the white silk of its tufted in-
terior shining pallidly in the bright
December sunshine.

From a roll of burlap de Grandin
produced a short, strong crowbar, in-
serted its wedge-end between the slate
hearthstone and the pavement of the
hall and threw his weight upon the
lever. ‘‘Quick, Friend Trowbridge,
lend me your aid,”’ he panted, bear-
ing heavily agalnst the bar; “kelas, )|
lack the bulk to budge it

I joined him, bore down upon the
crowbar, and wrenched the iron side-

( Continued on pege 136)



difficulty that I persuaded Lieu-
tenant Alan Morley to allow me

to place his story before the public.
His is a sensitive and retiring nature,
and the ridicule which he feels posi-
tive will follow the disclosure of such
amaning adventures will be hard for
him to bear. However, as it is a reec-
ord of what happened to the Lauri-
tania, her passengers and crew, after
her strange disappearance off Cape
Cloar in 1917, I feel that it should be
; % wide publicity. Whether or not

I'I‘ WAS not without considerable
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it is universally accepted, which I am

sure will not be the case, is a matter

of small concern to me. I have seen

and heard evidence that convinces me,

and will have done my duty when I

ﬁave made it the property of the pub-
c.

Most of us remember the striking
newspaper reports of the strange dis-
appearauce of the Lauritania, twelve
years ago. On the evening of Oetober
14th she had steamed out of Liverpool
under cover of darkness in order to
avoid lurking German submarines.
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Her apparent destination, because of
the certainty that spies would be
watching and reporting, was New
York City, but her real destination as
afterward diselosed, was Brest. The
passeéngers who had gome aboard her
in civilian clothing were British sol-
diers and nurses, bound for the West-
ern Front of the great World War.

The Lauritania was convoyed by
twe destroyers, and it is to the report
of the captain of one of these destroy-
ers, filed with the British Admiralty,
that T now have reference. In brief,

“The bird still advanced, but there
wmn time to reload.”

he stated that the three ships had
reached a point in the vicinity of 519
north latitude and 9° west longitude,
just off Cape Clear, abeut two o’clock
the morning of the 15th, when the dis-
appearanee occurred. Running with-
out lights, the three boats kept ia con-
stant touch by wireless, but a heavy
fog deseended shortly before two
o'clock, and at two all wireless com-~
munication from the Lauritania ceased
Alarmed by this, the captain of the

_destroyer turned on his searchlights,

sounded his fog-horn at intervalg,land
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began a search for the liner. By two-
fifteen a. m. the fog had tifted and the
two destroyers arrived simultaneously
at the spot where the Lauritania had
last been heard from. Although they
circled the spot and hunted in the
vieinity the rest of that night and all
next day, and for two days thereafter,
they found no trace of the missing
~boat, nor of any wreckage which"
might reaspnably have been supposed
to appear in case the boat had been
terpedoed and sunk. In the records
of the Admirglty, it appears that a
subsequent examination of the sea bot-
tom was made in the vicinity, but with
a negative. result. The Laeuritania
bhad disappeared as completely and
mysteriously as if she had suddenly
been transported to another planet.
So much for the Admiralty records.

To MY passion for deep-sea fishing
may be ascribed the reason for my
. chanee meeting with Lieutenant Alan
Morley and the confidenece he has since

in me. I put out from Chinde
ane bright morning in a small sailing
vessel with a crew of one black man,
Po try my luck in the Mozambique
Channel. A sudden storm arose, mak-
ing it imperative that we lower sail,
and blew us far off shore.

‘When the fury of the tempest had
subsided, night was coming on.

‘We sighted a tiny islet not more
than a half-mile distant, and sailed
toward it. Despite the fact that my
ebon crew assured me there were no
inhabited islets in this vicinity, I saw
a figure moving on the shore as we ap-
proached.

Searcely had we beached our light
craft when a ragged, bearded person
Tan toward us, shouting incoherently
and dancing like a wild man. Ludi-
crous and unkempt as he appeared at
the moment, he is the hero of a series
of adventures which, so far as I am
aware, transeend any previous human

ence.
ow we spent the night with him
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on the island, regaled with fruit and
roasted shell-fish, and made our way
to the mainland on the following day,
need not be recorded, here.

Suffice to say that when shaved and
clothed, the marooned man was obvi-
ously young, handsome, and every
inch a gentleman. I spent more than
a week in his company before I
thought it prudent, over an evening
glass of Scotch and soda, to ask him
about a package which he always car-
ried with him, and which he had
brought, wrapped in fiber eloth which
he had woven from hibiscus bast,
when we left the island.

‘“If you have something of value in
that package, Lieutenant,’”’ I said,
‘‘don’t you think it would be wise to
place it in a bank vault? There are
many shady characters on this coast,
and if it contains pearls, for imstance,
we may find yon some morning with
almﬁemyourbackandthemckage
missing.’

“It contains nothmg of value to
anyone but me, my friend.’’

‘“‘But are you sure? Things that
are of value to one man are usually
of equal value to many others.”’

‘‘Judge, then, for yourself,’’ he re-
plied, handing me the package.

I hesitated, looking at the shiny oil-
skin wrapper which he had lately pro-
vided.

“Unwrap it,”’ he said.

Upon opening the package I found
that it contained a notebook in which
a number of penciled entries had been
made. It was stained, dog-eared, and
discolored, but still legible.

‘“Read,’’ said the lientenant, ‘‘and
then call me mad if you will. I must
tell someone, sometime, I suppose.’’

I read, spellbound, far into the
night, the lieutenant puffing his pipe
in a great leather chair beside me. It
is from that dog-eared notebook that
I have taken the following story, for
the sake of brevity omitting certain
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details which -will probably not he of
interest to tire public:at hrrge
Here is the story.

"E WERE down the coast
- of Ireland without lights, keep-
ing i touch by wireless with the two
destroyers that -wereto guard us from
submratirre attack, when a heavy fog
suddenly descended. 1 was in the
-wireless room ut the tmme, and the
suddenly ‘thmwmg off ‘his
head—phones, :‘informed me fhat the in-
strument had gone dead. A cry from
the helrmsmman®s cabm, just ahead,
Bert ‘e TUNNINE "When T came Tp
beside kim, he shoutedv. “Po you see
-what 4 see, sir?’”’. and pointed to the
ship’s compass. It was whirfing %o
rapidly that the face appeared as a
Plur. 1-was both startled and puzzled,
thengh net -alermed.

H, was when 1 Bgem 'ste'pped out-
wifle the eabin ‘that the witzation grew
wlgrmirg.  There wasa Turid red g!uw
tinthtyg the surromdirg fog .and
Tighting wp the etk Hke a Basdh from
-an opened Bre-door. But This-was not
2l. The ship’s motion ‘throggh the
water was being reterded by some un-
%nown egency! There was no sudden
shock—just a dslow retardation, but ‘it
‘was wufficient te make our oﬁ-bmmng
engines tabor and vibrate with an un-
usudl smoant of noise. Tiis noise,
however, ‘was -drowned m a mument
by ‘a sputtering, cracklimg sound
avhich came from overhead. At the
same instarrt, three briliamnt shafts of
hght one :green, -one red, and ome vio-
et in hme, cut thratugh- fhe fog, tramed
on us-as from a distant and extremely
till Tighthouse or = far-of airship.
Where the ‘three Tays combmed to
fiood our ship with tght the result
was dezzling white brillrance that ex-
eeededl the ghare of fhe noonduy sum,
and 1 noticed that our masts, fuonels,
rigging and sails were giving off mil-
Fors ©f mrditicslored sperds and rays.

We ‘had sntimreraft gums dboard,
amd I heard ‘the captain order ‘them
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made ready for action. TConxinced
that we were being attadked by Zep-
pélins with some new-and unspeakalily
fiendish device, T drew my Colt serv-
ice forty-five -and hurried up to the
‘boat -deck to jom in the fray. Before
X reached it, however, = strange thing
happered. 'The ]mge bulk of the
Lowritania rose from the water—en-
gines racing amd screws roaring ke
arrplame propellers—@dimly audible
abave the arackling of the ship, which
had &p fbecome radio-active
mmnderthe mnﬁnanceuf rfire throe liglvts.
Fear 3 mumeant I .caugit a ghmpee
of the weaves bencath us, refecting the
brilliant sheen of light ; ttren :th ey is-
appoared, and with mhem, the ship I
was standing en, .and everything, in
faot, exonpt the thiwe -celured rayu.
Relieving shat 1 (had suddenly game
blind, I held my right hand defore sny
eyes. I -.could net see it. With my
deft hand 1 - the rail This
could Teel, but could not see. Pres-
ently I could.no longer even feal the
rafl! AN sounds ceased. It was as
7 1 were without ‘body or weight in a
soundless void, ligitted by the ‘three,
ronverging Tays, which alone . re-
‘mained visible. )
By .a supreme effort of will, T man-
aged to retdin consciowsness and to
watch the -three amazing rays. Tt
seemed to me that their angles of eon-
vergence were slowly growing less
acute, and from this I Gefluced that
erther ‘we were approaching thenf
source, -or their source was approach-

g us.

1 do oot know howlong it was that
1 stood thus, presumrably grasping the
rail which 1 could neither sse nor Tad
—iit ]ay have been a few seconds, or
it may trave been many hours. Thad
lost all sense of fime. At any xrate,
things preserrtly began to grow v"isihla
ancemare. At first T saw the dtm omt-
lines of ‘the ship’s foremast and rig-
ging. Then the decks and railings
and the people on fhem came 'inte
view. “The red of our forwa“r& smm
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stack loomed beside me, and above it
I could see the painted black diamond
‘on a white background which was the
trademark of our company. (

A feeling of weakness, which I
could not shake off, assailed me.
Others, I observed, had fared worse
than I, a few staggering as if drunk
~or drugged, but most of them lying or
groveling on the decks.

Accompanying the visual percep-
tions were the auditory. I could hear
the moans of men, the shrieks and sob-
bing of frightened women. I could
again feel the rail tightly gripped in

my hand—the solid metal steps be- -

neath my feet.

Descending the rest of the way to
the boat deck, I encountered Captain
Winslow. He reeled as if intoxicated,
and I placed my hand on his arm to
‘steady him.

“If you know what has happened
to us, Lieutenant, in God’s name tell
me!’’ he cried.

‘“Must be some new electrical device
of the Germans, sir,”’ I replied, ‘‘but
too deep for my comprehension.’’

- While I was speaking the captain
took out his binoculars and focused
them on the source of the rays. Sud-
denly he uttered an exclamation of
surprize and wonder and pushed them
into my hands.

““Look, Lieutenant,’’ he cried. ‘‘A

super-Zeppelin!*’ .
- X looked, and saw something which
appeared anything but a Zeppelin to
me. It was an enormous globe, shin-
‘ing with a silvery white light like
that of the moon, exeept at the polar
extremities which appeared black, and
protruded. The three light rays ap-
peared to be coming through portholes
n the immense sphere.

‘“If that is a Zeppelin, sir, or bears
any relation to one,’’ I said, ‘“‘then I
have never seen a German airship.”’
© ““I guess you’re right, Lieutenant.
It’s something else—but what? The
thing seems to be drawing us through
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‘the air without contact—sort of mag-

netic attraction, I suppose.’’ .

‘‘Looks that way, sir. Perhaps the
globe acts as a huge electro-magnet,
and the projecting black poles are
really magnetic poles. OQur ship, be-
ing principally steel, would be drawn
aleng the magnetic lines of force like
a bar of iron. On the other hand, it
may not be magnetism at all. Per-
haps the light rays are performing the
work of levitation and propulsion, ap-
plying laws unknown to, and even un-
suspected by us.”’

“‘Perhaps, but let us examine some
evidence of a mere simple nature.
‘What ‘ country, for instance, would
you say we are sailing over just at
present ?’’ '

THE captain had been looking over
the rail while I had continued to
stare at the strange machine that had
us in its power. I now followed the
direction of his gaze, then rushed to
the rail, marveling meanwhile at the
extraordinary Ianngscape which spread
before my eyes, weirdly lighted by the
rays reflected from our ship. The
ground immediately beneath us was
gently rolling prairie, covered with a
velvety carpet of reddish-brown vege-
tation. Browsing on this rich pastur-
age were large herds of odd-looking
creatures. The adults were as large
as draft-horses, and more nearly re-
sembled the ornithorhynchus than any
earthly credture I can think of, being
rotund of figure and having huge, flat,
duck-like bills. Unlike the ornitho-
rhynchus, however, they had long,
arching necks, and legs as long as
those of camels. The nearest herd was
about five hundred feet below me, and
from that distance I judged that the
creatures were quite hairless and
without even rudimentary tails. I
noticed several young oned, the siall-
est of which was about two and a half
feet in length. One of these suckled
from mamme, situated just behind
the forelegs of the mother instead of
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beneath the hind legs as in earthly
cattle and horses.

Each herd, it appeared, had an at-
tendant, a man-like creature that
walked an two legs and appeared to
be covered with brown feathers with
the exception of the face, which was
quite naked and rather bestial-looking
in the individual nearest me. I
noticed, too, that there grew from the
head of this quasi-human creature a
crest of long, bright-hued feathers,
slightly resembling the feather crown
of an Indian chief, but instead of end-
ing in a tail at the back, following the
ridges of the shoulders and the back
of each arm and ending in a point of
short feathers at the wrist, forming
rudimentary wings. The marking of
these feathers was quite similar to that
of the tail feathers of a peacock. This
brilliant crest was raised and lowered
at will, like the crest of a jay or a
muscovy duck.

The silvery sheen of a number of
lakes broke the reddish-brown of the
landscape, and I saw that a number of
the duck-billed creatures were enjoy-
ing baths in them, sporting about like
seals at play, diving beneath the sur-
face, ang remaining for considerable
intervals, to emerge presently, ap-
parently much refreshed, and betake
themselves again to the pasturage.

I was looking over the port stde of
the vessel at the time, and as my eyes
took in a more distant portion of the
landseape 1 saw that we were ap-
proaching anm exceedingly rugged
land formation. In the distance it
looked like a group of sharp, stony
peaks with sheer, precipitous sides,
separated by immensely deep gorges
or canyons, and I was reaching for my
binosulars to satisfy my curiosity on
this point when the captain plucked at
my sleeve.

‘““What’s the matter, Lleutenant?
Dazed?’’ he asked.

““T don’t think so, sir.”’
‘““Well, then, I asked you a question,

What country are we sailing over?
Have you any idea?’’ :

‘“Not the slightest.’’

‘‘But you have a theory or some-
thing. You must have.”’

‘‘About the only theory I can ad-

vance at present, sir, is a negative one,

My opinion is that we are not flying

‘over the earth.’’

‘“You think we have been trans-
ported to some other planet?’’

““So it seems.”’

‘‘Then take a look at the sky. Is
th;;t Mars directly overhead, or isn’t
lt »

‘“It may be Mars, although it’s a
trifle off color. Looks almost purple.’’

‘“What about the planet that ap-
pears to be setting at our right?’’

““Looks a little like Jupiter, except
for the violet tinge to the light it
gives off.”’

‘““Use your binoculars.
mine.”’

I hastily adjusted my powerful
glasses and looked at the planet in
question. It was Jupiter, without a
doubt, for I saw four of his moons,
one on the left, and three on the
right, just as they should have been
at the time.

““It’s Jupiter, all right,”’ I said.

‘“And now, what about the planet
that appears to he rising at our left%”’

‘“Venus, without a doubt,’’ I said,
‘“‘although it has an unusual bluish
cast;”

‘“And the increasing light on the
horizon beneath her tells us that fthe
sun will rise in a very few minutes.
So where are we?’’

‘“Not far from the earth,’”’ I said.
‘‘Perhaps we are on the moon.’

““Have you noticed any change in
the pull of gravity?’’

‘‘None whatever.”’

““You would, Lieutenant, on the
moon. "’

““To be sure.”’ ,

“Then our astronomical observa-
tions tell us we are on or near the
earth, while common sense tells us

I’ve used
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that the ground beneath us is not the
earth. That city we are appraaching,
for example, bears only a very slight
resemblance t0 anything I have ever
seen or heard of an eur planet.’’

4 had been so0 absarbed im our eon-
versataan that I had forgetten to
watch the strange land over whieh
we were passing. Now, looking over
the rail anece mare, I saw that we were
very close to the rugged land forma-
tion which I had previously notised.
The higher paints were eovered with
buildings of exceedimgly stramge de-
sign. Most of them were hexagamal
in foemm and the tallest were higher
than amny modem  skyscraper
Although they were of various heights
and widths and some quite ircegular
in outline, all agreed in one partieu-
lar—they were invariably erowned by
glistening domes that reBeeted the
rays of the morning sun with great
brilliance.

The place was inhabited, for 1 saw
figures moving abent, although they
were still too far away for me to

Jjudge what they were like. By bring-
ing my hibeculars into play, how-
ever, 1 managed io see aue group
quite clearly, even to the expressions
on their faces They seemed to be re-
garding our ship with as much
sstenishment as I felt at sight of
themn. They were human beines I
thought, but such beings All were
stark naked and their skins gleamed
a golden yellow in the momming sun-
light. They seemed to be wearing
multi-hued feather crowns whieh fol-
lowed the ridges of the shoulders and
the back of each arm, ending im a
point of shart feathers half-way be-
tween shoulder and elbow. 1 plainly
made out ten females and four males,
standing on the of & deep can-
yom, the top of which was covered
with dark red vegetation, and a fifth
male looking at us through an instru-
ment which resemhled a telescope.

A ghort distance from them, a huge

atream, wider than the Niagara,

planged dizzily te the bottom of the
canyon, which must have been at deast
five hundred feet deep. Just above
the falls was a lake, nearly oval in
form, about & half-mile aeross at its
widest point and perhaps a mile in
length. This lake was surrounded by
the queer buildings I have described,
rising in disparate eonfusion like a
primordial colony of thallephytie
growths on its rocky shore-line.

Ia the center of this lake was an
ml.a.nd also covered with the same
type of. struetnnes exsept at ome end.
This was seeuped by three huge tow-
<rs twice as tall &8 any of the neardy
buildings The towers supported an
immense rimg which meemed to be
made of shiny browm motal The
globe whish held us in its power by
meuns of the strange rays was direetly
ahove th:.s Tmg, and settling toward

P UNTIL this time I had beem so
with the unusual

events and sights that I had paid
small heed to my fellow bemngs aboard
ship. Now, upaen glancing to the right
andleft,lsawthtﬁepoﬂ:mﬂsof
eur four decks were lined with pasaen-

. we were approaching with an mierest

that appearsd equal to my ewn. As
the throb of our engines had ceased, 1
judged that Andy MacPherson, eur
chief engineer, had thriftlly shut
them off to save foel, without waiting
for orders.

When it appeared that we were t0
be lowered into the lake, the captain
ordered all members of the crew io
thair pasts Thea Major
who was in cammand of the troops we
had on beard, walked up o where the
captain and I were standing.

“Jally ald go, what?’’ he said, ap-
parently addressing beth of wus.

The captam gruantal am affinnstive
and I aedded.
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‘“What d’you think the blighters
have planned for us?’’ he continued.

‘I haven’t the slightest idea,’” con-
fessed the captain.

““Nor I, but they have the look of

.savages to me—cannibals, I'll war-
rant. I’ve five hundred fighting Tom-
mies, you know, and plenty of arms
and ammunition. If they’re planning
to do us in it might be well to be pre-
pared.’’

““They probably have weapons that
will make your rifles about as effective
as pea-shooters against machine-guns,
Major,’’ replied the captain. ‘‘How-
ever, it may be a good plan to arm
your men if you’re sure you can keep
them in hand.””

‘““We’re fightirig men, all of us,””
said the major, ‘‘and if we’re headed
for kingdom come we prefer to shoot
our way.’’

““They’re lowering us toward the
water now,’” cried the captain, excit-
edly. ‘‘Arm your men, but keep them
below deck for the present.”” He
swung on me. ‘‘Order all the women
to stay within their cabins.”’

‘While the major sang out orders to

-his men, I hurried off to see that the
captain’s imstructions were carried
out.

On -reaching the fourth deck I saw

that the crews of our six submarine’

guns, two forward, two amidships, and

two aft, were ready for action. Major -

Pickering was standing beside one of
the forward hatches, and smiled
grimly as I passed. Behind him in
the hatchway, and on the deck below,
his Tommies were hastily donning
uniforms and getting in line for the
issuance of weapons and ammunition.

My mission completed, I returned to
the boat deck. I found that the cap-
tain had quitted it, and on going for-
ward, saw him on the bridge convers-
ing with Reynolds, the officer of the
deck. Our anti-aircraft guns were

manned, their crews standing by for-

orders. Everything that could be
done in the way of preparedness had

been done; yet how futile, after all,
must be any offensive move we could
possibly make against an enemy who
could, at will, dissolve our ship, our
weapons, our very bodies into appar-
ent nothingness. '

I went to my cabin for an extra
forty-five, notwithstanding, and after
belting it about me and donning a
light raincoat in order that my weap-
ons might not be conspicuous,
mounted to the quarter-deck for a
good view of what was taking place
about us, as well as to be within easy
reach of the captain’s call.

‘We were now being carried slowly
across the lake, our keel perhaps fifty
feet above the water, and our appar-
ent destination a dock in the lee of the
island I have previously mentioned.
The three rays which were trained on
us were still visible, despite the bril-
Hant light of the morning sun.

The entire shore was lined with the
yellow people, and the docks and
buildings on the island were dotted
with them. Moored at the docks were -
a number of globes, smaller than the
one which held us captive, but hav-
ing, in addition to the portholes, rows
of keel-like ridges which traversed the
spheres at right angles to their equa-
tors and narrowed down to mere
points just before they reached the
black poles. There were several dif-
ferent sizes, but even the largest was
not more than a fourth as big as our
aerial captor.

Hearing a splashing sound behind
me, I turned, then ran to the star-
board rail and gazed in amazement.
One of the queer water-vehicles that
I had just noticed had apparently left
the shore and was rolling toward us
at a terrific. rate of speed over the sur-
face of the water, its two poles stand-
ing out horizontally like the axles of
a wheel. I immediately thought ¥ un-
derstood the purpose of the keel-like
ridges which propelled the globular
boat so rapidly over the water, but I
had not seen all. When it drew near,
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its pilot evidently mistrusted the
clearance between our keel :and the
surface, for the thing suddenly stood
up on one pole, and dived, still rotat-
ing in the same direction. I noticed,
however, that the rudders had been
shifted, turned almost at right angles
to the first position, so the blades had
given the globe the same action as
that of a serew being driven into a
board.

In less than five seconds the vehicle
popped out of the water on our port
side, turned over on its belt, shifted
its blades, and rolled quickly to the
dock. I have seen the fastest hydro-
planes in the world, but I have never
seen anything in terrestrial waters
that even approached the speed at
thlch this remarkable water-ball trav-
eled.

A moment more, and we were being
lowered gently, almost imperceptibly,
into the water beside the dock. We
were very close to the strange yellow
people now—not more than fifty feet
from the nearest group—and I could
see that they were not only entirely
without a trace of hair, but that the
feathers which I had previously ob-
served actually grew from their heads,
shoulders and arms. The males, I
observed, had brilliant-hued feather
crowns of all imaginable colors and
combinations, but those of the females
were very plain, most of them brown,
black, or gray.

It was strange to see them elevating
and lowering these crests like birds,
while many of them talked excitedly.

The sound of their voices, which was
now quite distinet, was strangely like
that of a flock of birds, although it
varied from low, harsh, rasping tones
like those of wild ducks to high, shrill,
and often flute-like sopradfo notes as
pleasing as those of the lark or the
red-wing,

LMOST before I was aware of it our
‘A ghip was floating on the surface
of the lake. Then the rays from the

huge globe were suddenly shut off and
we glided slowly toward the dock.

Grappling hooks, padded with some
soft material and nearly soundless,
were thrown aboard us and we were
drawn against the dock, which was
also padded, making fenders unnec-
essary.

None of the queer bird-people at-
tempted to come on board, and so far
as I could tell, none of the people near
us was armed. They had nothing in
their hands, and as they wore no cloth-
ing it was obvious that they carried no
weapons concealed about them, unless,
indeed, these were hidden in the
feather crowns. There was, however,
a row of them farther back whose
bearing seemed military, and who car-
ried what appeared to be weapons of
some sort, although I could not even
guess their use. The things they held
in their hands were about two feet in
length, and curved out to muzzles at
each end which were shaped like the
tops of champagne glasses, easily eight
or nine inches in diameter. In addi-
tion, each man wore a belt to which
was fastened a tube or pipe about
three feet in length.

Meanwhile, the giant globe which
had carried us into this strange world
circled lazily overhead for a moment,
then made for the three towers sup-
porting the huge metal ring which I
have previously deseribed. On reach-
ing a peint above the ring it righted
itself—that is, it moved its two poles
into a perpendicular position—and
settled slowly until it came to rest in
the metallic Ting. Here, then, was an
airdronmie built especially for the re-
markable airship of the bird-people.

A round door in the globe suddenly
swung open, and a short, pot-bellied
bird-man-with a purple feather crown
stepped out and stood on the ring. His
appearange was the signal for a dem-
onstration from the crowd which I
took to be cheering, from its slight
resemblance to the manner in which a
terrestrial crowd shows its pleasure.
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It consisted of raising all the crests,
elevating all hands, and emitting a
deafening medley of shrill, whistling
notes of marked bird-like guality.

After elevating his own feather
crest three times and smiling, the pot-
bellied man, followed by two compan-
ions whose. crests were mottled green
and red, stepped into the nearest
tower and disappeared from view. He
emerged at the bottom a moment later,
however, and still accompanied by the
others, entered the door of a globe
about fifteen feet i diameter, which
had apparently been waitng for him.
This globe, like those in the water, had
points of resemblance to the one he
had just quitted; that is, it had black
poles, round portholes, and doors.
There projected from each side of the
equator, however, -two rows of power-
fnllosking cleats which sank into the
soft ground like those on heavy trac-
tor wheels.

As soon as the door had closed be-
hind them, the thing rolled toward us
with ineredible swiftness. The two
lines of soldiers or police—I was eon-
vinced they were one or the other—
opened a lane in the erowd for the
- strange land-vehicle, and it rolled
‘straight down to the dock, where it
‘canre to a sudden stop.

Once more the door of the vehiele
opened, and the pot-bellied wman
stepped out, follewed by his two com-
panions. Then, with the ponderous
dignity of a New Amsterdam alder-
‘man, the rotund individual walked to-
ward the ship, while the other two
kept at a respectful distance behind
him. When he had waddled to within
twenty feet of our rail, he stopped
and leisurely examined the ship. Pres-
ently his eyes met mine, and he
- smiled. Imtumedthesmile, and he
held up a pudgy hand, beckoning with
a short, fat finger. It was plainly an
invitation for me to come down.

I turned and ealled to the captain,
who had been watching the whole af-
fair from the bridge.

¢“Shall I go, sir?”’ )

““If you wish, but remember, I do
not order you to go.”’

I hurried down the ladders to the
fourth deck, which was nearly level
with the dock, ordered the gang-plank
down, and then advanced to meet the
important individual who had signi-
fied a desire for my presence, assum-
ing as much dignity as I could muster.
I felt, rather than saw, thousands ef
the bird-like eyes watching me, par-
tienlarly those of the double line of
guards between which I passed. I was
mstantly eonscicus of a feelmg of em-
barrassment at being in a erowd of
stark naked beings. Actually, I be-
lieve I could not have felt more em-
barrassed had I been stark naked my-
pelf in a well-dressed erowd.

The little pot-bellied man advanoed,
raised his purple feather<crest, and
taid his right hand over my heart. As

" this appeared to be a form of salute, I

raised my cap with my left hand and
placed my right hand over his heart.

This appeared to please him, for he
smiled and removed his hand from my
chest, at the same time lowering his
feather-erest. 1 followed suit by smii-
ing, replacing my cap on my head,
and removing my hand.

Then he turned and said something
in & low voice to one of the two men
who stood behind him. The two con-
versed very rapidly for a few meo-
ments, and the sound was so similar
to that made by duecks which are
about to be fed that the thought ef
Major Pickering’s remark about cam-
nibals came to me with unpleasant
suddenness. While the two talked
there came from the multitude a

" hushed twittering, punctuated from

time to time with hoarse but subdued
cries.

After a few moments of ammated
conversation with the two men who
had followed him, the little fat man
tuarned to me once more, took my arm,
and indiéated by a gesture that te
wished to go on board our ship. As I
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nodded and led him up the gang-
plank I noticed that two of the armed
guards fell in just behind us. The
two unarmed bird-men came next, and
behind them six morg guards. '

WE HAD scarcely reached the deck
when one of the soldiers, who
had apparently just come up the lad-
der by himself, advarneced toward us in
a threatening manner. He lurched
slightly, and his face showed the effect
of heavy drinking, which surprized
me exceedingly until I remembered
that some of our people had been re-
vived with brandy. Perhaps he had
an abnormal taste for liquor and had
obtained and emptied one of the

flasks, At any rate he came up in

front of us, holding his rifle  with
bayonet ﬁxed in a menacing manner.

¢ ’Qp it, yellow-belly!’’ he shouted
at the little pot-bellied man. ‘¢ ’Op
it, you bloody sarvage, or hi’ll put you
through it, so ’elp me!’’

That the man was crazed by the ex-
periences he had just gone through,
coupled with the liquor he had sub-
sequently consumed, I felt positive, as
we had come aboard quite peaceably,
and no one else on the ship seemed
to doubt the apparently amicable in-
tentions of the squat leader of the
bird-people. I leaped forward with
the intention of disarming the poor
fellow, but before I could reach him
he swiftly melted, gun and all, before
my eyes. Where he had been stand-
ing a moment before there was abso-
lutely no sign that he had ever been.

Miystified, I turned and looked at
the pot-bellied man, who was smiling
as if slightly amused by something.
Beside him stood one of the guards,
holding the long tube which had pre-
viously dangled from his belt so that
one end pointed to the spot where the
soldier had been. He held it so for
@ moment longer, then let it drop
once more to his side.

There came to me the sudden reali-
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zation that one of my fellows had been
murdered in some inexplicable man-
ner, and with it a blind, unreasoning
rage. Without stOppmg to think—
for the soldier had, after all,” been
killed in defense of the rotund leader
—1I leaped at the grinning guard and
swung a crashing blow to the point of
his jaw which stretched him on the
deck. The next moment I fully ex-
pected instant annihilation, for the
tubes of three of the guards were
pointed at me. They were lowered,
however, at a signal from the pot-
bellied man. Then he smiled onee
more, as if nothing had happened,
took my arm and signified that he
wished to be conducted about -the
ship. The guard I had struck was
not attended by any of his fellows, but
left - where he lay, while another
sprang forward to take his pldaee.
When we started off I saw that he was

_sitting up, holding his jaw with one

hand, and frowning darkly.

I led our captor—for such he as-
suredly was—farward to where Major
Pickering was standing at the head of
his men. A file of them was lined 1
with rifles grounded, and all, includ-
ing the commander, saluted as we ap-
proached. The bird-men replied to
the salute by raising and lowering
their feather crowns, and then the
little fat man greeted the major just
as he had greeted me.

I next took him up to the captam,
who had remained on the bridge, and
he was saluted in the same manner.
Then our captor indicated by signs
that he wished the captain and me to
aceompany him ashore. We were dis-
cussing the advisability of this when
the sharp crack of a pistol was heard.
It was followed by a continuous fusil-
lade, mingled with shouts, screams,
curses, and the peculiar bird-like cries
of the yellow people.

I leaped for the ladder, but the pot-
bellied man, with surprizing agility
for one of his obesity, was ahead of
me. He must have cleared the three
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ladders to the fourth deck in less than
a minute, I at his heels.

The first thing I saw was the yel-
low guard I had struck in the jaw,
lying on his back with blood and
brains ooging from a hole in his fore-
head. A score of his fellows were
sprawled on the deck, apparently
dead or badly wounded, another was
draped over the gang- pla.nk and sev-
eral more lay on the dock. The erowd
of unarmed bird-people was scattering
ip, every direction in wild confusion,
but. the guards had formed a single
line, across the pier and were evidently
preparing to charge the ship. The
British soldiers had deployed along
the rail, from. behind which they were
firing with eonsiderable effect, as at-
tested by the gaps opened in the en-
emy line.

It was plain to be seen, however,
that the contest was as unequal as if
our people had been using bows and
arrows and the enemy machine-guns,
for the yellow guards were using their
tubes with deadly aceuracy, and with
such rapidity that fully a hundred
men melted and disappeared before
my eyes in as many seconds. I caught
a glimpse of Major Pickering, firing
hig automatie in the thick of the bat-
tle; then the enemy charged. They
were met by a countercharge of sol-
diers that poured up from the middle
hatchway, and a fight at close quar-
ters ensued. I drew my forty-fives
and hurried aft to join in the battle,
but it ceased suddenly and unexpect-
edly. At a sharp ¢ommand from the
pot-bellied man, the attackers with-
drew, leaving fully a hundred dead
and wounded, and barely a dozen of
our soldiers who had escaped their
lethal tubes, above deck.

Whirling, I faced the inexplicable
little leader of the bird-people, with
blood in my eye, but he smiled placat-
ingly and motioned me to put my
guns away. At this moment Captain
Winslow, followed by the twe com-
panions of the leader and his seven

guards, came up behind him. The
major, also, strolled toward us, coolly
reloading his smoking automatic.

‘““Who started this fight, Major%’’
asked the captain.

‘“That shabby cannibal the lieuten-
ant bowled over some time ago,’’ he
replied, indicating the body of the
man whose jaw I had dislocated. ‘‘He
got up after you had gone above, and
came over to where the men were
standing with the evident intention
of wiping out the whole file with that
damned tube of his. Got two men be-
fore I shot him through the head. That
shot started the guards on shore, and
naturally I wasn’t going to let them
kill my men without fighting back.”’

While this conversation was going
on the little pot-bellied man was
watching and listening. Evidently he
understood, from the major’s ges-
tures, something of what had takén
place. At any rate he smiled, nodded,
and then held a short consultation
with his two unarmed companions.
Presently he turned to us, and once
more signified that the captain and I
were to accompany him ashore. -

‘“We’ll have to talk him out of that
idea, Lieutenant,’’ the captam said to
me. ‘‘After what has just happened
one of us should remain on board.’’

‘‘Perhaps he’ll take me alone,” I
said. “I’ll try him.”’

Asbest I eould 1 conveyed this idea
to our captor by signs. Evidently he
comprehended my meaning, for he
held up twa fingers and then pointed
to the shore with a rather imperious
gesture. '

‘“Maybe the blighter will let me go
in your place,”’ said the major. ‘I
don’t mind going, and my officers can
look after the men.”’

Once more I made representatlons
to the bird-man, pointing to the major
and myself, then to the shore. .

To my surprize he smiled his assent,
and we promptly went ashore. The
yellow people, who had scattered ‘for
covering during the conflict, were



42 N

eeming out of the bmldmgs once
more, and eyeing the major and me
with uncomcealed curissity. The
guards calmly set ahout the business
of removing their dead and wounded
without the stightest slrow of amimos-
y.

After dunbmg a bank covered with
short, thiek grase, spriagy and pleas-
art to upem, we entered an
grehed doerway in the bhase of eme
of the tall baildmgs We
thenre through a dimly lighted ceor-
ridor, and stepped into & eylimdrieal
elevater cage, the shaft af whieh was
bailt M sueh a mamner 26 to projeet
beyond tse outier wall of the hazlding.
I had prevwuasty noticed these shels
ox mast of the ether bmidings but
bad met azatil wew, smrmised their
pompese.

The elevator shet swiftky wpwasd,
comirolled i some manmer that was
mrvisidle to me, and stopped suddexly
when we kad traveled perhaps a han-
dred feet. A doosr slid opem, and we

stepped mtoc aneother ceorridow, pe-
trolled by two guards, armed wish the
~ tube a»d deuble-funmel ecomtrivamers
1 have previnmsly deszibed They
saluted ewr three comdmetors with
theiv feather crests, and the sulute was
retuormed. Varses asrched doers dad
off from the c¢weridow, mnd the pot-
bellied man threw one of these openm.
Then he motioned fior Majer Picker-
ing te enter.
- 'The major stepped m and ¥ was
about to follow Bime, but the Mttle
man Keld me back. Then ome of the
bird-men went in with the major and
dosed the door after him. Once more
I was paloted along the hallway.

Presently the little man epened au-
ather door, and indicated that I was to
enter. I stepped into what laaked
like a small gymnasium, fallowed by
my two eaptars. After a shaort eon-
gatm with his taller eamparrien,

pot-bellied man went out, clasng
the dom: iefund. him.
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HAVE said the roam loaked like a

small gymnasium. Tkis was my
initizl impressiom of ¥, beeause the
first. thing that greeted my eyes en
entering it was a trapeze suspemled
about faar feet abowe the floor. Tt
cansisied of a eylindrieal croas-har
about three feet lang and feur inches
in diameter saspended om twe twisted
metal cables. About five feet frem
this trapeze was amother just like it,
banging so that the bars of the two
were parallel. The eothers were sinzi-
laxly suspended on the other side of
the roam. The place was bare of furmi-
ture, altbough there were a few eahi-
nets built mte the walls

TFhreugh the epen desr of an ad-
joming roam: I saw what deaked lile
a lazge circnlar basin abeat eight feet
in diameter, filled with wases. TFhe
fioew was cempesed of a brewn, hard
sulsismes thal reminrded me of as-
phalt, and the walls scemed to be
of hard plaster, esecept where the: eab-
et dagrs ared. TPhase were eon-
structed samecthing resembling
burnished cepper, as were the doses of
ald the roams. Although i was as
Bght 38 day in the rumms E eoahd seo
ne lighting fixtures of say kimd nar
were there amy windews

My mmpmmheﬂmyex-
amimaties ef the reom without com-
ment, Phen Re mmiled panted to ome
of the: trapewes, and seid:

“m,"wtm”

A3 I had no idea what he meant, I
merdly smiled in refurm

Then, to my swrpriae; he suddenly
leaped ugp e the trapeze eppasite the
ene he had just mliested and squat-
ted, bivd-lile, on the bar with Mis azms
crossed. Onee again he peinted to
the other trapem snd repemted his
strange werds. Gathmriag firons all
this that he wished me te pewch mry-
self en the other trapeze, ¥ duew my-
self up te the har; and, not te be eus-
doue, attempted te asamme the asmwe
pesture as he. This came near Being
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disastrous, for 1 1mmed1ately lost my
balance, and, had I not clutched a
eable in the aick of time, would have
fallen backward and prebably alight-
ed en my head. 1 therenpon gave it
up for the time being and sat down
naturally en the bar.

The bird-mam, apparently more
awared at tham asaned by mry ehwmsi-
ness, pext pairrted to himself xmdsmd
‘““Katodar Se.”’
1 nedded. and pomtmg to mywself,
replred
““Alan Morley."’
He smiled, and tried to repeat my
name, but anly sueeeeded in saying
something that seunded like ‘‘Alyan
Norley.”’
Then be pointed to the trapese on
which he was seated and said-
«alzm”
1 pamted to mime, smd replied-:
‘‘Trapeze.’’
. We continued thus for several

hours, peinting emt and naming ob-
jeets to each other. It was apparent
to me that I had been sent here to
leamn the language of this strange poo-
ple, as well 28 10 Zmpart mine, snd 1
tried hard 40 do beth: My teacher
made many sounds that were exoveed-
ingly diffieult far me to ¥mitate, and
I foumd that he had equal difficulty
with many that I mmade. He seemed
atterly wmable te pronvance the let-
ters, M, B, and P, imvariably trans-
lating them as N, D, and T. The
tones of this queer language, as ¥
previously stated, had a petmI‘ar
bird-ike quality. The men’s voiees
greatly resembled those of ducks when
they spoke guietly, but rose and broke
to tones like those of wild geese when
they talked loudly or became excited.
The sttvery, fltute-like treble tones I
had heard i the crowd came exclu-
sively fraom the women and children.

Presently the door opened, and two
women entered, each bearing a tray
of food on one hand and a tripod
about five feet high in the other. A
tripod was placed before each of us

and a tray set thereon. Then the
women left, and a guard closed the
door once more.

There were four basin-like dishes en
my tray. One cantained a ecolorless
Lhquid, eme a liquid that was rather
thiek and light brown in ocolor, an-
other small eabes of what looked like
meat, and the last, a desen emall
brown cubes that appeared to be
eakes.

Somewhat puzzled as 1o the preper
table etiquette for dispesing of the
viemds before me, I watched my pre-
ceptor. Dropping his hands to ks
sides, he leaned forward amnd mm=erted
his saowth in' the basim eof coloriess
liquid. Then he lifted kis head and
titted it backward in the mamner of a
chicken drmmking water. Knowing
without trying that it would be im-
possihle for me to duplieate this re-
markshle perfermance wrthout great
danger to myself and my tray of feod,
I ehmg to my cable with one hand
znd raised the bhaxin to my lips with

-the sther. It eantained a bot hever-

age which was swertened and had evi-
dently beem trewed from a snbstante
quite smmilar in flaver to caraway
seeds. 1 mext tasted the seup, for
such it proved to be, and its flavar was
remarkably like that of chicken broth.
My campanion drmank his mu@ im
the samne mmanmer as his bever
craned his neck forward am
eating his food like a bird plckmg
grain frem the ground, his hands still
hangiirg at his sidea
1 used my fingers in lien of a fark,
and learned that the meat, which was

tastily eooked and seasomed, had a

flavor quite similar te that of wild
duck. The flavor of the cakes is im-
describable. I can think of no ter-
restrial food that resembles them,
They were, however, delicious, and I
was b enough to appreciate their
strange but delightful taste.

Shortly after we finished our meal,
the two women whoe had brought it
removed the dishes, and we went on
with our lessons.

After a lapse of about four hours
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another meal was served. I had, by
that time, talked myself hoarse, and
was quite stiff from having been seat-
ed on the perch for s0 many hours.
In the interim I had learned to speak
and understand many words, among

them the first two spoken to me by -

my teacher-pupil: ‘‘Tle ixier.”’ They
meant ‘‘Be seated,’’ or more literally,
‘““‘Be perched.’’

After the dishes were removed, I
got down from my perch to stretch my
cramped limbs. For several minntes
I paid no attention to my companion.
When I did notice him, I saw to my
amazement that he was balanced on
the center of his perch with His hands
crossed, fast asleep! 1 immediately
walked to the door, and attempted to
open it, but found it immovable. Then
I tiptoed into the next room, where
I had seen the huge basin of water. It
was quite evidently a bathroom, with
fixgures that suited the bird-like hab-
its of its builders. The basin was un-
doubtedly the bathtub. As there was
no door to this room, other than the
one through which I had come, I went
back to the first room once more. The
bird-man was still sleeping on his
perch, quite soundly, too, if one might
Jjudge by his heavy breathing.

Feeling tired and sleepy myself, I
stretched out in a corner with my eap
for a pillow and my raincoat for a
coverlet, and was soon in the arms of
Morpheus.

was awakened, I know not how

many hours later, by a tremendous
splashing. When I got nry eyes opened
sufficiently, I saw that Katodar Se
was bathing rather strenuously in the
basin in the other room.

Presently he leaped out of the
water, and turned a lever which evi-
dently drained the tub. He then shook
himself and preened his feathers,
much like a waterfowl that has just

come up from a swim.

"~ As soon as the tub was empty he
. rinsed and refilled it, and I needed no
second invitation to strip and take an

exhilarating plunge in the clear, cold
water.

Shortly after, breakfast was served
by the two young females who had
attended us the day before. 1t con-
sisted of the same beverage we had
previously had, fruit, the flavor of
which I find myself unable to describe
for lack of something with which to
compare it, a number of small, sweet
cakes, and some squares of meat that
tasted like chicken.

As the two weeks that followed were
practically a repetition of what I have
just described, I will not weary my
listeners with the details. Suffice to
say that I remained in that room with
Katodar Se for that length of time,
doing nothing except eat, sleep, bathe
and converse with my teacher-pupil.
In that time I not only learned to
speak the language of - Alsitar—for
this was the name of the strange world
into which we had been drawn—but
many other interesting things.

. The city around us was called Axto,
and was the capital of Axtosora, a
nation of bird-men who had evolved
directly from birds without the inter-
position of mammalian forebears. The
females laid eggs, which were hatched
by sunlight beneath the shining glass
domes I had noticed on the buildings.

The completely feathered people I
had seen on my first entry into this
queer land were slaves of the Axto-
sorians—savages, still retaining the
body feathers and rudimentary wings
of their avian ancestors. Katodar Se
assured me that there were several
wild tribes of savages who ¢ould fly, -
and that there were also tribes of bar-
barians who covered their partly
feathered bodies with clothing. All
the civilized peoples, he said, had lost
most of their body feathers while pass-
ing through this barbaric state, but
had eventually abandoned -elothing
and the false and unnatural modesty
which accompanies its use. When v n-
turing into extremely cold regions, he
said, his people anointed their skins
with lotions which were ample preo-
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tection agaimst discamfort, and less
cumhersame tlmn garments.

The little pot-bellied man who had
captured us was a seientist—the great-
est an the planet Alsitar according to
Katodar Se—and eansequently the
ruler of his own country, Axtasora,
for the rulers of all civilized nations
on Alsitar were leading aeien-
tists. This important little man’s
name was Vangar De, the syllable
“De’”’ siguifying first, or supreme
ruler. The syllable ‘‘Se,’’ after the
rame of my companian, signified that
he was a secientist and therefore ene
ef the eleet, fram the ranks of wham
would eventnally come the ruler who
would sueeced Vangar De. Inm this
way, ‘positions or oecupations were

sigpified among the leaders by syl-
lnbles taeked on after their names. The
coman people, however, were not ae-
ocorded this privilege, and had to be
econtent with ene name apdese

8 800N as I had mastered the lan-

,guage sufficiently, 1 questamned
Katodar Se'zs to the manner in which
we had been breught to Alsitar, and
he reason for it.
; 'Vangarﬂe,heﬂid,hadabmysmm-
‘peeted that Algitar was not slene in
#s8'trip areund the gum, but that it wes
enly one phrse, ene state of existence
out of many that were bound together
by the mvisible magnetic sphere that
surrounds the earth T&us behef of
Vangar De, he said, was shared by the
leadmg soientists of & race of animal
‘people who had white gkins, and hair
mstead of feathers—who, in fact,

grestly resembied myself in physiesl
appearance if not in dress and action.
Their greatest seiemtist, Tensan De,
had been trying to invent a way to in-
vestigate the theary which was really
a traditian with these animal people,
whose ancestors were said to have
cume from a differemt state of exist-
ence at a tyme when the tail of a huge
canet, vialet in eolar, had brushed the
earth. The fnet that they were the
anly peeple of animal descent in Al-
srtar asemed to bear.out this traditien,

Vangar De, being greater than the
great Tensan De of the animal peo-
ple (according to his henchman) bad
been the first to invent a way of in-
vestigating the different planes of ex-
istenee or, as Katodar Se expressed it,
existence in different angles of vibra-
tion.

The -eleetro-magnetie flying-globe
was not his invention. These globes,
in fact, were common everywhere -
among the civilized nations ¢f Alsitar,
They had beem developed frem the
earlier types which had been used on
land and in the water, and which I
swwmnseonthedaytheLaumtama
was lowered into the lake.

I regret that I can not deseribe in
detail the working-parts of this re-
markable flying-globe, as the descrip-
tien alane would take up an - emtire
valume; however, I will give you a
general idea of how it works. T!iepdm
are artually the emds of a soft iram
eore that extends clear thromngh the
globe. The globe itsalf, although it

‘appears to be made fram white metal,

is of heavy glass. Coiled inside of
thizs glass are many layers of copper
wire, wound in such a manner tlat
when an eleetric cufrent passes
through them, terrific magnetic foree
is gemerated in the iron core. The
terminals of the wires are attached to
small but extremely powerful s
batteries, each of which loses but one
thousandth of its charge in a year
under the mest trying conditions.
Inside the globe, at points midway
between the core and the equator, are
suspended the cages which hold the
men. They are hung in such a man-
ner that no matter which way the
globe tips their floors are always par-
allel with the surfaece of the ground.
In one of these cages—the cage of the
pilot—is the intrieate dewvice whieh
énables the globe to grasp and utilise
the planetary magmetie hines of fores,
ttaveling in the upper or lower lines,
or to the right or left by simple mewe-
mexts of the control levers; for no two
kines.or sets of lines are exactly alike,
and & shifting of the magnetie lines im
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the flying-globe will immediately
change their affinities for the plan-
etary lines. Knowing the nature of
these lines at various heights and in
different direetions, the operator can
travel at will, utilizing the terrifie
magnetic forees of the planet itself.

Katodar Se admitted that he was
unable to explain the principles of the
red, green and violet rays which had
drawn our ship into his world. These,
he said, were the secret of Vangar De,
and him alone. The purpose of them,
he said, was, however, no secret. The
red ray could attract or repel objects
swiftly or slowly in accordance with
the will of the operator. The green
ray could reduce, or entirely remove
the gravitational pull of the earth on
any matter it touched. The violet
could change the angle as well as the
rate of the vibrations of any matter on
which it was flashed, transforming it
to any other angle of vibration de-
sired by the operator.

It was by means of these rays that
Vangar De had been able to enter our
world, seize the Lauritagnia, and con-
vey it back to his own world. He had
selected our ship, changed our angle
of vibration to his own, reduced the
gravitational pull on us, and drawn us
to his city as easily as if we had been
a feather in the path of a vacuum
cleaner.

He also informed me that consider-
able rivalry existed between Vangar
De of the bird-people and Tensan De
of the animal people, and that the two
races were constantly warring on each
other.

Up to the end of the two-week pe-
riod I have mentioned I had never
seen a soul other than Katodar Se
and the two young women who
brought our meals, although my pre-
captor had left the room several times.
Inquiries about Major Pickering and
the people who had been left on the

ship were always met by the reply:

‘“You shall learn in good time.’’ This
monotonous answer was a8 irrtating
a8 it was unsatisfactory, and only

served to intensify a persistently re-
curring intuitive feeling that aIFwas
not well with them.,

It was a relief, therefore, when my
preceptor informed me oreé morning
that I was ready to be taken bafore
Vangar De. After breakfast, onur door
was left open by the g'uar(f, and we
descended the elevator.

HEN we emerged in the open

air, I was glad to see the
Lauritania lying peacefully at the
dock, just as I had left her, with her
passengers and crew moving about on
the deeks as if nothing untoward had
happensd. I noticed that a nmmber
of our sailors as well as a great many
of the British soldiers were strolling
through the streets, some of them hob-
nobbing with the natives by means of
gestures with every appearance of
friendliness and good will. This
sight served to allay the fears I had
entertained concerning their safety
and, coupled with the benign influence
of fresh air and sunlight, served to
raise my spirits eonsideraﬁ'ly.

After threading numerous narrow
and crooked streets we came, at length,
to the great Science Building, which
was hexagonal like the others and
crowned by a similar dome, but was
at least twenty times greater in di-
ameter than any I had previously
seen, We entered through an immense
arched. doorway and after traversing
a long hall lavishly decorated with
brightly ecolored mural paintings
which depicted the queer bird-people
in various activities, as well as many
gueerer creatures, mostly bird-like in
form, came to a long row of elevators,
before each of which stood an armed
gnard. Katodar Se piloted me into
one of these and. the elevator shot up
with such terrific speed that my verte-
bree felt as if they had suddenly been
erushed together. 1 caught one
glimpse of my companion’s face,
which registered abject terror—then
came a fearful shock and oblivion.

‘When I came to my senseés 1 was
lying in the bottom of the elevator
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with a heavy weight across my chest,
a+thpobbing pain in my head, and
numerous . sore spots on my body
Wiggling from beneath the weight, I
saw that it was the body of Katodar
Se, whether dead or alive I could not
tell, but he appeared quite lifeless.
His face and feathers were smeared
~with blood.

i.Seeing that the car had stopped
direétly in front of a door, I opened
it; and entered a narrow hallway
‘which seemed. untenanted. I shouted
‘a%: loudly as I could for help, but
there was no answer. Then, still look-
ing for help, I opened the first door
I came to, and entered what appeared
te:be a laboratory, judging from the
array of instruments, as well as lig-
uids, powders and crystals in oddly
shaped containers, which lined its
walls and covered its tables.. There
‘was no one in the room. I tried an-
other door and found-a similar room,
also unoccupied. The third room
proved to be another laboratory, and
I was about to close the door and pass
.on_when I noticed something on the
. top of one of the tables that froze my

tblgod with horror. It was the body
of. a man—a white man—spread-
eagled with wrists and ankles bound
ito..pegs in the eormers of the table.
‘The chest and abdomen had been
split down the center and laid back on
each side. The face, contorted with
‘pain, I recognized as that of Jeeves,
one of our machinist’s mates, a little
wild when on shore leave, but an ex-
«cellent mechanic. As I turned from
this sickening sight there came to me
the sudden realization of the mean-
4ing of those bound wrists and ankles.
Viviseetion! It is not necessary so to
bind a cadaver. Poor Jeeves had been
ripped open alive!

‘T left that room in mingled fury
and horror and hurriedly searched
the other rooms, hoping to find a
butcher that I might slay. All were
untenanted. In some I found remains
which convineed me that other mem-
bers of our ship’s company had been

cut up, and these added fuel to the
flames of my wrath.

Convinced that there was no way
to leave the floor I was on except by
the elevator, I returned to it and
tried to find some way of operating
the mechanism. It contained no visi-
ble projections except two small
tuberances on the floor that looked
like the heads of rivets. I was about
to test the purpose of these when Kat-
odar Se moved and uttered a feeble
moan. An intuitive voice suddenly
warned me that it would be fatal to
let him know what I had discovered.
I succeeded in softly closing the door
before he opened his eyes. Then he
sat up weakly and looked about him
for a moment as if trying to recall
where he was.

‘“Ah, I remember,’’ he said, finally.
‘“The button stuck—fault of some
careless mechanic. We have had a
DAITow = escape from death, Alyan
Norley.

“But how are we going to get out
of here?’’ I asked.

‘‘Perhaps’’—he pressed hls hand
to his bloody forehead for a moment
— ‘perhaps I can fix it.”’

The floor of the elevator was com-
posed of metal plates, through one of
which the two protuberances pro-
jected. My companion removed this
plate and examined the mechanisms
to which the two buttons were con-
nected. Presently he pried a small
piece of metal from one of them.

““As I suspected,”” he muttered.
‘“Criminal carelessness.’’ _

He replaced the plate, got to his
feet, and stood on one of the buttons.
We descended quite rapidly, but for-
tunately not nearly so rapidly as we
had ascended.

Katodar Se brought the car to rest
l})ay raising his foot, and opened a door.

xpecting to enter. another narrew
hallway, I was surprized to see a huge
circular room erammed with the bird-
people. A few were standing, but
most of them were perched on tra-
pezes such as I have previously de-
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seribed, arranged in eurved rows in

front of a raised dais whieh was at.

the opposite end of the room. Bal-
aneed on a irapeze above the eemter
of this dais was the little, pot-bellied
Vangar De, seientist-ruler of Axto-
sars, backed by a semicirele of armed
guards. Captain Winslow and Major
Prkering stood together at one ﬂde
of the dais, and I reengnized the
majar’s imstraetor on the other.

My tutor pileted me down the cem-
tral aisle, strzight to the dais, and the
chatter and twitter of bird-like voices
fellowed us. They were hushed, bow-
ever, as we stopped in fromt of the
ruler’s perch.

Vangar De loocked down at my eom-
panion and frewned.

‘““What is the meaning of this tardi-
ness, Katodar Se!’’ be asked harehly.
“There is blood om your face and
feathers. Have you been attacked?”’

My instructor contritely asked par-
don for being late, and explained how
it came about.

““Your excuse is a legitimate one,
Katodar Se,’’ said the ruler. Then he
motioned to 8 man at my right, who
promptly hopped off his perch and
advaneed to the foot of the dais.
‘‘Gidsal Se,’’ ke said, ‘‘learn the name
of the meehanie who last repaired ele-

. vator thirteen, and eee that he is en-
tered in today’s 8"’
: Gideal Se saluted and hastily with-
rew.

Vangar De turned his sharp little
eyes on me and smiled.

‘“Alyan Norley,’ be said, ‘“we kad
mtended questionipg you ﬂm IBOTD-
ing, but it has grown late and the
people will be impatient for the open-
mg of the games. We will therefore
repair to the stadium, where you and
mr"friends will be my guests for the

He then hopped dowm from his
peredh, and with every sppearanee of
cordiality led the way threagh a door
beside the dais, down a long hallwsy,
mdupaﬂlghtofm Almest be-
fore 1 was aware of it I found my-

self in a sort of box, which eontained-
about a dozen perches, loeking down
into a large eopem-air arena sur-
rounded by thousands 0f perches, most
of whieh were already eecupied by thﬂ
bird-people. -

- Vangar De, having perehed hln-
self on the eentral bar, said: “‘TFls
ixtar,”’ and the rest of us, meluding
our tutors and the Matnﬂua

De and his subjeets in guite forceful
French. Then he told me that more
than a dozen men had disappeared
during my absence, but as they had,
i nearly every ease, been seem to
earry on flirtations with the avian
girls or women, i was assumed that
they had deserted the ship of their
own free wills, It was, of course,
quite obvious from what I had seen,
that the women, or most of them at
least, had aected as lures for the
seientists, who were apparently as -
terested m exploring emr interiors as
in studying our language, eustoms and

OUR eonversation was mte:rmpted
bythesnddmbommgefaéwp-
voiesd gong above our heads, and
tumthmrDe,Imthatho

hiz right hand extended, =p-
parmtlyasaslgml for the aopenmg
of the games.

An answering gong soubded at the
@p@eendoﬁtheaadmm then a
gate opened in the wall, and two men
bounded into the arena. One was yel-
low with a blue and white feather
crown, but the other was a white man

(Coniinuved on pege 139)
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inside the high gate of the

Kashmir Serai and cursed—
cursed as fluently and efliciently as
any native, which is something that
few of the ruling white race can do.
Al his long trip up from the coast
through the swelfering, eumervating
heat of the Punjab at summertime had
been in vain;
spare and the expense account that
would doubtless set the Kimball line’s
anditors about his ears again, all
wasted — wasted becauss of the ab-
sence of one man. And heeause that
man was a ‘‘black man’’ to hoot—a
native—well,” that was the crowning
insult.

A camel caravan creaked into the
eerm through the hot black night,
coming almost magically under the
Haz:'%gr jhts from out the velvety

BILLY SINGLETON stood just

e time he could so Il .

darkness. Perhaps this was he at
last; perhaps Mahbub AL, the Af-.
ghan had but been dalayed. -

Apathetically he watched the ill-
tempered, snapping beasts loom up
out of that furnace of the night, laden
with bundles and bales; almost me-
chanically his swept the shriek-
ing, . cursing eEaln camel-drivers’
faces, locking for that of the Pathan
horse-trader.

The caravan passed and melted into
the steaming, milling crowd that
filled the serai with a riot of calor
and a pandemonium of sound, and
Singleton cursed his ill lnck again.

"This was the romance and the
glamor of the East; this was the won-
der and the mystery of the Orient,
that had so thrilled him when he was
first offered that odd position with the
mighty KimbaH steamship lines‘!. In
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his ignorance he had thought that as
their confidential agent he would en-
joy a palatial suite of offices with a
retinue of native clerks and servants,
perhaps in Singapore, or maybe Cal-
cutta. Instead, he had been rushed
hither and yon, now to see an obscure
Hill raja in some out-of-the-way part
of India; now up some sluggish, stink-
ing river in the F. M. S, to confer
with an equally obscure princelet
whose dignity was in inverse ratio to
his importance; or, like the present
occasion, when the man he sought was
not even so important, but merely a
wandering horse-trader. What pos-
sible cargo could accrue from such an
one?

No wonder Billy Singleton stood
_just within the high gate of the Kash-
mir serai under the blazing lights and
cursed the dilatory, careless Afghan,
root and branch, with the thorough-
ness of the native, even unto the fifth
and sixth generation. For Billy was
that rarest of all men, the English-
born European who thoroughly un-
derstood .the native mind, who ‘‘when
he was in Rome did as the Romans’’
with a vengeance, even thinking na-
tive. Some there are who will tell
you that there is no such animal ; they
will shout that even the country-born
European, brought up by native ser-
vants, playing with native children,
can not do that. -But Billy could and
did. '

A great and absorbing game, this,
matching wits with the white men
from competing steamship lines,
matching them with the infinite
varied traits and habits of yellow,
brown and black, and winning, too,
far more often than he lost.

Billy never knew the esteem in
which he was held by his employers;
he never knew the regard in which the
natives held him—those who were his
friends, and they were legion; but he
did know the hatred engendered in his
enemies. For he made ‘these 1ast, even
as any other who does things, whether
in the Orient or the Occident. It is

TALES

only the man who does nothing who
makes no enemies in this world, and
sometimes I am not so sure about even
that.

Romance, mystery—bah! Dirt and
delay, -double-dealing and derision— -
that was the Orient, he thought, as he
turned away for his hotel in the
European quarter of Lahore.

He turned his back on the swarm-
ing, colorful hive that was the Kash--
mir Serai as evening passed into
night, and threaded his way through
the crowds of the narrow streets that
reminded him of nothing so much as.
a heap of working maggots on a dung-
hill; he pushed his way absent-mind-
edly through the hot, crowded Motee
Bazar where every race in the Asiatic
world rubbed elbows — screaming,
cursing, chaffing, dickering; past the
Lahore Museum, the ‘‘Agaib-Gher’’
of the natives—the ‘‘wonder-house’’;
past the brick platform opposite where
stood the great gun ‘‘Zam Zammeh,’’
the ‘‘fire-breathing dragon.’”’ Tradi-
tion has it that whoso holds that holds
the Punjab, and the great obsolete
green-bronze piece of ordnance has
ever been the coveted bit of the con-
queror’s loot.

It was too hot to hurry; besides,
why hurry in this land where even
Time stands still? Billy passed from
the crowded, garish way into a nar-
row, tortuous alley that made more.
directly- for his ultimate destination
than the better-lighted, thronging
thoroughfares. A foolhardy thing for,

.any white man to do, especially when .

he is alone; but Billy was never one_
to think of risks. ‘He came and went

as he pleased, took appalling risks.:
with the utmost sang-froid, and -
turned up debonair and smiling at
the end. Billy passed into the nar-
row, tortuous alley and met his Kls--
met. '

ALF-wAY down that dark way his
inattentive ears heard the thud

of blows on flesh, caught the whisper
of a voice beggmg for mercy —a
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child’s voice==or a woman’s. Billy
stopped. A moment or two he listened
in indecision; his reason told him not
to interfere—no native would, even
had that beating occurred in the open
street instead of behind the high wall.
Native or white, either knew better
than to interfere openly with other’s
private affairs in this swarming land
of vice and crime and intrigue.

“Chiip,”’ ordered a gruff voice;
““Chitp —be still —or I break thy
head.’”” Followed the soft whimper-
ing of a child, then the sound of blows
again.

A red mist swam before Billy’s
eyes. In a flash he leaped upward and
grasped the coping of the wall, heed-
less of the broken glass that might be
imbedded thickly along its top, drew
himself lithely up and dropped softly
into the blackness on the other side.
A little way before him, in the yel-
low rectangle of light streaming from
an open door, stood a turbaned, beard-
ed figure with upraised bamboo cane
above a crouching, whimpering child
—a boy it was, a boy of twelve or thir-
teen, certainly not more, who raised a
tear-stained, terrorized face at this in-
credible apparition from out the inky
night.

“Let be,”’ Billy growled in Urdu.
The tall native made a swift move to-
ward his deep embroidered Bokhariot
belt, and like a flash Billy’s hard
brown fist flashed up to land square
on the point of the bearded chin. The
native dropped like a poleaxed Brah-
minee bull and his turban rolled to
Billy’s feet.

Mechanically Billy picked it u
just as automatically he lifted
shrieking Kunjiri child to his feet. He
clapped the turban on the child’s
head, still more or less thoughtlessly.

‘“Come thou,’’ he said in the ver-
nacular, as he slipped back to the
wall. Swiftly he swung the slight
form to its top; quickly he hauled
himself over. Both dropped lightly
into the black alley and Billy strode

quickly to its farther end, the urchin
at his heels.

Why under the sun had he acted
s0o? What damnable impulse had
prompted him to act in this quixotic
fashion? Where would he take the
lad—or what would he do with him
when he got there? Mechanically he
strode to his hotel and, still buried in
thought, went up to his room, the lad
hard at his heels.

“‘Thy name, Kunjir: (low caste) ¢’
as the boy squatted on the floor.

“‘Chota Lal, oh Lion of the Help-
less, Defender of the Weak.’’

‘“And he that beat thee?’’

‘“Was Sikhandar Khan, oh, great -
Maharaja of the Feringhs.”’

Billy pondered. Doubtless the boy
was lying; all natives do when'a white
man questions them—or any other for
that matter.

‘“Why did he beat thee?’’ he asked
suddenly.

“‘Because I saw that which he had
done to Mahbub Ali, the horse-

- trader,”’ whispered the little Hindoo,

and in his eyes dawned a growing
terror.

‘“What!’’ shouted Billy, thorough-
ly aroused.

““Oh, do not beat me, master,”’
wailed the lad, throwing himself at
Billy’s feet while his hands fluttered
at Billy’s ankles.

‘““What talk is this of beating?’’
growled Billy. ‘“I do not beat beggar
brats—if their talk is true. What talk
is this of Mahbub the Afghan?’’

“‘Last night it was, ere the first
cockerow, in the black night beside the
train. Sikhandar Khan and one
other’’—the boy’s face worked piti-
fully—‘‘Sikhandar Khan and that
other——’>> Wordlessly he panto-
mimed what he feared to tell.

‘“‘Dead ?’’ whispered Billy.

The lad nodded solemnly.

So this explained Ma.hbub Ali’s fml-
ure to appear! Dead! Waylaid be-
yond the railroad station that shoul-
dered the Kashmir Serai at its other
end. Waylaid and robbed, no doubt,
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in the darkmess of the railroad yards.
Buy why? Why? Billy’s dazed mind
ran in cireles. Something tremen-
dously impeortant it must be to force
Sikhandar Khan and his eonfederate
to sueh a step in Lahore, of all eities.
. On the road beyord the border—there
dead men are & eommonplaee that ex-
eites Mttle or no eomment. But here,
right nnder the nose of the peliee,
under the long arm eof the British
Raj}——. A soundless whistle of
amazement eame from his lips. Medi-
tatively he stared at the lad unmrolling
Sikhandar Kban’s turban from ahout.
his head.

‘“But why, hittle Priend of AR the
Stars?’’ he asked.
~ The lad flashed him a smile at the
endearment,

““I think because of this,”’ and he
beld out what he had found seereted
in the folds of the soiled cloth.

Billy took the fooi-long silkem rope
and fingered it curiously. Silk? Yes—
no—was it after all? More attentive.
¥y he examined it. Silk-like the cord
surely was, but no silk such as he had
ever seen before. A solid rope, finger-
thick, incredibly strong as he found
out by tugging on the ends with might
- and main. But stlk! In all the world
there was no worm that could spin
such a monster thread as this! Arti-
ficial? It must be. Yet no! Billy
would stake all his knowledge of silk
—and that was considerable—that this
was no artifleiat substitute. His mind
took another turn as he considered the
importance of this thing. No wonder
Mahbub Al had bid him come in
haste! No wonder that imperturbable
Afghan had been wildly excited! A
cordage such as this—why, it was
priceless! A fortune for some lucky
one, this stuff he held in his p!
His mind ¥aced on in a maze og;sec-
ulation as he pietured the upheaval in
the industrial world that this new ma-
terial would produce. For it was
new—never had he seen or heard of
such a thing! If he .eguld;get, it for
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the Kimball Fnes—he was made? And
%0 was Mahbub Ali!

His face clouded as he remembered.
Mahbub AlL was dead. He had
perished and the secret of this wander
had perished with him. Had it, in-
deed? Or had the dastardly Sik-
handar Khan and his helper Thug
forced from Mahbub the precious
secret? Probably not; else they wauld
not be still in Lahore. Had they
known, they must assuredly have gone
post-haste after it. Or, watt—perhaps
they were hiding from the long arm

of the police for that cowardly mur-;

der. What a way to die! By strangu-
lation with the deadly

silken ooil -

thrown about the neek from behind!

He died by the sitken eord of Thuggee

sueh 3 oord!.

. that another might possess his one
treasure; snother sitlkem eord—dut:

A long time Billy pondered, think-

ing of ways and means, weighing the
evidence pro and con, sitting in ra

. meditation, while the little Hindeo lad

erouched at his feet like a graven
image. :

At last Billy saw his way clear,
through those peculiar thought-pro-
cesses that he employed so sucessfully.
He rose to his feet.

““Come, my little Prince

“Tt is our Kismet—thine and mine,

And our star, it is the red ome of
pointed out the open win--
dows at red Mars lying low in the

War.”* He
heavens. ‘‘Wilt thou eome with me??’
he asked banteringly in the vermae-
ular.

“Theu art my £father and my
mother. Didst thou not save me from
Sikhandar Khan when he would have
slain me?*’ asked the Kungir: 1ad.

Bilty started. He had rnot expected
such plain words as these; such devo-
tion from a mere baby for the stight

- service he had rendered. As for Si-

khandar Khan slaying the lad—non-
sense! And yet—child though he was,

of g
Troubles, thou Son of Shaitag,’” he
grinned good-humoredly at the lad.’

. Ay o

P gy

i,
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he kmew far too much.about that ras-
cally rogue.
As he turned to go, Billy bethought

himself of that precious thing, the

silken cord, and as he tucked it within
his bosom he slipped his flat auto-
matic into his pocket as an after-
thought. If these rogues had killed
Mahbub Ali for this, surely they
would do no less for him in their
determination to repossess themselves
of it.

HE STRODE back the way he had
come, through the Motee Bazar to
the still noisy Kashmir Serai, as ac-
tive all night long as by daylight—
more 80, even—for the Oriental turns
day into night or night into day, im-
perturbably. But it is noteworthy
that he kept to the wide, well-lighted
thoroughfares and avoided that short
cut through the alleys as he would the
plague. And his eyes roved incessant-
ly about, never \still a moment, while
Chota Lal dogged his footsteps, a
faithful little shadow.

Billy had decided on his course of
action. He had determined to retrace
Mahbub Ali’s footsteps as best he
might. Though he eould ill spare the
time, he would make the weary trip,
for he was playing, he realized, for
millions. That these millions would
flow into the Kimball line’s coffers
were he successful troubled him not a
- whit. His was the joy of the game, the
pitting of his wits against those
others, the winning, all alone, against
he knew not what, nor cared.

He remembered that Mahbub Ali
had a partner who was a cousin of
‘sorts, and that partner he found after
a long weary search in that maggot-
like Oriental crowd, but trying to
make him talk was a more difficult
thing ; for he had all the native’s aver-
sion against truth-telling and there
was, besides, such a pitiful bit to be
found out.

From the few of Mahbub’s caravan
train that had not gone to seek em-
ployment elsewhere, he found out that

Mahbub Ali had come through Mus-
soorie Pahar from Rampur, and be-
fore that from Chini. Beyond that
the trail was blank, nor would they
talk overmuch of Ch1m that valley in
the High Hills. Was it not a place of
Shaitans, where stalked Murrah and
Awan, the Companion of Kings, and
other devils and djinns without num-
ber? They were all Jullalee, those

‘devils — all terrible; that much was

certain.

That was the sum total of informa-
tion that Billy carried back to his
hotel in the early morning after curs-
ing them all heartily as children of
the devil Mushoot, the Lord of Liars.
Nor was he surprized to find that dur-
ing his absence the place had been
searched and ransacked most thor-
oughly. He had expected that. But
he had '‘not expected them to bukk
(bungle) the job as they had done. His
opinion of Sikhandar Khan dropped
distinetly as he surveyed the disorder.
Small matter. There was nothing
theydcould have found there that mat-
tered.

He grinned at Chota Lal, who was
stuffing himself with more delicacies
than he had ever before eaten at one
time, then winced as a movement of
the young body showed the raised
bamboo welts of the beating of the
night before. Sikhandar Khan would
have to pay through the nose for that
night’s work. In the fullness of time
;here would be a bitter bill for him to

oot.

‘“As soon as may be,”’ he said in
the vernacular, “ we go upon the road,
thou and I. A long trail, a weary
trail, perhaps even a trail of death,
oh my son. What matter? Art thou
minded even yet to follow me?’’

““If I eat thy bread how shall I for-
get thee, oh Father of All the Friend-
less %’

‘“Well said, little one,’’ and for the
waif there welled a great affection in
his heart, a friendship, a love that was
to endure for longer than either of
them realized. A thousand times we
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have heard of love at first sight be-
tween the sexes. A thousand and one
tales have been woven about it. Can
that happen only between man and
woman? Perhaps so; I do not know.
But between the Englishman and the
little half-starved, beaten, low-caste
lad there sprang up then a bond that
was to lead to—but that is another
story.

TWO days later found the pair at
Simla, the summer capital of India,
among the hills, where each house
looks down mpon the roof-pots of its
nei on the terrace below; and
that same week found the two at-
tached to the hunting-party of one of
Billy’s English friends who was
bound for the High Hills. Ostensibly
Billy was going to hunt, a carefree
adventurer with o thought in the
world other than sport:. And Chota
Lal, resourcefn] little devil that he

was, was one of the hangers-on who-

followed them, sobeisting on fhe care-
. less boonty of the sahibs.

But a very different Chota Lal this,
from that one who had pattered
throngh the Motee Bazar living on his
wits and the charity of those minded
to acquire merit. That one had been
a beggar brat in soiled and ragged
clothmg ; this one was an Afghan lad
~ from the top of his clean blne turban
to the tips of his long npecarled slip-

ers; impudent, and likable withal,

t a total stranger to Billy —a
stranger lad who mingled with the
shikaris and the eyees—the hunters
and the grovms —or the personal serv-
ants in the swarm that always attends
the Anglesi on such a trip, but he
mingled not with the lordly sahibs;
though of a night, had he been
watched, he might have been seen to
wriggle as softly as a snake into Sahib
Singleton’s tent to retail to him the
varied gossip of the day that he had
pi(iked up. _

‘It was his strong young voiece that
roused the camp to ineffec

one night when he found a greased

1’ uproar '

and slippery devotee of Thuggee
bound for the same place. The Thug
had vanished into the thin black night,
easily evading the clutehing hands
and clumsy efforts of the sleepy ser-
vants, searce roused from their first
heavy slumber; he had gone from
there, but he had left behind him that
dread cord of his office: it lay in Billy
Sahib’s hand as Chota Lal whispered
of the events of the day.

But by now their wandering road
led no longer -climbing, dipping,
sweeping about the spurs and the
stony hillsides where sounded the
voices of a thousand and one water-
courses, with the solemm deodars
climbing one after the other with
down-drooping branches. The vista of
the far-rolled-ent plains beneath them
was done; the Sewaliks and the half.
tropical Doon were behind them along
with Mussoorie.

The deodars had given place to oak
and bireh, holly and pine, gay with
rhododendrons and ferns; the bare
hillsides were slippery with snnburnt
grass, to me again with the cool
woodlands, while above them flamed
Kedernath and Bafjunath in the sun-
rise and sunget, true kings of the wil-
derness. And the gentle breezes that
had blown cool in those early marches
now bit deeply at heat-accustomed
flesh and tugged with fierce clutching
fingers at whofly imadequate gar-
ments.

Billy Singleton grinned cheerfully
at these things and at the etﬁ),

he hill-

" breath-taking short cuts that t

men insisted on making, but it was
no laughing matter to poor Chota
Lal, who had never been so high in
the diamond-clear air in all thess, his
twelve years. And too, Chota Lal had
all the plainsman’s love for a beaten
trail though it wound its six-foat
width as tortuously as any snake over
all the country. ‘
Along the track lay the occasiooal
villages of the hill folk—rude huts of
mud and earth and now and then a
rare, crudely ax-carved timber, like
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swallows’ nests against the steep
pitches, or hudidled on tiny flats mid-
way om: & four-thousand-foot slide, v
;;ammed, ‘perhaps, inte & tiny creviee

the cliffs that fumneled and fo-
cused every wandering blast.

And the villagers! Greasy, sallow,

dufile-clad ; bare:legged, short, sgaas,
yellow-faced—truly this was indeed a
land of Shaitans and Djinns:!
- Here i was that Billy slipped away
frem the rest of the party affer a
short earnest ehat with Foster Sahid
the day that Cheta La¥ had retailed
te him a bit of gossip he had pieked
up regardizg a red-bearded stranger
of two months gone who had come
from Shamlegh Midden, where few
‘men have trod, where even the Hil-
men will not go. He had pushed
away from this sember land as theugh
alk the seas of Eblis were indeed after
bims. Mahbub Ali beyord all reasen-
able doubt! Billy’s heart sang within
lim as ke followed the plain lewd.

. Bww he smxd Chota Lal ever get
down those aws-imspirmg eliffs only
Allgh the Mereiful and the Comrpas
sionate kwmows — surely it was His
bamé that led them on.

- How Sikhendar FKhan and that
ofher followed — truly that was the
work of a jumslee (well-wishing)
Shastan—naone other ! For follow they
did less thamn eight heurs affer the
others.

Arnd on those great boulder-strewn
slapes, eat up by narrow abysses that
yvawned to un , weird
and horrible evemw under the _bright
sun that scaree burned the hitterest
of the chilt from the cold air, Bifty
¢ame upon the rope again. Fﬂzty feet
Iong # must Rave been, stretching
over the cliff edge to a projecting
ledge Below—and it was glwed to the
rocks! Billy’s cheeks were bfanched
as he faced the terrified boy.

“It is truly the work of the
djiams!’’ panted Chata Lal. ““Let us
go—and quickly.”

‘““Hlast thou fear for a djam,’
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teased Billy, ‘‘thou Babe of Smadl
Courags?’’

€hota flashed and wriggled uncom-
fertably but stood his ground.

‘‘'Fhen, toe, oh my master, there is
that matter of the two specks that ¥
saw this morning behind us.”’

Billy’s face grew grave. ‘‘Why
didst thou not tel} me ere this, little
Prince of the Plains?’’

Sikhandar Khan and his confeder-
ate that must be, fellowing the plain
trail they had left. Well, Jet them
come. Billy felt Limmself mere than a
match for both of them: as he looked
at his Mannlicher and patted the ffat
automatic lovingly. If it came to a
fight, he was mare than willing, he
and Cheta Lal, If they two lost out—
and then his theughts turned to the
faithful little bazar fmp beside him.
After what he had seen of Sikhandar
Khan’s treatment of Chota—he shut
g’{; teeth with a sngp. IHe must not

They ate from the canned pro-
visiens that they had brought; ate in
a cranny of sheltering boulders with
the deeﬁmng SaI searee warming the
chill air of these -high plaees; then
Billy half dozed against a solid rock
as he watched aund Chota Lal slept
fitfully under his thin blanket amtil
Billy wrapped his own about the
sleeping child whils ths cold stars
looked down on the inBroken solitude

’I‘m: moon sank sfowfy to rest;
dawn was not far off when they

heard that first hoarse shout of terroz.
It was folIowed another and
ansther, until the hills echoed and re-
echoed ta the clamor. .
* Billy flashed to his feet. ““Come,’”
he said authoritatively to the wi
ﬁtbog as he played his ﬂashﬁght
autiously they meved through
gloom in the direction of the din,
theu' flashlight pieking out their pam,
while Billy’s revolver swung fres in
his other hand.

‘What a sight met the
kﬁandar deog’es
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ful, terrorized wretk of that bearded
ruﬁﬁa.n straining and struggling des-
perately against more of those odd
ropes. Rayed from a common center
these were, like the spokes of a wheel,
and fastened tightly to the rocks at
waist height, while across them in con-
centric circles that began at that com-
mon center was another.

As Sikhandar Khan saw them in the
lightening dawn he stretched an im-
ploring arm to them and struggled
anew while the network of ropes shook
under the fury of his struggles.

Gingerly Billy felt of the nearest
strand of that odd net before he set
his weight upon it. His hand stuck
tenaciously to its glistening, viscous
surface. So that was how Sikhandar
Kban was being held, was it? And
in his every struggle, whenever he
touched it anew, that net but clung
the tighter to the new hold.

What the devil was it, anyway?
And whose the hand that had
stretched it there? Billy dropped on
all fours to crawl along under it after
shouting to the frenzied man to cease
struggling ; but it was doubtful if that
fear-maddened one even heard him.

Billy had no desire to have that
sticky thing catch him helplessly by
the back. He jammed his automatic
into his pocket and brought out his
knife, intending to cut the man free;
then he crawled carefully inward,
glancing ever and anon at the bright-
ening sky. The false dawn was done;
the day had come.

Again came Sikhandar’s frenzied
thrashing, though he was now almost
helplessly fastened to that dreadful
net. Billy lay flat on the stony ground
while those viscous ropes vibrated
dangerously close to his body. As the
struggles ceased he crawled on again
toward that helpless unfortunate. The
first rays of the newly risen sun shone
upon him and turned that net to gold,
gilding that colorful human fly i in this
gigantic spiderweb. ey

That was what the damnable thing
reminded him of: a monster spider-

\

web—admitting for the moment that
such a thing could be. Billy had seen
spiders in his travels that snared and
killed small birds—with their webs a
few feet across. Horrid, saucer-
shaped things those spiders were,
whose bite was poisonous, producing
sickness that lasted for days, that
might even cause death if not cared.
for; but this—no, this was something
entirely beyond his knowledge. He
was uhder Sikhandar Khan now, and
he rolled over on his back.

““‘Be still, dog,”’ he ordered as he
raised his knife. At the sound of his
voice Sikhandar Khan thrashed more
wildly than ever and his hoarse voice
called upon all the gods of Hind for
suecor.

‘‘Be still, but-parast (idol-worship-
er),’”’ growled Billy in disgust.

‘“Ohé Billee Sahib, beware! The
djinn! Behold, it comes!’’ screamed
Chota Lal in accents of such terror
that Billy’s upraised arm dropped
paralyzed. The net above him vibrated
with a curious trembling motion.
Billy serewed his head around and lay
stupefied with horror. Shades of all
the- Sons of Eblis! By the Thousand
and One Shaitans of the deeper and
nethermost Hells! What was this ter-
rible monster? Was it in very truth
one of those devils that the Hillmen
swore inhabited these wilds{ “

Huge, leggy, bristly, it flashed to-
ward them. Its legs covered a fifteen-
foot circle; its body was a globular .
bag, gleaming iridescently with blues
and greens and blacks, mottled with
vivid red splotches the size of a man’s
head. In a sort of spiny plate on its
front were set six gleaming black
eyes that glinted redly in the golden
haze. The plate and bag were borne
on those huge spiky legs four feet or
more above the net. _

It flashed onto the helpless man
above him swifter than the eye could
follow and paused there an instant
while a lancet-like arm flashed into
Sikhandar Khan’s upturned stomach.

Sikhandar Khan ‘gave a convulsive

A
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shudder and hung limply below the
hellish monster, while Billy in a daze
of horror lay just below it, so close
that he could almost touch the dam-
nable thing.

A spider! It couldn’t be—but it
was—a spider greater than any that
the world had ever seen! And it stood
there on its net above him sucking out
the juices from that lifeless body that
a moment before had been a man! He
heard Chota Lal sobbing and scream-
ing in terror where he had left him.

In a curious, detached sort of way
Billy slowly and carefully drew his
automatic, moving almost impercep-
tibly. To his dazed faculties it seemed
as though his mind stood apart from
his body and watehed those actions
which were his own as though they
were those of a stranger. The gun
flashed — once — twice — thrice — as
Billy shot pointblank into that terrible
thing just above him. The acrid fumes
choked and blinded him, and when he
could open his eyes again the Thing
was gone, but Sikhandar Khan’s body
still sagged limply above him. The
man was dead! Billy knew that from
the drawn, pinched features. That
hideous Thing had sucked every drop
of blood from out the body. But the
Thing was gone!

IT SEEMED ages before Billy retraced
his slow, crawling way back to the
shrinking, hysterical lad, and he him-
self was shaking as with nervous ague.

‘“Whence came the—the Shaitan?’’
Billy whispered. ‘‘And whither went
it, oh my son?’’

Chota Lal clung wildly to him and
pressed his shaking little body tightly
against him. Billy could feel the furi-
ous, frightened beating of his heart
in the little breast that pressed so
close against his own.

‘“Oh my master, let us fly. Quickly,
ere it follow and leap upon us as it
did upon that—that ”

“‘There, there, lad,”’ Billy soothed,
forcing himself to speak English.
‘‘It’s only a spider—but the biggest

thing I ever saw or heard of. It’s no
devil, though it looks like one. Come,
lad, where did it go?’’ He repeated
the question in Urdu.
Chota Lal’s only answer was to
clutch him the tighter.
Let us

““No! No! Billee Sahib!
go! Do not seek the djinn! It will
but take thee as it took that other,’’
he wailed. :

Gently Billy disengaged the lad’s
arms from about his neck and picked
up his Mannlicher. ‘‘Fear not for
me, little one. I shall slay this Thing.
Tell me but whither it went.”’

Slowly he paced the wide circum-
ference of the net, seeking the van-
ished monster. On the opposite side
he paused. Was that not one of the
Thing’s legs projecting between those
boulders? '

‘“‘Heave thou a stone, my son,’”’
he whispered to Chota Lal, who kept
tight by his side. The lad demurred.
Billy insisted. At last Chota tossed
a stone the size of a baseball in that
direction.

There was no movement, but Billy
was more convinced than ever that it
was one of the creature’s legs that he
saw. He inched nearer and nearer
until he had a glimpse of that bril-
liantly colored horrible body. Slowly
the rifle raised, flashed, and the hills
thundered to its sharp report. Still
no movement.

““‘Seest thou? It is as I said. The
Thing is dead.”’

He drew nearer until he could see
the horrid Thing in its entirety. It
was surely dead. When he had satis-
fied himself on that point he erawled
under the net once more and suececd-
ed in hacking down Sikhandar Khan’s
body and then in dragging it out.

““First we bury this,”” he said as
Chota Lal begged him to leave.

A shallow grave was dug at last and
stones heaped above the miserable
wretch before Billy Singleton with a
sigh set his face back along the way
he had come.

-He had won through, but at what
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painful, was not dangerouws.
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a eost! Had wom through and
reaped only a dissppointment. ‘‘It’s
all in the game,” he grunted to him-
self as he and Chota Lal were climb-
ing back along that dizzy way they
had eome. He had hoped — with a
start he realized that he had come
whelly without hopes or plans. He
had come for the love of the game
alone.

A thousand feet they elimbed in a
little over & mile, and abeve them
they eomld see the hillside where
wound the path.

‘‘Be brave, thou Little Lioa of the
Plains,”” Billy enceyraged as they
breasted that last steep boulder-
strewn slope.

The naise of a rifle sounded above

that of the wind; Chota Lal gave an
agonized yelp, spun round, and would
have slip
had Billy not caught him by the arm
and dragged him to the shelter of
somre boulders elose at hand.

‘“What the devil —why, yeu're
hurt, kid,”” he exelaimed in surprize
as he stared at his bloody hand. A
fiesh wound only, through the upper
arm, he found out as he eut away the
cloth. Luckily no bones had been
broken and no artery severed; the
weoand, though it bled freely, and was

“‘There to the left, he i, behind
those bushes, Billee Sahib,”” whis-
pered Chota Lal, grimacing with pain
as Billy tore his own shirt to strips
f:irhl,)fmdages “1 saw the smoke as I

““Why, you nervy litstle beggar,’’
gmned Billy in delighted surprize,

will I never be again,
Billee Sahib, lest I bring dishonor to
thee,”’ and Chota La! smiled faintly.

““So be it. By the bullet that Iaid
thee low, beggar shalt thou mever be
agxin, but mine own son ferevermore,

~ Chota LalL”

dewn that dizzy slope

He pieked ap the rifie again and
peered round the edge of the protect-
mg bowlder. Again the report and
the angry scream of the barllet as it
ricocheted from the stome.

“That devil can really shoot,’’
Billy whispered softly to himmsed as
he erawled swiftly downward to
another boulder, keeping carefully
ot of sight u!-thc'unhwwn msarks.
man.

Then ensued a tedlous game of
staﬂcmg between the two. An hour
went by. Billy could see Chota Lal
lying where he had left him, bdul
gitmpse that other he eould not. . He
cursed sofily as the sun dro';;lp-ed slow-
ly toward the west. Something must:
be done. But what?

Chota Lal solved the problem by
standing up .suddenly with a
Billy canght the gleam of the other” (!
riffe, saw him half rise, and then Billy
shot swiftly in a panic of fear. Sup-

_pose that fellow got Chota Lal! The

other’s gun exploded, but the bullet
went wild, for the brain behingd it was -
done. Billy’s steel-jaeketed bullet had
found its mark. The unkmewn rifle-
man half straightened, toppled over
slowly and went slithering down the
slope head foremost, to drop off that
tremendous eliff, his rifle elattermg
after him as it dropped from his

nerveless fingers. E

‘‘Hast thou lost thy little grain of
sense, thom Son of Eblis?” Billy
seolded as he helped Chota Lal up
those last steep reaches. Cheta Lal-
grinned—the impudent, earefree grin .
that had se endeared him to Billy.
“Thou art my father and

mother, oh Billee Sahib.
thy bread and thy salt. Shall I them
forget it? I stood up m sight se that

my

-one might show himself to thes. What

matter though I died, so thon wert
freed?”’

I have catem -



The LIEE-(MASTERS

“A great wave of livin"g protoplasm

swept throu

the streets, licking
them clean o

life.”

T HE first intimation the world
received of the life-masters and
of the doom that they were to
loose upon it was contained in a news
dispatch sent out by the great press
syndicates from New York in the last
week of May. That first article, a
brief one, stated only that during the
last day or so the beaches about the
metropolis had been closed to bathers
by reason of a thick scum of clear
gray, jelly-like substance that had
been left upon them by the retreating
tides. This clear slime, which ex-
hibited a few signs of rudimentary

by EDMOND HAMILTON

life and movement, had been deposit-
ed also by the tides upon the sea-walls
and dock-piles about the city, and
had been reported too from a score
or more of places along the New Jer-
sey and New England seaboard. These
glistening deposits, the dispatch add-
ed, were considered to be in all proba-
bility the result of some sea-migration
of a great mass of minute, jelly-like
organisms.

That first dispatch, the true sinister
importance of which we can well un-
derstand now, was treated at the time
as merely one of scores of othgg Te-
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ports of mildly interesting ineidents.
The pheaomenon was unusual, Oer-
tainly, but hardly enongh so to merit
any special attention. This was evi-
denced by the small space given the
matter by the New York newspapers
on that same evening, most of them
according it but a few incanspicuons
lines; though one weat so far 33 to
publish a photograph of the curious
onlookers who had gathered to wateh
the glisteting seum of the staff, slow-
ly moving and fexing 2 little now and
then, that had been deponbed on the
Battery sea-wall. Save for these cas-
ually eurious ones, though, and thedis-
gusted bathers who found themselves
- barred by it from their favorite
beaches, it can wot be said that any
portion of the public, even in sach
seaside cities as New York, gave the
advent of the glistening gray stuff any
consideration on that afternoon
evening. It was not until the news-
papers of the following moruning, the
26th, published their later dispatches
on the phenomenon that the world, or
the scientifie world at least, began to
awake to its extraordinary mature.

Those dispatches converted the mat-
ter from a mere unusual incident
into something like a minor sensation.
For, aceording to them, the deposits
of glistening gray slime had been left
by the tides not only along the At-
lantic coast but along the Pacific also,
and not only along American shores
but upon those of Europe and Asia
and Africa, upan all the shores of
all earth’s seas, in fact. Upon the
jungle-bordered beaches of the Philip-
pines, and the cold gray Norwegian
shores, and the shelving sands of the
Chilean coast, and the roeky cliffs of
England, the retreating tides had
" left the same thick coatings of jelly-
Iike, living slime. The phenomenon,
whatever its cause, was world-wide, as
thase maorning dlspatches showed, and
because of that werld-wide scope was
accorded a greatly mcreased space by
the ma;oni;y of that morning’s news-
papets, sceming extraordinary enough

[

to call for greater attedtion. And even
more extraordinary was it made, later
in that day, by the Barr-McMasters
controversy concerning it, that acrid
dispute of seientists about the phe-
nomenon’s causes that stirred even the
public into & somewhat greater inter-
o8t in it
vid mnri et e
sarprmng thess,
atatement made by Dr. Almene Barr
early cu the 26th. It was toward Dr.
Barr, whose reputation among eon-
tunpom-y was exoeeded
anly by that of the brilliant Dr. Her-
bert llm gf the itgrfozﬂ Foun-
dation, the puez newspapers
had tureed when the glistening de-
ﬁm had first appeam at New York.
ey had brought him samples of the
stuff, asking his opinion of it, and his
curiosity had been so stirred that he
had underteken an analysis of it.
it had proved, apparently, an inter-
esting enough analysis, for it was not
wntil the next day that he had given
to the waiting jourmals any summary
of it. Whea that summary was pub-
lished, though, appearing in the noon
eoditions of that day’s papers, it
proved a startling one.

The glistening deposits, Dr. Barr
stated, were nothing more nor less
that protoplasm, that gray, jelly-like
stuff that is the primal life-substance,
the basis of all life upon earth. Pro-
toplasm itself, he explained, composed
of an extremely complex mixture of
erganic compounds, had nevef been
analyzed or even partly analyzed, and
no more eould these clear deposits be
analyzed, but his imvestigation had
proved without doubt that they were
hvmg protoplasm, and not the mmute
organisms that had been fe
The appearance posits
on all earth’s shores, he added,
meant that great quantities of pro-
toplasm had appeared m all earth’s
seas, and that could be explained
in only one way. Protoplasm, the
primal life-stuff, had appeared in
earth’s seas eons before, its complex
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compounds built by some force out of
the elements of sea-silt and sea-water
themselves. And if those protoplasmic
masses had formed spontaneously out
of the sea’s elements eons before, giv-
ing rise eventually to all earth’s life,
it could only be supposed that similar
great Dﬁxmtoplasmie masses had now
suddenly formed again in earth’s seas
in the same way as in the remote past.

That first report of Dr. Barr’s,
though puzzling enough te a news-
paper reading public but little inter-
ested in talk of organic and inorganic
compounds, proved a sensation in the
scientific and especially in the biolog-
ical world. The New York biologist’s
classification of the clear, jelly-like de-
posits as protoplasm was, it was ad-
mitted, correct; since by that time
scientists in laboratories at Lendon
and Stockhelm and Sydney had eon-
firmed independently the faet that the
glistening gray stuff was indeed the

basic life-substance of earth. What.

was not admitted, though, and what
swiftly beeame the center of as fiery
a seientific controversy as could he re-
called, was his eontentien that the
great messes of protoplaam whieh had
apperently appeared throughout the
segs had been formed spontaneously
frem the sea’s inorganic elements, as
in the remaote past. That contention,
within hours of the time his statement
.was published, became a veritable
storm-eenter of canflicting secientific
opinion.

The opinion of a great mass of hial-
ogists was curtly summed up late in
that afternoon hy Professor Theadore
McMaster, biologist-in-chief of one of
the great Massachusetts universities,
‘“While Dr. Barr is undoubtedly right
in gssuming that great quantities of
protoplasm have in some way ap-
Peued in all earth’s seas,’” he stated,
‘his theory that those masses have
formed suddenly out of the sea’s in-
organic elements is, with all respect,
a crazy one. It is true that in the
earth’s youth such great protoplas-
mic masses did form thus from the

elements of sea-silt, but we know
that their process of formation, their
change from inorganic to organic
living matter, required eons in itself
to complete, so slow was it. This
hypothesis, therefore, that the same
great process has taken place on a
world-wide seale within a day or so
is patently absurd. My own theory is
that great masses of protoplasm have
existed from the remote past on the
sea’s floor, and that some subterra-
nean or submarine convulsion has
thrown them up to be scattered by the
tides upon all earth’s coasts.”

This new theory, it must be ad-
mitted, found much greater support
in biological cireles than the more
radical one of Dr. Barr, but it was
roundly criticized by the latter. The
presenee of protoplasm in great mass-
es on the sea’s floor, he pointed out,
had never been detected by any of the
great oceanographic expeditions of
the past, and the stupid hypothesis of
a submarine convulsion could hardly
be held when there was no slightest
seismographie evidence of such a con-
vulsien having taken place within the
last weeks. Dr. Barr was supported
in these criticisms by a number of
fellow biologists, and so aerid had he-
come the exchange of opinions by the
next day, the 27th, that one of the
great scientific societies, the World
Science Association, stepped in. It
proposed to settle the question of the
phenomenon’s causes to the satisfac-
tion of public and scientists alike by
appointing a committee of research
to investigate it, to be headed by Dr.
Herbert Munson of the Starford
Foundation, the most noted biologist
of the day.

This was a preposition acceptable
to all, for the cold, massive Dr. Mun-
son’s eompetence and scientifle im-
partiality were unquestioned. The
World Science Association found,
however, to its disappeintment, that
the brilliant biologist had been absent
from the Starford Foundation for
some months. He had established a
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laboratory at Cone Island, a little isle
of rock and sand off the north Maine
coast, it was stated, and was engaged
in research there W1th a small group
of scientists, which included Dr. Al-
bert Labreau, a famous bio-chemist;
Harlan Kingsford, electro-dynamics
expert of the American Electric Com-
pany; Dr. Herman Krauner, the
noted German bio-physicist, whose
studies of the biological effects of
radio-active vibrations had been the
subject of much discussion; and Dr.
Richard Mallett, a rising young cytol-
ogist, who was also of the Starford

“ Foundation.

It was from another of the younger
scientists at the Foundation, Dr.
Ernest Ralton, that the Association
had secured this statement of Dr.
Munson’s whereabouts, and Ralton
had offered, moreover, to fly north in
his plane to the island and lay the As-
sociation’s request before the famous
biologist. This offer had been at once
accepted, for it was not doubted that
Dr. Munson’s passion for experimen-
tation would cause him to accept the
chief place on the committee of re-
search. Late on the afternoon of the
27th, therefore, announcement was
made from the World Science Associ-
ation’s office that Ralton had left in
his plane for the island, and that
when he returned with Dr. Munson
the Association’s committee of re-
search would be formed and would

. start its investigations.

This announcement, .though it
caused the disputing biologists to
await keenly Dr. Munson’s return,
proved unexciting to newspapers and
public, whose first half-interest in the

“phenomenon had begun to wane. The

newspapers, indeed, in publishing the
Association’s announcement humor-
ously suggested that the whole con-
troversy over the origin of some slime
on the world’s beaches was a battle
between tweedledum and tweedledee.
And the public, with a guffaw or a
smile, assented. The whole thing
merely went to show the craziness of

scientists—thus did common sense de-
liver itself, that evening. Common
sense was not to suspect, certainly,
what strange craziness it was that lay
behind the appearance of that glisten-
ing slime. Common sense was not to
dream, until it awoke to the thunder
of craslung worlds, what terrible
craziness it was that had loosed upon
humanity with.that glistening scum a
titanic tide of dreadful death which
even at that moment was surging
slowly upward to sweep across all the
world. >

JUST before midnight on that same
night it was, less than a dozen
hours after the Association’s an-
nouncement, that the horror broke
upon the world. Had the thing come
gradually upon us, place by place and
event after event, it would be possible
to give some consecutive account of it,
now. But, crashing down upon almost
all the astounded world at the same
moment as it did, the very scope of it
makes futile any efforts to deseribe
completely the terror of that world
when it awoke to doom. It is enough,
indeed, if we can give some impres-
sion of its action at such a city as
New York, for there, of all places, its
horror was the most intensified.

The accounts of the thing’s coming
to New York are almost numberless, -
and it is from one of these, that of
Edward Worley, that we find what is
perhaps our most vivid picture of the
thing. Worley’s account, to which he
has given the somewhat banal title of
My Experiences in the Life Horror,
not only gives us a deseription of the
first coming of the horror at New
York, but summarizes in' fact the ac-
tion of the thing over all the world.
For as it was in New York that night,
8o it was in a thousand seaside cities
in that same hour, and what Worley
saw in its streets was seen by millions
of horror-stricken men in that same
night. The magnitude of the thing
was greater at New York, but the hor-
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ror was the same, as Worley indeed
points out.

This Edward Worley figures un-
consciously in his own narrative as a

- somewhat commonplace individual, a
middle-aged person, the greater part
of whose days had been spent in the
adding and subtracting of figures in
a Broad Street broker’s office. To
avoid crowded subways, as he tells us,
Worley had taken rooms in one of the
narrow lodging-houses jammed in
here and there east of the financial
section, at Manhattan’s lower extrem-
ity. It was this fact that conspired
with circumstances to project Worley
into the very heart of the terror’s first
coming. For, a half-hour before mid-
night on that fateful night of the 27th,
he had decided that a short stroll
through the warm spring air would be
a pleasant one, and his steps had led
him southward toward the Battery’s
little open park.

It was an hour, that just before
midnight, when the southern end of
that great island-mass of structures
that is New York lies beneath a silence
#nd a loneliness supernatural, almost.
So it seemed to Worley, at least,
strolling southward in the warm
spring night through the silent streets,
from one pool of corner lamplight to
another, between the towering, vast
buildings that loomed into the dark-
ness on either side. Those buildings,
the center of unparalleled activity in
the hours of day, lay as silent beneath
the white spring stars as though they
were the still unbroken ruins of some
mighty, deserfed city. Northward,
from the midtown section, a glow of
light against the sky told of the life
that still surged through the crowded
streets there, but Worley, strolling on,
met none save an occasional police-
man who eyed him keenly beneath the
corner lights. Then within moments
more puffs of fresh salt air came to
his nostrils, and he was passing out
between the last of the great build-
ings, out beneath the looming tracks

of the elevated and into the silent
little park.

As Worley tells it, he had strolled
half-way across the darkened park,
toward its southern sea-wall’s rail, be-
fore he sensed that anything unusual
lay before him. The gleaming waters
stretching out into the darkness,
the gliding lights of small ecraft
here and there upon them, the other
far-flung blinking lights of Brooklyn

and the Jersey cities, away to left and.

to right—these were all that engrossed
his attention in those first moments.
Then, as he drew within yards of the
southern rail, he stopped abruptly
short. He had glimpsed, suddenly, a
great glistening wet mass that lay at
the sea-wall’s edge, ahead of him, and
that seemed to be slowly moving.
““It was,’’ he says, ‘‘just as though
someone had dumped a great mass of
glistening gelatin at the park’s edge,
wet and gleaming there in the light
of the few scattered bulbs about me.
All along the park’s edge, along
its sea-wall, that glistening mass
stretched, hanging down over the wall
into the lapping sea-waters, and as
the stuff seemed slowly moving I
thought it for that moment to be
pouring down into the sea beneath.
Then as I stood there, gazing at that
smooth-flowing movement of the
gleaming stuff, I saw something that
made me rub my eyes in amazement.
The glistening masses were not flow-
ing down into the sea at all, I saw,
but instead were flowing up from it!”’
For a moment of utter astonishment
Worley stood still, gazing toward the
stuff. A gray, glistening mass, it was
pouring slowly and smoothly up over
the wall’s edge, from the sea beneath,
flowing steadily up onto the surface
of the park and adding to the great,
gleaming mass of the stuff that lay,
already all around that park’s sea-
edge! The thing was unprecedented;
it was ineredible, and for a moment
that seemed *unending to Worley,
he stared toward those shining, gath-

L B
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ering jelly-like masses that were flow-
ing and flexing and writhing a few

"feet before him. Then suddenly a

great, thick loop of the glistening jelly
—a great orm—prejected itself owut
from the gliding masses and darted
straight toward him!

It was that that finally broke the
spell of Worley’s stupefaction, for
as the great arm looped toward him
he staggered back, giving unconscious
utteranee to a high seream. At that
same moment of utter horror, he says,
by some strange trick of the mind
there had flashed across his brain re-
membrance of the feebly moving eclear
slime that had been found on beaeh
and sea-wall in the last days, but that
fleeting thought dissolved for the
moment in the stark horror that now
filled him. Awnother great looping arm
had shot out beside the first, length-
ening smouthly and swiftly toward
him, while the gliding, jelly-like mass-
es from which both projeeted were
flowing toward him, across gress and

paving—great ghsf,enmg, amorphous -

bqus a full yard in ROW,
gathering greater bulk each moment
by the masses that still were flowing
up from the waters over the park’s
wall to add to them. Worley, though,
had seen this in bat a single
glimpse, for as the second arm had
shot toward him he had stumbled
backward agaim, crying out, and then
was running weakly toward the park s
north end.

FM beneath the overhung ele-
vated tracks, as he ran toward
them, there leapt to meet him two
blue-coated figures, one with a pistol

gleaming in his hand, and at sight ef

the policeman whom his eries had
summoned Worley beeame mcoherent
in his horrer.

*‘Coming out of the water over the

rk!’’ he conld only tell them hoarse-

, gesturing toward the southern end.
"Gray jelly-staff—protoplasim like it
said in the BeWSDapers-—masses of it
coming ou

s 06 | }n
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The two surveyed him doubtfully
a moment, then, peering into the dark-
ness at the park’s lower end, began to
walk slowly in that directiom, their
weapons outstreteched. His heart
pounding rapidly Worley watehed
them vanishing into the darkmess.
There was a moment of silenee, a si-
lence in which the rattle of a train far
to the north came preternaturally
loudly to his ears. Then he heard a
sadden sharp exelamation from the
darkness southward, and the next
moment the darkmess was split by
a spurt of flame and the deafening
rattle of shots. Then, against the
gleaming waters.beyond, he glimpsed
great arms flashing upward like dark,
mighty tentacles, and as they fashed
down again the shots eeased, there
were sharp screams, suddenly cut off,
and then silence again. Worley, trem-
bling, gazed still down into the little
park, and after a moment saw move-
ment there, a slew movement ap-
prowhmg him. Finally it came with-
in the radiance of the nearer lights,
and he saw that it was the great, glis-
tening, gray masses, flowing emoothly
across the park toward him, flowing
up as smoothly still from the waters
around it, and that in the elear, jelly-
like bulk gliding toward him were
held, like fltes in amber, the dark,
twisted bodies of two men!

With that sight a daze of horror
settled upon Worley’s brain. He
was dimly aware that he was racimg
unsteadily northward frem the park,
through the darkened, silent streets,
that from somewhere else behind him
were eoming other sereams, the high
sereams of a woman, this time, and
that from away aeross the waters to
the east had eome suddenty other
faint, agonized eries. He heard as
though from a great distance a sud-
den babel of shouts and screams that
swept along the great city’s edges like

spreading flame, heard bells jangling
suddenl’y out to add to ihat uproar.
By then he had eastward
into the district of his own lodgings,
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moved by unconsecious habit, but as he
stumbled down one of those narrow
streets eastward a sudden rising up-
roar a few blocks ahead of him
brought him to a stand-still. Then,
the first swirling mists of horror lift-
ing from his brain, he stared down
along the narrow street.

Along its darkened length only
circular patches of light -at intersec-
tions were visible to him but now he
saw, fleeing into those light-areas to-
ward him, a growing mob of half-
dressed people who were pouring from
the bordering buildings into the
street, running wildly with ges-
ticulating hands and with hoatse cries
of animal fear. Far down the street,
almost to the waterfront eastward,
Worley could see that growing mob
pouring forth, fleeing toward him, and
- then he saw, too, what was behind
them and what they fled from so wild-
ly. For at the narrow street’s east-
ern end there was rolling smoothly
toward him, and after those fleeing
figures, a great, glistening gray wave,
waist-high, a gliding mass of gleam-
ing jelly-stuff that stretched across the
street’s width and flowed effortlessly
after the fugitives, great looping arms
forming from it and reaching forth to
draw them back into its glistening
masses, that flowed smoothly onward
with those fugitives’ bodies in their
grip!

Remembrance of half-read news-
paper articles flashed again over Wor-
ley’s brain in that moment. ‘‘Proto-
plasm!’’> he ecried, unconsciously,
again. ‘‘Masses of it—and sweeping
up over all the city!’’

For in ever-increasing floods the
gray, glistening masses of protoplasm
were rolling forward, from the waters
eastward; were surging through the
narrow streets with that fear-crazed
mob fleeing before them ; were flowing
swiftly and smoothly into buildings,
from the interior of which came ter-
rible shrieks; were shooting forth
great tentacle arms of their own jelly-
like substance to catch and draw back

the weeping little figures that fled
before it. A mighty, mindless, brain-
less, nerveless monster, a great wave
of living protoplasm that was sweep-
up and flowing through streets and
buildings to lick them clean of all life!
From southward, and from westward,
were coming screams and cries as
other great waves poured through the
streets, as out over the doomed great
city there poured from the waters
about it that mighty tide of death!

Worley leapt back, suddenly, as
down the street from behind him there
roared a long police-car, the fleeing
mob ahead splitting to both sides as
it thundered through. It skidded to
a stop but yards from that advancing,
glistening wave, and Worley saw
blue-coated figures tumbling from it,
staring in an amazement of horror
at the great gleaming wave of pro-
toplasm rolling toward them, then
recovering themselves and lining
swiftly across the street before it.
Then there came the swift sharp
drumming of powerful riot-guns,
spraying tearing steel bullets into
that advancing wave. At the same
time came the dull detonation of
grenades, hurled into the glistening
masses, and for a moment Worley
stared down toward them in sudden
leaping hope.

But the flood of protoplasm rolled
onward, unchecked, unheeding. The

_ bullets that tore through its jelly-like

masses left holes that closed instantly
of themselves. The bombs that ex-
ploded in those masses splashed them
violently to every side, but in the next
moment the glistening fragments had
flowed smoothly forward of them-
selves; had joined together again in a
solid flood ; were sweeping resistlessly
forward. Before the men lined across
the strest could comprehend the fact
that the thing before them could not
be killed, or even hurt, by human
means, the wave had advanced upon
them; a myriad tentacle-arms had
whipped out of it toward them; and
then it had gripped and had rolled
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ovar them, was gliding still smoothly
on with their dark bodies visible in
its clear gray masses.

Nmm aftarward eould Warley ze-
member clearly the things that
befell him in the mext moments. He
knew that with that sight a final mad
frengy ef uiter hernmoar and- despair
bad settled upem him, that with those
other Beaing figures he was stumbling
through 4he narrow streets toward
the northward and the one chance of
escape frem the death-trap that the
island bad became, but his impres-
sions of those mad moments were al-
ways hazy, dim. Striking, trampling,
pushing, he and fhe panicdriven
mobs about him fonght their way
f.hmugh the chaked streets, through
the darkness of fhat dread mnight,
while ewer behind fhem, from south
and emst and west, there glided upon
their track ¢he mighty wave of pro-
toplaam, calm, smoofh, effortless,
Sweeping out sver the island’s: npantg
up thromgh its marrow streets, a
sarbing inte itself steadily the ex-
haustad fagitives who fled hefore it,
advaneimg amorthward and mward
fram the aify’s sides with its vast,
masses still steadily in-
creased by the floods of pretoplasm
pouring upfromithe eneireling waters.
To Wﬂnlqy then, # was as thongh
he was his way .onward
threngh the fear-choked mightmares
of some tam{ying dream. The hearse

shoats of the fleaing thonsards who sea.

were pouring farth fram all the city’s
baildmes #0 floe narthward about
Iim; the fraatie elanging of bells and
scoeeching of -whistles ; the thunder of
bomubs and ennek af rifles as the aity’s
. axfemders sought in vain to halt those
gliding, @rveimatible masses; the ago-

. maned shrieks af these who fe‘l]besfare

the great wawe of death, of those
medbyitm\b\nldm@m'mbhnd
sizeets; the faini, far moer of panic
that sassp from the ethar .cities west
amll csstward; these meacged in Lis

mind into one mighty, unceasmg bel-
low of utter terror.

¥For how many bours Worley had
fonght his way northward through
the horror-driven millions that surged
through the night of the city”s streets
before he reached at last the ¥land’s
northern heights, he could not guess.
There, pausing and Swaying in a door-
way while the roaring crowds sarged
ever by him toward the Harlem River
bridges that were the sole gates of €s-
cape fram the island of -&eath, he
peered southrward tirough the dark-
ness. The great city, a far-flung mass
of blinking Hghts, stretched before
him, its streets alive here and there
with other moving lights, with the
mobs that surged wildly northward %o
escape fram #, and from whom arose
a dull, farroarof‘fea‘r Feorther
seuthward, though, in the midtown
and lower sections, no hg‘hts moved,
aud there arose no cries, for there,
surging up about.and across the island
Hke a great tide of utter sttence a:nﬂ
death, there rolled the mgluy
plasmic masses, sweeping all
them as they poured still up fram the
bordering seas, gliding onvard In a
dingle gigantic, glistening wave, As
Worley tnrned and fouglt northward
E.m with fhe crazed mobs that fited

streets, it came to him dully to

wonder whether on ail earth was any
place of refuge from those mi
mindless masses that had rofl out
80 snddenly and stmngﬂy from ¢the

Had Worley but known it, as he
struggled northward thryugh the fast
honrs of that dread night, t was net
at New Yark dlone but on all the
shares and in a7l the eezside tities of
earth that rumanity was fieemg at
that moment tefare the pretoplasmie
tides of death. T’p from #1l earth's
seas at the same hour, the seme mo-
mant almest, had rolted the =ame
mighty g;hstenmg waves, flowmg xp-
ward and sweeping out over mighty
gities, and fhrough tiny villages, avd
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over lonely, barren beaches—grgnntie
glistening protoplasma masses gliding
st the same hour through the streets
of London, and of Yokohama, of
Ceopenhagen and of Miami, in a thou-
sand eities sweeping humanity in fear-
med mols before them.

Doom?! 1t was the word that was
Ra<hing already from city and village
by the sea to thase inland, the word
that was bursting across an astoanded
and berror-stricken world in these
dread hours. The mighty waves of
pretaplasm, whatever théir unthink-
able arigin, were unstopped, were wn-
stoppable. Bullet and bomb and knife
were harmlows to them. High-explosive
shells had seattered the waves only 1o
have them in ancther momemt join
again, and military batteries hastily
snmmoned had fired rommd upon
round unstil they had been wiped omt
by those calmly advencing fleods
Planes had sweeped to bemb them
with no greater effact than the ghelis.
Gas had mo effeet upan these living
floeds. Onwand, cutward, they rulled,
mighty glistening masses flowing up-
ward froin the dee to sweep aeross all
the earth

Doom! Man wes facing il, and the
reign and existenee of man, with
every hotmrﬁlled mescage caming by

ing Wile ar uhseen Indig-wawe.

aticking
England had beacine a death-trap, the

mighty waves of pratoplasm rolling
in from all ite eoasts. Iadia and Ma-
lays were imfarnos of superstitions
foar and berwor as their erawdsd pop-
wlations fied befere the tides -of death.
Africsn and Austmlian cassts were
overwhehned with the edvaneing glis-
tening masses.  The Pagnama isthmmus
had been eoversd by the protoplasm,
severing the two American continenta.
Great ships at sea and in pert had
been dmgged down into the depths by
the up-resching, towering maases.
Deom! For ewver, in those dread hours
before the dawn, the aalmly advaneing
waves were sweeping inland from
evary caast to eover all the world, and
ever absorbing into their glistening

masses, as a jelly-fish might absorb in-
fusoria, thousands upon hundmds of
thousands of fugitives, drawing them
within its mindless living masees and
rolling remerselessly on. Dawn of day
found all the ergamizations of maen
erumbled before the doom elosing
apon them, all the warld’s millions in
blind, herrar-stricken flight before
the ppotoplasmie tides of death, The
thing was eating up humanity !

Immhwxhteonﬂwaimnoonei
the 27th, less tham a half-score
hours before the breaking of that
great terror upon the werld, that
yongmeth&mhdimdm_
to the northeast in his plane, toward
the barren little idand setreat of Dr.
Munson and his sseceistes. It was
mtpnnnly&oseeMmson.efwhon
he stoed im some swe, that Raltom
had offered to make the trip, but to
visit young Dr. Riehard Mallett, his
partieular friend, whom he had met
senn sinee the deperture of the Mun-
son party for the island some months
before. The vequest of the Asseeia-
tion had given him a.valid exeuse far
making the irip, however, and se,
slanting up above Manhattan’s massed
and sky-flung towers Ralten bhad cir-
cled once and then headed away iato
the gray haze northward.

Heur followed hour while the gray
New England coast slid baek like a
great map beneath him, the suu sink-
ing ever te the horizon westward as
he roared en. Hardly conseions of
more than the steady, even sang «of
the motor and the rush of wind abait
him, Ralton checlked his progress
autammtically by the patural featnres
of the coast below him, and at last

was flying nor&lwudoverthem
of deeply mdented hays and islands
that farms the Maine coast, veering
outward fram it over the gray waters
to the east, and peering intently Iar
Cone Tsland. The sun had dipped to
the horizoh, by then, but he kmew
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from Mallett’s account that the island
should be clearly. discernible by rea-
son of the gigantic squat cone of rock
that rose from its level sands.

Dusk was dropping upon the world,
though, and Ralton had become slight-
ly anxious before he glimpsed it at
last, a huge, dark, squat cone, its
broad summit flattened as though by
some giant hand, that seemed to rise
directly out of the gray waters miles
from the coast. It was with a feel-
ing of some relief that he sent his
plane circling down toward the place,
and as it loomed larger beneath him
in the failing light he scanned it close-
ly. The island itself, he saw, was
roughly circular, perhaps a dozen
miles agross, a barren, level stretch of
sands from whose center the great
squat cone of rock arose, & curious
formation frequent on such islands
and carved out by the wind-driven
sands. The cone’s steep sides of rock,
almost vertical, could not be more
than a few hundred feet in height,
Ralton estimated, but its broad, flat
summit was several times that in di-
ameter. And now, as he wheeled
down toward that summit, he saw that
upon it were the laboratories of the
men he sought, long, low buildings of
white concrete grouped in a rough
circle about the summit.

The circle enclosed by the build-
ings, though, save for some great loom-
ing object at the center which he
could but vaguely make out, was clear
and flat, and seemed to Ralton of suf-
ficient extent to permit the landing
of his little plane. Carefully wheel-
ing again over the place, he spiraled
slowly down toward it. Even through
the dusk he could see that no human
figures were visible beneath, though
from one of the buildings came a
white spark of light. Downward still
he circled, therefore, until at last he
was dipping gently into the open
clearing at the summit’s center, run-
ning along over its smooth rock sur-
face for a few seconds and then
coming to a stop just before one of
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the encircling buildings. A moment

more and Ralton had clambered forth

ﬁl}d stood gazing into the dusk about
im.

It was apparent that his coming had
not yet been noticed, since he had cut
off the plane’s motor high above, and
no one had yet emerged from the
buildings about him. He glanced
around them uncertainly, then started

_across the open clearing toward one at’

the opposite side, from whose door,
and windows came the white light he.
had glimpsed from above. Half-way
across the clearing, though, he slowed,
came to a stop. He had halted be-
fore the great object at its center
which he had but vaguely glimpsed
from above, but which now, looming
a few feet before him, was so ex-
traordinary in appearance as to turn
all his interest and attention upon it
for the moment.

It was a great globe, a giant sphere
of burnished metal fully fifty feet in
diameter, resting upon a massive
metal pedestal that had been sunk
into the rock. From the top of the
great globe a thin, needle-like rod of
metal, tapering to a point, projected
perpendicularly upward, while from
the pedestal-base a network of connec-
tions ran to some two or three of the
long, low buildings about the summit.
From these buildings came the throb-
bing of unceasing mechanisms of
some sort, but from the globe itself
arose only a fine, incessant hum, hard-
ly to be heard, though giving to Ral-
ton in some way an 1mpressmn of ter-
rific power. At the point where the
myriad black-covered connections ran
into the globe’s base there rose beside
it, on a tripod of metal standards, a
box-like black-gleaming object upon
whose face were set a dozen or more
glass-fronted dials, their needles trem-
bling with the power racing through
them; a series of switches and auto-
matic circuit-breakers; and a single
bulbous black knob which moved up
and down a vertical slot in the switch-
board, apparently,
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The sides of that slot, Ralton saw,
were finely graduated, the knob-lever
resting almost at its bottom. Near
the slot’s top small white letters inset
beside it spelled ‘‘Ultra-Hertzian Vi-
brations.”” An inch or so beneath,
beside the slot in similar lettering,
was ‘‘Hertzian Vibrations.”’ Beneath
that, in turn, ‘‘Light Vibrations,’’
‘‘Heat Radiation Vibrations,’”’ ‘‘Ra-
dio-active (Gamma) Vibrations,’’ then
‘“‘Cosmic Ray Vibrations,’”’ at which
the black switch-knob rested, and low-
est of all a simple zero. Ralton stared
at the thing in astonishment. It was
the entire range of etheric vibrations
that was lettered in order there before
him, he knew, from highest to lowest,
but for what reason? This great
globe-mechanism, what could biolo-
gists be doing——

A ecry from behind whirled him
about, a cry of flerce rage from the
door of the white-lit laboratory build-
ing beyond him. Framed in that
doorway stood a massive-figured, gray-
haired man, eyes burning and face
contorted as he saw Ralton, while
from the white-lit room behind him
other figures were surging forward.

Ralton took a quick step toward
them. ‘‘Dr. Munson!’’ he said, eager-
ly, advancing toward that massive
figure, then stopped. For Munson
and the others, with inarticulate cries
of rage, had leapt forward toward
him! He shrank instinctively back,
heard the massive leader of the group
erying, ‘‘Get him back—back from
that condenser!’”’ Then before his
dazed understanding could  credit
what was happening the others were
upon him, and flung him sidewise to
the ground. Ralton, uncomprehend-
ing still but in an instinective re-
vulsion of antagonism, struck fiercely
out at them, felt one or two give back
before his blows, strove to struggle
up to his feet. Then he heard another
commanding shout from Munson, in
the background; something: hard
crashed down upon his head and sent

blinding light through his brain, and
he kitew no more.

ONSCIOUSNESS, when it finally came

back to him, informed him first of
two things, that his head was aching
violently, and that he was lying on
some hard surface in a dark and quiet
place. He stirred a little, opened his
eyes. It was a corner of a bare and
empty concrete-walled room that he
lay in, a dim radiance of starlight
coming in through two barred win-
dows in its walls. Then, as he strove
to sit erect, he glimpsed a dark figure
gazing outward through one of those
windows, a figure that turned at his
sound of movement and came swiftly
across the room toward him, crouch-
ing down beside him and supporting
him. Even in the dimness of the
room and through his dazed senses
Ralton recognized the other, and he
gasped at sight of him.

““Mallett!’”’ he whispered. ‘‘Good
God, Mallett—what has happened
here?’’

The other’s voice was high and
strange. ‘‘Steady, Ralton,’’ he told
him. ‘‘You’ve come into the heart of
a hell, here—and Munson and the rest
the fiends.”’

‘“‘But what are they doing—Mun-
son and the others?’’ Ralton asked
dazedly. ‘‘I came up here in my
plane—hours ago, it seems—to bring
a message to Munson—"?’

And briefly he told Mallett of the
phenomenon of the protoplasm de-
posits that had brought him north to
the island.

Mallett listened, silently, brooding-
ly. ‘‘That protoplasmic slime,’’ he
said, finally, ‘‘you knew of it, the
world knew -of it, but who knew what
lay behind it, what was to come of it,
what has already come of it?’’

The face of Ralton expressed his
bewilderment, and the other lifted
him suddenly to his feet, toward one

. of the metal-barred little windows at

the room’s corner.
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““Down there, Ralten,” he -said,
pointing downward and outward into
the stextdit might. *‘Thet as what has
ceme—what is eoming—out of tthe
thing, iw thesp last hours that you've
lain bere mncomscious. That is what
i8 coming Bow over all the world.”’

Relton stamed «downward, uneam
prehendingly. The -bmldmmtf wbaeh
the Toam was:a part was dueated at the
very edge of the great come’s summit,
and feem that windew he eould loek
€ar acress the Jevel sands of the dittle
adlmd, lying pale beneath the dim
starlight, away to the feoam frumged
dme of #he shome. Up and out Hvum
the shore mew, though, he discormed
wihat ecemad a mighty glistening gray
wave eJeeping dn ever the Jevel sands,
a thiek, gleamng jelly-like mass vall.
&g | the cawtra]l eame. He
turoed wwamd Mallett, deepar be-
wilderment on kis countenanee.

“That great gray wave, Mallett!’’

he ezelgimed. “‘It eam’t be—"’
' ‘“Protoplasm?”’ the other said.
“Proteplasm dike that found om tthe
world s besabos? But it is, Ralten,
s great wave of living protoplasm,
. robling out of all earth’s seas am a
great tide of death across the «arth!
Amd Munsom and the others watside
are the vnes who have Joased it en the
wenld?!’’

Raltan felt kis already dazed brain
turning at ‘the other’s words, but be-
kepe his etumned astanishment gould
fimd expressian Mallett had gripped
kis shenlder, was qemuchw; again
with him in the room’s corner, speak-

ng en. -

“You know, Ralten, how Dr. Mus-
som and the ether four of us came np
here to LCone Jaland, hardly snare than
a half«dosen manths age. Sundy a
strangely variegated assartinant of
acierrtiate we Inwet have seamed for a
hialogist 4e take with him. Lobmmau,
the bio-chemist; Kingsford, the aleo-
tnieal espert; sz, the hio-physi-
cist; and I, the cytelegist, tbe cell-
speclahst a strange ;enough - quintet
we were, but one  whgse. eamhmed

2% L Reny b

'I‘ALES

Jmmv}eege «me swonld think conid
solve any scientific problem. Amd ét
was for that purpose that Dr. Mwnsan
had sesemtied us. He wiahed to salve
a problem, one that is mdeed .and =l-
ways bas dbean the greatest of all
sajentific problems. Amd that preb-
lem was the ongim of life ntsdf
“HMow dad dife first mnmte apon
this carth? That is a question ¢o
which biology, the science of life ean
answer ncthumg., We know thet onoe
ﬂnmﬁhwaﬁw;ﬁmmm

the kasic life-stuff ofwmchﬂlear&’s
bving ereatures ane built, from which
al]l have mtme an the ropd of evala-
tion. Protoplasm arose, samecirow,
frem the elaments of sea-alt, its com-
plex compounds #fomued by BT
strange forde out of those elements:
What fonce it was that tad drivem
the process en, that had caused fhe
formatian of thoge first great mases
of protoplasm in earth’s seas, ue hialo-
hag ever hean able to say. But
believed that he could .dis-

cover that fovce and prove his dis-
goxery, and when be outlined his plan
to us we leapt af the chanee. Je had
fixed span this island, Cone Island,
as the place far omr .reaeamhes, ‘oth

_ because of the seclusion we desired

and for another resson he +isclased

h&ar 8o gathering all .the egnipment

e esnaplms me wonld need we came
e.

“‘It was in a tug chartered at Bos-
ton that we came, brnging with us
workmen and supplaes for the erac-
tion of these lab buildings. At
Dr. Muxsan’s direction :they were
built kene upen the great cone’s suma-
mit, theugh so steep are the rock
aides that anly by means of metal lad-
ders sat in the noek could we .ascend
and desesmd fvom the saunds belaw.
The greater part of our time, how-
evar, we i0 spend up hene,
and so the buildings were run up here
and all of our great cases of equip-
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ment, and supplies swung up. Then,
with the leaving of the tug, we put
our equipment in order and began our
. work, on the plan that Dr. Munson
had outlined to us.

“It was Dr. Munson’s belief that
the change from the inorganic ele-
ment of sea-silt into the organic, liv-
ing compounds of protoplasm had
been accomplished by the driving
forece of certaimr etheric vibrations.
You know, of course, that the chemi-
cal combinations of elements are pro-
foundly affected in myriad ways by
such vibrations. The vibrations of
radiant heat, for instance, will break
many compounds down into their orig-
inal elements, or build up new ones.
Those of light will affect others in
the same way, and as Professor Baly
of Liverpool showed in his, famous
experiments, are responsible more or
less for the change from inorganic to
organic living matter in the case of
plants.  Electro-magnetic, that is
Hertzian or radio vibrations, can af-
fect the very atomic structure of cer-
tain metals. Radio-active or gamma
vibrations have a profound power of
disintegrating or breaking down the
great majority of chemical com-
pounds. All these we tested, but in
none of them did we find the vibra-
tion whose force- would cause the
building up of protoplasm’s organic
compounds from the sea-silt inorganic
elements. It was only when we tried
 the last remaining etheric vibration
known, the most recently discovered
of all, the cosmic ray vibrations, that
we succeeded at last.

‘“You know, Ralton, that the cosmie
ray vibrations are the shortest in wave
length of all the etheric vibrations,
ranking just below the radio-active
waves. First comprehensively studied
but a few years ago by Dr. Millikan,
the cosmic rays have been found to
permeate all space, shot forth from
the white-hot furnaces of stars just as
heat-vibrations and light-vibrations
are shot forth. And it was the cos-
mic ray vibrations, we found, that had

in past ages built up the organic
compounds of living protoplasm from
inorganic elements of sea-silt. To
prove that, we had devised a mechan-
ism, or rather it had been devised by
Kingsford and Krauner, which con-
densed and concentrated any etheric
vibration. It was a small globe-con-
denser, and when set to the correct
wave-length would attract and concen-
trate all vibrations of that wave-
length for a great space around it. If
we set it to the wave-length of Hert-
zian vibrations, for instance, it at-
tracted and condensed them into a
concentrated ray; the same with ra-
dio-active vibrations; the same with
cosmic ray vibrations. And it was
this we used to produce a concentrat-
ed shaft of the cosmic ray vibrations,
turning it upon a container of sea-silt
and sea-water from the island’s beach.
In the remote past, we reasoned, the
cosmic ray at its natural intensity had
during long ages formed protoplasm
out of the sea’s elements. Now, using
a cosmic vibration millions of times
concentrated by the condenser, the
process should take but a proportion-
ate time, should require but days in-
stead of ages.

‘“We succeeded, Ralton! Almost at
once the sea-silt in the container be-
gan to change beneath the concentrat-
ed vibrations, giving forth a thin,
clear slime that gradually began to
show signs of life, of movement. But
a day or two it had taken that slime
to form from the sea-silt, and in an-
other day or two it was no longer
slime but living protoplasm, a mass
of it there in the container. And when
it had developed under the' concen-
trated vibrations to a certain stage of
life, of power, it began to flow from
the container, moving blindly out of
it in search of food, a mindless thing
of protoplasm that we had created
out of inorganic matter! By concen-
trating the cosmic ray vibrations we
had done within days what had re-
quired eons in the past!
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“ UPON that protoplasm mass we ex-
perimented for days. We found

that just as the eosmie ray vibrations
cotld build its complex compounds up
from the sea’s elemenmts, so eould tke
radio-active vibrations disintegrate it,
break its compounds down again into
those elements. When we turned with
our eondenser a comeentrated radio-
active vibration upon the mass of pro-
toplasm it crumbled and shriveled
away almost instantly into gray pow-
der, its original elements lying before
us in the form of that pewder. The
radio-active vibrations, indeed, when
concentrated, could disintegrate the
protoplasm in a moment, whereas it
required days for the cosmic ray vi-
brations to build it up, and this
greater power we held to be due to
the greater wave-length of the radio-
active impulses. We saw, too, that
that accounted for the fact that dur-
ing the ages no great masses of pro-
toplasm had been built up by the
cosmic rays, since the radio-active
vibrations eounteracted them enough
to prevent the forming of such masses.
““We had succeeded, and I was
eager to return to the world with our
success, but Dr. Munson refused! The
- long, intense work of years that he
had gome through, the superhuman
eagerness with which he had songht
this success, the killing strain of our
toil for it—al? these 1 think bsd un-
hinged his brain, hsd changed kim
into a monomsgnige, and the other
three with him. ‘We five are the mas-
ters of life ) ke told us. ‘We have
dene what omly geds wewe ever
thought 1o do, bave ereated life from
“the non-living! We ean, by building
8 greater condenser, coneentrate the
caamic ray vibrations from a vast paré
of space oen earth, and cause proto-
plasm floods to form in all earth’s
seas in giatit masses, protoplasm
masses that will inevitably, when they
reach g eertain development of life
gnd power, sweep out over earth in
blind movement and search of food,
wiping out forever afl the botches of

flesh that make up hummity! Then
we can destroy all thése profoplasm
floods in a moment by switching the
condenser to the radio-aetive vibra-
tions, and can people the world with
the forms of life that we think best,
can people it with beings over whom
we shall reign supreme — the life-
masters—the creators—the gods!’

‘“The thing was madness, madness
the more terrible because we eould
actually do the thing, and I recoiled
in horror. The other three, theugh,
driven on by the sfrange craziness of
soul, the monomania, that filted Mun-
son, like him regarded themselves as
gods, as life-masters, and agreed to
his mad plan. Before I could more
than protest, before I could even at-
tempt escape from the island, they
had seized me, had prisoned me in
this empty storeroom, guarding its
windows with metal bars and assur-
ing me that I wds only preserved
until they might need me for further
experimentation. They were mad,
Munson and the others, yet it was
even to me an explicable madness, for
T too had felt the same terrific. pride
as they at the thought that we had
actually created life from the ron-
living, and that terrific pride it was
that had driven them mow om their
evil plan to become life-masters of all
the world.

‘‘Swiftly then they went about their
work, building up a great condenser
many times larger than our small one
but similar i» design, a great glebe-
condenser that stands in the center of
the clearing there and that $ook them
weeks to complete. Through otie of
my windows here ¥ watchied it grow-
ing beneath thefr hands, while night
ard day, four burning-eyed madmen,
they labored upon it, driven on by
Munson’s mad purpose of soul. At
last, days ago, it was comrpleted, and
at once they put it into operation. The
greaf knob-switch, on its switch-board,
regutated the wave length of the
etheric vibration ¢ attracted and con-
dersed, T eoudd see.  While at the bot-
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tom, or at zero, it attracted no vibra-
tion, was not in operation. Moved up
to the wave-length of the cosmic ray
vibrations it attracted those vibra-
tions, drawing them inward from a
tremendous region of spaceé to coneen-
trate them in a great sheath of inten-
sified vibrations upon all the earth,
penetrating through all its seas.

‘ Already in those seas, I knew, the
cosmic ray vibrations, millions of
times intensified, would be beginning
their work, would be forming great
masses of protoplasm in ineonceivable
quantities ont of the morganié sea-
gitt’s elements. Days more would
loose those gigantic tides of death
tipon the earth, I knew, when they had
been developed by the rays to a cer-
tain stage, and I raged with despair
in my prison whils eutside the four
exultaritly watched their work. Striv-
ing to escape from my prison, know-
gllrg that it I could bat smash or turn

the great condenser I might yet
prevent the loosing of those proto-
plasm floods, I worked desperately
with the bars of one of my windows.
They had been hastily set into-the
concrete wall with cement, and now
with odd bits of metal left to me I
chipped and seratched at that cement,
endeavoring to loosen one of the bars.
But I d do little with it, amd
onte by ome¢ the days passed, until I
knew that today would see the proto-
plasm tides rolling out upom earth,
knew that by then they would have
reached a stage of development and
life to enable them to do so.

“The four outside—Munson and
the others—Ekriew, too, for I saw them
exultant, and so, hours ago, I gave ap
in utter despair my work at the bar,
lapsing into sleep from which I was
aroused by an uproar in the clearing.
I saw then that you had come to this
isfand of hell unheeding, and that the

four madmen outside had seen yon

at the condenser, had with mad fury
at the thought of harm to their work
knoeked you senseless, thrusting you
in here with me. And now, in these

- hours that you have lain tmconseiou%

I could see the work of Munson an

the others coming at last to its eom-
pletion, could see in the starlight, as
you have seen, the first protoplasm
floods rollmg out from the sea onto
the istand’s sands. They can not
reach the great come’s summit, of
course, since Munson had owr labora-
tories bunilt upon the smnmit so that
any work we desired could be carried
out unhampered on theé sands below.
Bttt they are not only pouring out over
this island, they are potiring out over
the shores of all earth’s seas, while weé
talk here, through the great eities and
over -all the lands of earth.

will roll on, new gigantie tides of pro-
toplagm formed unceasingly by that
great condenser outside and' loosed -
npon earth, until Munson and the
others have swept man and all the
races of men from earth, until the
protoplasm tides themselves have been

. destroyed by them and there is left a

Nfeless world over whieh the life-
masters shall rule supreme !’

4

ALTON sat unmnoving, unspeaking,
when the whisper of Mallett’s
voiee had eeaséd. The other had ris-
en, and he felt himself swaying to hie
feet, looking strangely about the little
roomn, and then into bis friend’s tetise
eyes. No sound save the fine, half-
heard hum of the great globe in the
clearing broke the stillness of the great
eone’s summit, and as the two stood
there it seemed to Ralton that thst
stillness, that silence, had suddenly
bevome thutiderous in his ears.
‘‘Protoplasm,’’ he heard himself
saying. ‘‘The wholé world—"’
And then as swift pictures rose in
his whirling brain the reality of it all
came sharply and abruptly to him.
‘“Mallett!’”’ he cried, in & half whis-
. *“If 1 had known when I stood
at that condenser-comtrol !’
Mallett’s eyes were sudderly eager.
“But if there’s still. a chance!’’ he
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was muttering. ‘‘Even now—if the
two of us could get out of here——"’

He turned swiftly toward the win-
dows, Ralton beside him. Through
the narrow, barred opening of one of

them, gazing ‘downward they could"

see vast masses of the gray, glistening
protoplasm towering upward against
the great cone’s steep, smooth sides of
rock, rolling upward and falling back
in vain endeavor to flow up over the
sides and summit of the cone as they
had done over the rest of the island,
}léogheir blind, mindless search for

Mallett gestured swiftly toward
those upward-striving masses.

‘‘They can’t flow up the cone’s steep
sides,”’ he said. ‘‘Munson knew it
-when he loosed them on the world.
But turning off the condenser now will
not destroy those protoplasm masses,
nor those over all the world.”’

‘‘But how——1%’’ Ralton began, to
.be interrupted by the other.

¢“Our only chance is to switch the
condenser’s control,”’ he told him
swiftly, ‘‘to turn it from the cosmic
ray vibration wave-length to the ra-
dio-active vibration wave-length. Then
instead of attracting and concentrat-
‘ing the cosmic ray vibrations on all
earth it would do so with radio-active
“vibrations and would disintegrate and
destroy the protoplasm instantly.’’

They had turned toward the other
window, the one that gave upon the
clearing, and gazing through it into
the open space they could see that no
one moved in it, could hear faintly
the voices of Munson and the others,
and the occasional tap of tools, from
the white-lit laboratory building to the
_right, which was out of their line of
vision. Open-and unprotected lay the
great condenser at the clearing’s cen-
ter, its vast globe gleaming dully, its
glass-faced dials on the black switch-
box reflecting the starlight faintly. As
they watched, one of those from the
laboratory, a dark, intent figure that
Ralton recognized as Kingsford, the

clectrical expert, approached the box,
inspected the dials, and then as
though satisfied turned back to the
laboratory building from which he
had come, and from which in another
moment they could make out his voice
again. Mallett turned swiftly toward
his friend.

‘““They’re busy on something,’’ he
said, excitedly, ‘‘and if ever we’re to
try for a break now is the time.’’

Swiftly he produced from his pock-
ets a few odd bits of metal that he had
rudely sharpened upon the room’s
concrete sides, and with these the two
began the slow digging and seratching
at the cement at the base.of one of
the bars which was their single chance
for freedom. It seemed to Ralton that
though they worked madly at the
painful task they were making no im-
presgsion upon the hard cement, in
which Mallett had during the past
days made some shallow cuts, but still
they toiled on at it, hands bruised and

"bleeding, while the great condenser

in the clearing hummed on, and the
star-groups above wheeled slowly
down toward the west with the near
approach of dawn.

In the time that followed, a time
that seemed unending to Ralton’s
dulled senses, they were mocked by the
unyieldingness of the cement upon
which they worked, and only by con-
tinued toil could they make even shal-
low scratches upon the rough cement.
Around the bar’s base, silently and
unceasingly, though, they worked,
hands bloody now, while there came
still the oceasional murmur of voices

“from the laboratory building to the

right which they could not see. In the
clearing the great condenser lay un- -
protected as ever, but as they worked
on it seemed that they were no nearer
freedom, and now a gray tinge of
light in the dark skies above was be-
speaking the eoming of dawn. Once,
from the window, Ralton glimpsed the
gleaming masses at the great cone’s
base, still surging upward, and saw
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that they hed amamaged to gain a hold
half-way up its steep sides amd wenre
vainly and -blindly. etriving to pear
stall farther upward.

It was net those glisteming floods om
the barren islamd below, however, that
wene cemtral in the thowghts of Nal-
lett and Ralten as they worked on st
the bar, Bleody and blmd with sweat,
all but exhawsted ; it was these wther
gigantic fisods that both kmew were
even them Sweepieg over coasts amd
islands, engulfing the peoples of earth
asthey nelleden. Neitherspekeofthat ;
neither apuke at all @5 they lokwred on
with all their waning foree at the
stubborn har, bt the thought was a8
though visible between them, spurring
all their . sh inte thewr efforss.
And at Jaet, when the dawm-light was
stoengthening swiftly eastward, they
hed seratched aweay the cement fram
one side of the bar’s hase, and
straightened up, all but exhausted.

“It’s all we cem do!’’ panted Mal-
lett. “‘QOur chanee is to gat the
bar out now—1if we wait longer it’ll
 be bread day.”’

The two pansed 2 mement, them
gripped the har, braced themselves

the eoncrete wall, and put all
the strength of their muscles imto a
great pull inward. Balten heard the
muscles of himself and his friend
eracking bemeath the strain, and clos-
ing his eyes with the ageny of that
effort, felt the bar stir a little in their
grip. But when they straightened, in-
spoeted it quickly, they found that
kardly had they loosened it. Again
they gripped ;i.t, again threw all their
strength into & mighty pull, and this
time felt it give pemceptibly im ite
socket. Neither could speak, for the

moment, and Ralton saw bis friend

breathing in great gasps, as he was
also but ml,y for a mement they

then gripped the har sgaia.
Anather tre
of the bar—and then, with o herel,
shrill squealing of the iran against
the eement, it had come out eem-
pletely from its socket

s effort —a giving

the momemt ithe émo dasmed
Jaotioniess egatnat tthe wall, brasth-
less and exhoueted bt listemimg witth
pounding hearts tg mseertein whether
that lest shmill sqmeal of the har had
given the alarmn to Mownsen zod the
others. . The faimt woices from the
laberatery,they moted, hed apmarently
ceased, but theve wwes mo sound of
alarm, and no ome appeared in the
clearing or writhin «ight of themr
prisan-reormn. Them, after that mo-
ment’s paunse, Mallott had pulied kim-
self apward, was squeezimg through
the wnndow betwoen bar axd wall, amd
in a2 maement Ralton had dallowed him.
Crouched on the gneund beneath. the
wimdow, the gmyahghtaf dawm grow-
img over the cone’s sammit, Mallett
polzbed aences the open elearmg to
where stoed the mighty globe-condem-
ser end its mnprotected switch eomtml.
“Phe sontrol!” Mallett was whis-
“iIf we eam get to

’!\hey stepped forward, stealthity,
gilently. No sound came from =my
paat of the eome’s summit, save for
the gremt condenser’s haiffheard ham.
Angther step—anather. Slowly, care-
{nlly they crept om, out from the
shelter of their prison and the leng
building beside it, inte the great oir
eular ceanmg. Ram s bleod wms
pvamdimg throngh his weins for aow
the gieaming condenser lay but a few
hmndred feet ahead, at the cleaning’s
eenter. Hhould he sake 3 resh for it
and -trast to chamoee to get him to the
amdenger’s contrel in time? He dis-
earded the idlea, even as Mallett and
he crept focward ; for within mements
mone their stealthy, wiest pergress
vonld brimg them to theirr godd
Within mements mare—

“Yeour strategy, Maldett, is some-
whet infantide, I feart”’ .

Maumnoon’s veice! Cool and mackimg,
it. ent like a sword threugh thew
whirling thoughts and the two spuan
abeut, then pecoiled. OGut fram the
open door of one of the buildings be-
hind them had stepped the massive,
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coldly smiling scientist, a heavy auto-
matic in his grasp turned upon them.
From between the other buildings, to
right and to left of the clearing, had
stepped the other three—Labreau,
Kingsford, Krauner—their own pis-
tols trained upon the two. Still hun-
dreds of feet from the condenser, Ral-
ton knew, with finality, in that mo-
ment, that never could they make it,
never could they reach it with the
steel-nosed bullets of four guns tear-
ing through their bodies. That noise
the bar had made had roused the four,
-had brought them pistols in hand to
watch mockingly the two before them.
The gray-haired, mocking-eyed Mun-
sony the dark face of Labreau, con-
torted with insane rage; the gloating
Kingsford, his strong, intellectual face
twisted now as though by some devil’s
hand; the coldly indifferent counte-
nance of the blond-haired Krauner,
whose eyes yet burned madly behind
his gleaming glasses—all these
faces appeared to be slowly turning
about Ralton in that seemingly eternal
moment,

Munson’s voice came to his ears
again. ‘‘It has been something of a
comedy to watch your clumsy prog-
ress,”’ he mocked them, ‘though un-
fortunately we can not allow you, of
course, to proceed any farther.”’ His
voice rose suddenly, the cords of his
neck swelling with fury as all amuse-
ment left him. ‘“You fools! You try
to wreck the greatest scientific experi-
ment ever conducted on this earth;
try to save a humanity, a race, as triv-
ial as yourselves from the doom which
we, the masters of life, have deereed
for them; try to make impossible the
new races which we life-masters shall
give earth when the protoplasm floods
have swept all other life away!’’

Then, as abruptly as that burst of
insane fury had blazed up it calmed,
and the mocking gleam returned to
his eyes. ‘‘Humanity is passing, even
now,’’ he told them, ‘‘and as for you
two—I1 think it best that you pass
with it—7"’
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Ralton saw his pistol raised a little
to bear full upon them, saw in that
infinitesimal instant the guns of the
others upon them as their hands
tensed about their grips, their fingers
about the triggers. In that flashing
instant it seemed to him that those
black muzzles had become, somehow,
mighty round dark doorways down
which he and all the world were
thundering to their doom. It was the
end, for him as for the world. The
whole scene seemed withdrawn sud-
denly to a great distance, made sud-
denly remote, in that instant before
death leapt upon them. Itwasthe—

There was a sudden wild scream
from Munson, wild shrieks from the
others, and Ralton came back to com-
plete reality to see that the madmen
were rushing wildly toward great
gray glistening masses of jelly-like
stuff that had flowed suddenly up over
those edges, and were gliding swiftly
overit! -

The protoplasm masses below were
pouring up onto the summsit!

RAL'I‘ON and Mallett swayed there,
stunned, transfixed; saw Munson
and the others fling themselves insane-
ly upon the forward-gliding masses;
saw those masses tower up suddenly
beneath that mad, fierce attack and
then crash down upon the struggling
men, burying them in their glistening
folds; saw the insane struggle of the
four ceasing abruptly in swift suffoca-
tion, saw those masses leaping glid-
ingly forward toward themselves,
great glistening arms forming and
looping out toward them!

It was that which broke the spell for
the two, and they flung themselves
toward the great condenser, still yards
away, hurled themselves toward the
control, the great arms looping toward
the staggering two. Ralton heard a
cry from Mallett, felt him jerked back
from his side by one of those arms,
but did not look back even in that in-
stant, flinging himself madly on to-
ward the control. He was within a
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dozen feet of it, a half-dozen—was
almost within reach of it—and then
another great glistening arm had
looped lightning-like from the masses
behind and had eaught and held him
in its cold grip, while upon him and
upon Mallett swept  the gleaming
ﬂooc'ls from which those arms had shot
out!

Ralton felt that cold, terrific grip
about him, pulling him backward, the
shining masses behind gliding swiftly
upon him, and as they did so he put
his last strength into one supreme
effort, straining with a final mad burst
of strength toward the control-knob
just before him, Beneath that super-
human effort the relentless grip that
held him relaxed a little for an in-
stant, and in that instant Ralston’s
forward-straining fingers had just
touched the control-knob, had flicked
it sharply upward from the white
letters at which it stood to those just
above, from the cosmic ray vibrations
to those of the radio-active vibrations.

The next instant it seemed to him
that over all the world there lay a
sudden, tremendous stillness, a com-
plete and utter cessation of all move-
ment and sound, as the grip that held
him, the gray masses that had been
rushing forward upon him and upon
Mallett paused, halted, hesitated.
Then, as he swayed there, he felt the
grip relax and disappear, saw dazedly
that the translucent arm about him
had changed oddly, had shriveled sud-
denly, crumbled into a smear of gray
powder that fell to the ground! And
the mighty masses behind him, the
great tides of protoplasm on the cone’s
summit and sides, and those he could
see out over the island’s level sands
far below, all had crumbled, too, dis-
integrated in that same moment, and
where they had been was but a thick
coating of fine gray powder! Gray
powder in the coating of which be-
hind them lay the dark, twisted
bodies of Munson and the others!
Gray powder that lay, he knew, over

all earth where the protoplasm
masses had been but a moment be-
fore, that lay in city and on land,
the sole remaining evidence of the gi-
gantic masses which the great con-
denser with its concentrated cosmic
rays had built up over all earth and
which with its concentrated radio-
active rays it had in the same way
destroyed! Gray powder, that alone
remained of the greatest and most ter-
rible menace ever to challenge the ex-
istence of man and the world of man!

Ralton staggered to Mallett’s side,
half led and half dragged his friend,
still dazed, toward his plane that
stood still untouched at the clearing’s
other side. Into its front cockpit
he helped him, turned a switch and
whirled the propeller. Another mo-
ment, and with motor roaring the lit-
tle plane was speeding across the
clearing, lifting sharply upward into
the growing light of dawn, speeding
away from the giant cone and island,
over the gray waters toward the
south.

South—south—Ralton, with hands
on the controls and with head thrown -
weakly back, let the plane find its own
track through the upper air as it
roared on. Swaying drunkenly, it
flashed southward high above the
clean gray sea, with the clean salt air
rushing cold against his face and that
of Mallett before him. And still to-
ward the south he raced, with the
gray light of dawn to his left chang-
ing to gold as the rising sun lifted
above the horizon. South—south——
The world ahead of him, which had -
been saved from doom at the last, not
by Mallett and him but by fate, was
not in Ralten’s thoughts as he thun-
dered on. Nor were the explanations
of that doom and that escape which
only they could give to rejoicing hu-
manity. He wanted only, in that mo-
ment, to race farther and farther from
the island of hell that was dwindling
in the waters far behind them ; wanted
only to speed farther and farther from
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the dark, gigantic cone upon the had planned to be the life-masters of
gray-strewn sumimit of which there the world, and whose plans had tup.d
lay the twisted bedies of the men who but death,

Dead Man’s Hate

By ROBERT E. HOWARD

They hanged John Farrel in the dawn amid the market-place ;

At dusk came Adam Brand to him and spat upon lis face.

‘‘Ho, neighbors all,”’ spake Adam Brand, “s&yeJobn Farrel’s fate!
'Tis proven here a hempen noose is stronger than man'’s hate!

‘“For heard ye not John Farrel’s vow to be avenged on me

Come life or death? See how he hangs high on the gallows tree!”’

Yet never a word the people spake, in fear and wild surprize—

For the grisly corpse ramed up its head and stared with sightbess
eyes,

And with strange motions, slow and stiff, pointed at Adam Brand
And clambered down the gibbet tree, the noose within its hand.
With gaping mouth stood Adam Brand like a statue carved of stone,
Till the dead man 1sid a clammy hand hard on his shoulder-bone.

Then Adam shrieked like & soul in hell; the red bleod left his face

And he reell‘e:; away in a drunkea run through the screaming market-
P H

And elosebeh‘nd the dead man came with face like a mummy’s

ask,
And the dead joints cracked and the stiff legs creaked with theis
" uanwented task.

Men fled before the &ying twain or shrank wzth bated breath, '
And they saw on the face of Adam Brand the seal set there by death.
He reeled on buckling legs that failed, yet on and en he fled;

8o through the shuddering market-plaee, the dying fled tbevdogd.

At the riverside fell Adam Brand with a scream that rent the skiesf
Across him fell Joha Farrel’s eorpse, nor ever the twain did rise.
There was no wound on Adam Brand but his brow was <old and

damap,
For the {eurefdec& had blown out his life as a witch blows eut 8
amp

His lips were writhed in a horrid grin like a fiend’s on Satan’s coals,

And the men that looked on his face that day, his stare still haunts
their sonls.

Buch was the doom of Adam Brand, a strange, unearthly fate;

For stronger than death or hempen- noose are the fires of s deld
man’s hate.



HE murderer’s hair lifted at
~ the'hack of his neck. A.crawl-
ing sensation spread down his _
There was something moving
in ‘the room" ®%t-was pitch-8ark, with
vague ‘rectangles of 'famt grayidhness
where wimdows gpened upen 'the rainy

spine.

wight outsile. The murdlerer had left
this room ‘half -an hour before, maybe
onty ‘twenty minutes before. He’d
gone plunging away ‘through the dark-
wess, 'kmowing that 'before «dawn the
rain ‘would have washed .away 'the tire-
tracks of This-ear. -And ithen ‘he’d re-
membered something. Te’d come
‘back 'to pick wp a thing held left, the
only ‘thing ‘that could possibly throw
suspicion upon him. Amd there was
something moving ‘in the room'!

His sedlp orawled horribly. He‘hat
%o -clench *his #eeth to keep them from
<hattering audibly. . . . He heard
the sound agdin’! Bomething dlive in
the room. Bomething Furtive and hor-
rible -anfl—and terribly playful!

was amused, theat Tive thing in the

room. %t -was diverted'by the-one gasp
of pure terror he had given at ‘the
The murderer steod teetering mpon
i%toes, withﬂieh"m %anﬁou&tm@d
toucdhing the wall, fighting against
an unnamsble fear. e was in the
right house, certainily. Amd in the
right reom. Fle eonild -eatch the faimt
acerid reek «of '‘burnt smokeless .powder.
F¥is :senses ‘were nneannily acute. He
eould even distinguish ‘the staling
weent -of the -eigavette 'he had Tighted
when he ‘was 'here before. . . . This
was the room in which 'he had killed a
man. Yonder, by the wide 'blotéh of
immleas gray, there was -a chair, and
in ‘that -chair heye was an vld man,
huddled up, with a bullet-wound im
‘his ‘throat -and «a spunt -of
orimson -ovaeriaying 'his shirt-fromt.

The murderer whe stoed by the -wall,-

sidk with #ear, had %killed thim sre more
them half an theur hefore. 79
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And there could not be anyone else
in the house. The murderer listened,
stifling his breathing to deepen the
* gilence. ~ Nothing but the shrill and
senseless singing of a canary-bird that
was one of the dead man’s two pets.
The bird stopped, began again drows-
ily, and was silent. In the utter still-
ness that followed, the vastly muffled
purring of his own motor-car reached
the murderer, and the slow, drizzling
sound of rain, even the curious hum-
ming of the telephone wires that led
away from the house.

But then he heard the noise. again,
such a sound as might have been made
by a man drumming softly and medi-
tatively upon a table with his finger-
tips. A tiny sound, an infinitely tiny
sound, but the sound of something
alive. The murderer stifled a gasp.
It came from the chair where the dead
man was sitting!

There was cold sweat upon the fore-
head of the man by the wall. It

seemed, insanely, as if the dead figure,

sitting upright in its chair, ha
opened its eyes to stare at him
through the blackness, while the stiff
fingers tapped upon the table-cloth as
they had done in life.

A surge of despairing hatred came
to the murderer, while icy-cold crawl-
ings went down his spine. Those fin-
ger-tappings . . those furtive, stin-
gy fingers that were always so rest-
less, always touching something, al-
ways fumbling desirously at some-
thing. . . . Why, he’d shot the old
man when he was fumbling with his
cigarette-case, avidly plucking out a
cigarette to smoke in secret, being too
miserly to buy even the cheapest of
tobacco for himself.

The murderer felt some of his fear
vanish. He’d shot the old man.
Killed him. He was dead. He’d made
only one mistake. He’d made sure
the bullet went just where he intend-
ed, and then he’d fled, out to the
car and plunged away. No need to
stop and rob. The dead man was the
murderer’s uncle, and the state and

the courts would deliver his wealth in
time. Everything was all right, ex-
cept for one mistake, and he’d come
back to rectify that.

He deliberately fanned the hatred
that had helped so much in the com-
mission of his erime, and now was
crowding out his terror. He had only
to think of the old man to grow furi-
ous. Rich—and a miser. Old—and a
skinflint. He wouldn’t keep a servant,
because servants cost money. He
wouldn’t keep a watch-dog, because
watch-dogs had to be fed. It was
typical of him that he kept two pets
as an economical jest—a canary be-
cause it would eat bread-crumbs, and
a cat because it would feed itself. The
murderer by the wall had seen the
old man chuckling at sight of the
huge cat stalking a robin upon the
lawn. . . .

HE murderer moved forward con-

fidently, now. He’d shot his uncle
as the old man was fumbling cigar-
ettes out of the nephew’s case. He’d
made sure that death had come, and
he’d fled—but without the cigarette-
case. Now he’d come back for it.
It had been foolish of him to feel
afraid. . . . ' :

He heard the drumming of reflec-
tive finger-tips upon the table-top.
Stark terror swept over him again,
and he pressed on the button of his
flashlight. The old, unpre-
possessing figure was outlined in full.
Grayed, unkempt hair, bushy eye-
brows, head bent down, hand extended
toward the cigarette-case on the table.
. . . All was as it should have been.
But the coat, the long, dingy coat that
hung down from the extended arm—
that was moving! Muscles in the
sleeve had been flexing and unflexing.
The coat was flapping back and forth.
The man in the chair was alive!

With a smarl, the murderer sprang
forward, his hands outstretched. An
instant later he fell back with a rat-
tle in his throat. The flesh he had
touched was cold and already rigid.
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He stood still, fightimg down an im-
pelse to screars. The man in the
chatr was deed. And then he heard
that insane, deliberate tapping agaim.
Escddfeel the dead eyes upom him,

g uwp from a bent-forward head
and lackimg through the bushy brows.
A strange, malevolent joy was pes-
mg the dead It was gasing

at him tapping m ively, while
it debutsd a suitsble revenge for ita
own death.

The murderer cursed hoarwely and
gvoped for the table. He was livid
with terror and a queer, helpless rage.
He hsted his victiam dead, 2s he had
mever hated hian living. His fingers
tonched the cigarette-ease—and it was
Jerked from henesth his touch.

The murderer choked. He had to
m&edgarette-ease Itwaspgg

presence—proof agamet w
hsm!uhmpmda!ﬁiwou}&'be
of no use. He’d been seentouson
no more than sm hour since, when he

left the house m which he was a week-

end guest to eome hurtling aeross
eomntry for bis murder. He had to
have it?

And the tapping came agaim, in-
sanely p diabetically vefleetive.
The man i the chair was beyond
reach. No more harm could come to
him. And he could toy with the Hv-
mgmanasacaxtoyswﬂfhamause

Numb with mmreasaning terror of
the thmﬁ that was dead, and yet
moved, that was not two yards away
and yet was removed by all the gulf
between the hving and the dead, the
murderer pressed the flashlight but-
ton again. He clenched his teeth as
he seemed to sense the stoppage of a
stealthy movemrent by the thing in the
chair. His cigarette-case was gome,
missing from the table.

The flashligit bearn swept about the
room in a last flare of common sense.
!tmsempty No ong, nothing. .. .
Nothing in the house except the dead
man, to seize that ome small article
which would damm the murderer.

He remembered suddealy and
switched off the light. There were
neighbors. Not near neighbors, bmt
people who would uctice the glow of
a flashlight if it met their eyes. They
kmew the old mam for what he was,
and probably whispered among them-
selves of buried treasure or hiddem
money. They weuld suapeet a robber
of like mind if they saw the flash-
light going

They might have moticed it then!
He had to get the cigarctte-cmse and
go away quickly. .

Forcing his brain to fmtmn while
he was stiff with a terror that he
could not down, he masked the balb
with his fingers and let a little ray
triekle over the table. The old, claw-
ke hand. It scemed to be nearer the
tetephome than #t had been. The cloth
tabletop. No d ease. It
hed been there. He bad seemn it not
two minates smee. But it had vaa-
ished utterly.

The living man conld have sereamed
with rage. He seemed to feel the
thing in the chair shaking with silent
laughter. The chair was shaking?
God! It was eheking?

The murderer fled to the doorway
upon caving kmees, his whele soul
writhing in pamie. And then he hesrd
the reessuring prring of his motor-
car, waiting to earry him away. Out-
side was sanity. Ouly within was
nightmamnish borvar. He oould aot go
away end leave that ease to hang

He was grinding b teeth as he
came back. He was doggedly desper-
ate in his resolution. He got dewn en
bis hands and ¥mees and Yet a little
trickle of light slip between his fin-
gers. Instimetively he kept owt of
reach of the dead fingers. Not yet
had he come to think of danger there.
The thing in the chnir enreged him
while # terrified him, becawme it
mocked him. But ke would get this
one thing and ge. 5
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HE floor was bare. The case had
not fallen from the table to the
floor.

He let his light go out again, while
his scalp crawled. But he ecould not
go without the case. Leaving it, he left
safety—perhaps life—behind. There
was no single thing to connect him
with this murder save that. His alibi
was prepared, was perfect. But he
had been seen to use that case an hour
ago. Found here, it would damn him.
If it were carried away, he would be
unsuspected.

He had planned it perfectly. That
was the only flaw in the whole plan,
and he had only to pick up the mono-
grammed case of silver to be both safe
and rich. Why, he’d even planned
out the funeral! He would be duti-
fully grieved. Some of the neighbors
would be there—some because it was
the proper thing, but more from curi-
osity. The only person who would
really regret the old man’s death
would be the telephone-girl. The old
man paid her a small extra sum to
give his line special attention. It was,
he said, his burglar-protection. And
every month, grudgingly, he paid her
a small sum, with a deduection for
each time he could claim to have been
kept waiting for a number.

There was a scratching sound from
the chair. The murderer sprang to his
feet, his terror making his throat dry.
The scratching came again, like a fin-
gernail on rough-polished sheet metal.
The telephone! The thing in the chair
was reaching for the telephone !

The murderer acted without
thought, in pure sweating fear. He
sprang like a wildcat. The table top-
pled heavily to the floor and the tele-
phone went spinning against the wall.
He flung the extended wristaside. . . .

It resisted his hand. And he jerked
away and stood moaning softly, in an
ecstasy of fear and desperation.

Once more the feeling as if the

thing in the chair were laughing,
shaking in silent, ghastly laughter.
The one thing that held the murderer

in the room was the cigarette-case that
could hang him. And the thing was
tormenting him and shaking in hor-
rible mirth. . . .

Long past the power to reason, the

murderer brought forth all his will-
power. It was really a conflict be-
tween two fears, a panic-stricken hor-
ror of the dead thing before him, and
terror of a noose that awaited him.
He flashed his light despairingly—and
saw the cigarette-case.
. It was projecting invitingly from
the pocket of the thing in the chair..
It had been on the table. It had been
filched from beneath his descending
hand. It was in the dead man’s
pocket, as if tucked there by stiff and
clumsy fingers—or as if left projec-
ting to lure him to a snatch. And the
extended hand, with its clawing fin-
gers outstretched, quivered,a little as
if with eagerness for him to make an
attempt to get it.

He whimpered. It was trying to get
him to reach for the case, invitingly
in sight. But if he reached, he would
be within the length of its arms. And
they would move stifly but very
swiftly to seize him. . .

He whimpered. He dared not go
without that case. He dared not reach
in his hand to seize it. He sobbed a
little with pure terror. Then, glassy-
eyed with horror, he swung his foot
in a sudden, nervous kick. If he could
kick the case from its insecure posi-
tion, he could retrieve it from the
floor. .

He was quivering. The kick failed.
The thing remained motionless, but it
seemed to him that it was tensing it-
self for a sudden effort. . . . The
murderer wrung his hands. He kicked
again, and &sheer icy fear flowed

through his veins as he felt the soft

resistance - of the cloth against his
foot. But he missed.

He heard a curious little chuckling
sound that could not possibly have
come from anything but a human
throat. It was a human voice. It was
syllables, divided to form words, but
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words in a strangled, distant, ghastly
tone. . . .

Drenched in the sweat of undiluted
horror, the murderer swung his foot a
third time, desperately, with his eyes
glassy and the breath whistling in his
throat.

Then he screamed. . . .

The flashlight dropped to the floor.
There was utter darkness. There was
no noise for seconds save those chuck-
ling sounds. They were louder, now.
The murderer stood rigid, balanced
upon one foot, his eyes terrible. He
screamed again. Something had hold
of his foot. Something grasped at his
trouser-leg and tugged at it gently.
Not strongly. Gently. But it was tug-
ging. . . . :

The murderer screamed and
screamed, with his eyes the eyes of a
man in the depths of hell. Not be-
cause his foot was caught, but because
something was pulling him, weakly
but inexorably, in furtive little tugs,
toward the man in the chair—who
was dead.

Then sharp nails sank in his flesh
and the murderer broke away. He
fell, and in falling his slipping foot
crashed against the leg of the chair,
and that turned over upon him. . . .

THE telephone operator had been
listening since the receiver was
flung off its hook by the fall of the
telephone. She had spoken several
times, asking what was wanted, and
the sound had issued from the re-

ceiver on the floor like—well—like the
chuckle of a man amused in a hor-
rible fashion. When she heard scream-
ing, she sent men to investigate. And
they found a dead man tumbled out
of the chair in which he had died, and
another man crawling about the room.
The living man was crawling about on
his hands and knees, his eyes wide and
staring and terrified, while a huge
pet cat made playful pounces at his
trouser-leg, tugging at it, worrying it,
pulling backward upon it. And when-
ever the cat pulled at the bit of cloth,
the living man screamed in a sickly,
terrified fashion.

They never did get at the rights of
the matter, but the coroner was some-
what annoyed by the cat, during the
inquest. He was sitting in the chair
the dead man had sat in, beside the
table on which the telephone stood.
And the cat buffeted his coat-tails;
hanging down, with playful pats of
its paws. The sound was very much
like that of a man drumming softly
and meditatively upon a table.

But it was not that which annoyed
the coroner. He liked cats. What did
annoy him was the fact that he had
put his lighted cigarette on the edge
of the table for an instant, and the
cat sank its claws in the table-cover.
With the jerk, the cigarette fell from
the table into the coroner’s pocket,
and burned a hole through to the skin.

““If that cigarette had been in its
case, now,’’ said the coroner, smiling
at his own feeble joke, ‘‘it wouldn’t
have done any harm.”’
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“The terrific heat against their flabby
bodies struck them down in heaps.”

The Story Thus Far
!Gnuz:k takeu off for u;'l %?gnme?vit%y tfe‘ﬂ;}f
John Sandersen. and a2

xrl. l Cllnverly. The v rs land
‘ B%?iz Moon, But are ea by the

Junarltes a.nd held captives in the caves of the
Moon The lunarites are a_hybrid race, and grow

, dying in ahout seven years. They
eonceive the fantastic scheme of using Beryl to
produce & new hybrid race, so that their offspring
will no longer need to be planted in the mushroom
beds to grow like funzi until they attain the
power of independent movement.

CHAPTER 10

v 'HE door-flap was whipped

aside, and the excited features

_ of Donald appeared before

them. He halted, panting, then

cluteched Philip and dragged him to
one side.

‘‘Sanderson—""he ehoked, trying
to keep his voice from carrying t0
Beryl, wha stoed alone, puzzled and
wondering at Donald’s actions. Should
she insist on listening, or should she
leave them to their undoubtedly sin-

cere plans for her own safety?

‘I caught up with the traitor and

accompanying,’’ Donald
husked. ‘‘He has been trying for some
time to turn me against you, and I let
him think—thst perhaps I might after
all swing into ling with him, whataver
his plans might be, for I wanted to
find out just what deviltry he was up
to.

‘““ Anyway, he couldn’t get rid of

84 This story began in WEIRD TALES for December
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me. He beat it straight for Sarl—
made him a proposition—for his and
my benefit. I stayed just long enough
to get the main detalls, then beat it
back to warn you and Beryl. Seems
these ‘squashes’ have been waiting
merely to acclimate Beryl to this
damnable charged atmosphere down
here. Then those bolted doors would
be opened—to her only! A transfusion
of blood —the best speclmens those
growing beds offered——

“‘Stop !>’ Philip eried, his voiee
hoarse with the stark horror of it.

"He saw it all now. Those great,
bolted deors were but the portals of
larger, vaster caverns like those that
he and Dounald had glimpsed inside
during their brief stay in the small
and unimportant one where they had
been plaeed to hasten their recovery,
and which place they had, curiousty
enough, not found since.

What to do? They must not stand
idly discussing this thing. Action—
they must do something—and at once.
But what? He cudgeled his brain,
groping frantically for some plan,
some practical chance of escape for
Beryl from the power of thesé fiends
aided by the traitorous Sanderson.

““Oh!”’ the girl burst out suddenly,
stamping & small foot wrathfully.
‘TDonald’s voice, growing louder in his
excitement, had carried to her in spite
of his caution. ‘‘The beast! Beeause
I—rebuffed him, he takes this means
of revenge, and of safety for himself.’’

So that was what was primarily
behind Sanderson’s sudden move,
thought Philip, a curtain of crimson
dropping before his eyes. A mad-
dened brain began to function rapid-
ly. How fortunate it was, after all,
that Sandersan had not been left his
gun by the lunarites! Now he could
not use it against his own companions.
But hold. Would not his new allies
return it to him—both it and Donald’s
automatic—to help subdus them? Un-
less a ruse was feared by the lunar-
ites. The chances were, however, that

they would turn over to Sanderson at
least one of those weapons.

‘‘Hurry,’’ Philip rapped out sud-
denly. ‘‘Our only chence is to break
through the scattered populace to the
one outlet that we know of. We might
be able to find our way to the outside,
before Sarl’s crowd arrives. Grab only
what you can’t do without and come
on.”’

A few seconds later they dashed out
into the midst of the gaping lunarites
that happened to be about at the time.
Striking off at a tangent from the
route by whieh Sarl and Sanderson
would approach from the former’s

. headquarters, Philip led the way

down the checkerboard streets as rap-
idly as Beryl could follow. To their
surprize and relief, for once they were
not followed by their usual ‘‘escorts,’’
which for some unknown but happy
reason were not to be seen.

Fast as they ran, however, the thin
eries of the lunarites carried faster.
Each minute saw greater masses of
the gray people obstructing their way,
not intentionally, but through ecuri-
osity. For, to protect Beryl -from
their identification and desire under
stress of the excitement of the flight
and probable pursuit, he had made her
tuck her unbobbed hair under his cap,
which she wore with his coat. She

“already had on kbaki breeches and

puttees, which she had worn from the
Rocket.

At last they found themselves all
but halted, hemmed in by the milling,
curious throngs. And now, from be-
hmd, came & sound that made Phil-
ip’s heart sink—a definite sound of
pursuit. Only the dense crowds in the
narrow streets behind them would
hinder the pursuers, delaying their
arrival a few. minutes longer. He
looked at Beryl

“I have it safe,”’ she said, in an-
swer to his unvoiced question, pressing
a hard bulge in her ecat pocket.

No use to push longer against the
packed gray bodies that ringed them.
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No use to bully or threaten them
either, for the lunarites in front could
not have moved out of the way had
they willed. They surged closer and
tighter about the trio each moment—
while all the time the eries of pursuit
drew nearer.

A last hope came to Philip—an idea
that, no matter how slim its chance
for success, must suffice for lack of
any other apparent possibility of
escape.

“Stlck close together, gang,’’ he
said, slipping an arm protectively
about Beryl.

‘‘Righto,”” agreed Doneald, facing
the opposite direction, with his back
against Philip’s, so that he could

guard against any surprize attack
from the rear.

THE pursuing party was less than
fifty yards away now. Philip
caught a glimpse of Sanderson bring-
ing up the rear, as if either ashamed
or afraid of his treacherous part. Sarl
led the pursuers. At last the crowd
opened directly in front of them, the
others about them pressing back in
awe at the approach of their leader,
thus leaving a fairly wide space. This
was as Philip had hoped.

He waited in silence until the arro-
gant Sarl had approached to within a
dozen feet. Then he suddenly pulled
forth the automatic and pointed it di-

- reetly at the tall lunarite.

At this unexpected move, Sarl
halted abruptly. Until now it had
been plain that he had feared not the
slightest - danger to himself with the
thousands of his own subjects packed
about them,

For an instant it looked as if he

. might turn and flee ignobly. Already

he knew well the destructive foree of
these instruments, from that day by
the Rocket. But he stood his ground
and, turning his head, called to San-
derson to come forward.

The latter, still well behind Sarl,
hesitated. Then a defiant look came
over his face. He strode to the lead-
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er’s side and faced the ecompanions he
had so basely betrayed. It was
evident that he did not in the least
relish the weapon now covering both
him and Sarl.

‘‘Command them to glve up that
weapon and accept our protection,’’
said Sarl, addressing Sanderson.

‘“Drop it, Phil,”’ advised the trai-
tor. ‘‘They mean no harm to you.’’

‘‘Like hell they don’t, you damned
traitor,”’ yelled Donald forgetful of
his ministerial training, and pressing
forward with inflamed contenance.

‘““Back, Don!’’ barked Phil. ““I'm
going to pot the first one of them that
makes a false move. Sarl, either you
clear a passage for us to the outside,
or you die now. Think fast. And you,
John Sanderson, will travel to hell
along with him at the first new mis-
take you make—if they will receive
either of you at that place!’’

“I’ve got a gun of my own in my
pocket — you can’t bluﬁ me,’’ spat
Sanderson.

‘“And you’ll never get a chance to
draw it, you yellow hound,’’ Philip
came back at him. ‘Start him to
clearing a path for us through this
crowd, or you’ll be the first to go.’’

Sanderson’s countenance blanched.
He turned and spoke earnestly to Sarl
in an undertone for a full minute.
Then :

“All right. He says he’ll do it. Hij,
you rabble—get back out of the way
there.’’ :

‘‘Wait,”” barked Phil. ‘‘Toss that
gun, butt first, to Donald: Careful
now, how you get hold of it . . . there,
Now, you, Sarl, walk up here in front
of me—no monkeyshines—I can kill
you any moment, and will if you
don’t do exactly what I tell you to
do. . . . That’sit. And you, Sander-
son, do the same. Keep that gun
jammed into his back, Don, and I'll
do the same for our other friend here.
Gang way, squashes! Tell ’em to open
up better, Sarl, or it’s your finish.
Also tell that gang that came with you
that if one of them tries to molest us,
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they will be one leader short before
they get a chanece to doyou any good.’’

Pleinly the leader valued his brief.

life quite as much as earth-beings do
their far longer ones, for he gave

prompt and excitedly earnest instrue-’

tions as Philip had directed. The
crowd began to fall back sullenly but
steadily, opening a narrow:way ahead
for them.

“‘Keep an eye on the-rear, dear,”’
said Philip aside to Beryl.

But she had anticipated him, and
already had the following companions
of Sarl covered with the automatie she
* carried.

‘‘Here, that won’t do,”’ decided
Philip. ‘‘We can’t have you backing
up all the way while Don and I walk
comfortably. Jab that ‘iron’ against
Sarl’s spinal eolumn while I bring up
the rear.”

The shift made, the-curious group
moved ahead slowly between the vast
throngs of curious lunarites. It was
apparent to Philip after a few min-
utes of tedious and almost impercep-
tible progress, that unless something
else was done, they would never reach
their goal. Calling a halt, he ad-
dressed the whispering group of dig-
nitaries that followed him.

““Your leader’s life depends upon
our arriving safely on the outside sur-
face of your world. Every surge of
this multitude, every minute’s delay,
increases his peril. You, and you,’’ he
indicated, ‘‘go on ahead and disperse
this erowd suffieiently in advance of
us so that we can move on with great-
er freedom. And be sure to lead the
way to the nearest exit, for Sarl’s life
will be ferfeited at the first suspicion
of treachery!’’

Reluctantly the pair designated pro-
ceeded to follow out his eommand,
pushing their way with difficulty
through the wall of gray flesh. Pres-
ently they arrived at a point some
hundred yards away, where one of
them mounted on the shoulders of two
lunarites and began to harangue the
crowd in a rapid, indistinguishable

jargon. Philip observed this pro-
ceeding anxiously, half expecting the
throng to turn upon them immedi-
ately afterward in response to some
exhorting from the dignitary, that
these earth-beings be:destroyed even
at the sacrifice of their leader.

But this did not happen. Soon the
multitude around the spesker began to
thin out. True, those on the outskirts
remained, but there was a sufficient
loosening up to enable them to get
through better than before.

The other dignitary went on still
farther ahead and repeated the pro-
eess. In this manner they gradually
drew nearer to the closest exit to the
outside of the satellite within whose
crust they had been prisoners so long.

What the-immediate future held for .
them, Philip did not attempt to swr-
mise then. He knew that they could
but make the best of their present
meager advantage, and hope. Had any
of them been able to look into the fu-
tare, however, it is doubtful whether
they would have had the eourage to
go on!

CHAPTER 11

R many minutes Philip and the
others had been climbing a steep
bank of steps cut in the lower side of
a seemingly endless, sloping passage.
The multitude was left-behind. Only
Sarl and a half-dozen of his court re-
mained with them, all climbing ahead
now, with Philip watehing their every
move and Donald officiating with the
automatic that Beryl had carried, by
pressing it against his royal nibs’
back. About them the mysterious
greenish glow still lighted their way.
“You’d think these people would
have devised some electrical contriv-
ances to convey them back and forth
between the surface and their subter-
ranean abode;’’ observed Donald,
technical interest overshadowing for
the moment his anxiety over their
predicament. ‘ )
““I have an idea that their reserve
of electrical energy is too limited,’’

~
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said Philip. ‘‘The moon is in its last
throes as a world, in physical energy
and resources as well as in animal and
vegetable life, which calls for strictest

conservation wherever and however -

they can practise——"’

A glad cery from Beryl interrupted
him.

“‘Phil—the end of the stairs!’’ she
called, though she did not recognize
them, for she had been in a dead
swoon when the lunarites ecarried her
down these stairs.

Ahead, a large open space now
broke the monotony of the long flight.

‘“We’d better watch sharply for a
surprize attack, Phil,”’ warned Don-
ald. ‘‘No telling how many are lying
in wait for us up there.’’

The top of the stairway reached at
last, they saw with a thrill a soft glow
that seemed almost surely a reflection
of sunlight from somewhere. A large
chamber with a roof some twenty
feet high met their gaze. A half-dozen
lunarites stood about, guarding cum-
bersome geared devices that filled this
room row upon row, a ladder leading
upward from each.

““The ‘caps’!’’ cried Philip, guess-
ing at once the relation of these ma-
chines to those mushroom affairs he
had seen pushing up through the
snow the day they landed. His heart
began to thump wildly at the ap-
proaching climax to their hoped-for
escape.

At this point one of the dignitaries
paused uncertainly.

‘““We have fulfilled our bargain,

fedose (master). You have but to
mount to the rim of any of these out-
lets.”’

““Your leader goes with us,’’ re-
turned Philip. ‘“When we are all
safely outside, he 'will be permitted to
return.’’ ‘

‘“‘He can not do that, fedosa, for he
would perish in the heat.’’

‘“He means ‘cold’,”’ observed Don-
ald. ‘“Don’t you?’’—turning to the
lunarite spokesman. ‘‘Is there much
snow left out there?’’ y

““No, no suss (snow), but binor
(fire). ““‘Suss all gone. Burned up by
sun.”’

“Well, I’ll be jiggered,’’ exploded
Donald. ‘‘Here we are, all ready to
leave and it’s too hot. What are we
going to do now?”’ .

““Climb up and stick your head out-
side,’’ suggested Sanderson, evincing
interest in their escape now that he
saw freedom within their grasp with
an opportunity to share it himself.
“If you can stand it, the rest of us
will tgke a chance.”” He grinned in
a sickly attempt at humor.’ ‘

‘““You get great ideas —you and
your ‘us’ talk now. How about-trying
it yourself? But you haven’t the guts,
I guess. Hey, there, Phil, let me do it.”’

But Philip "already was swiftly
mounting the rungs in the nearest of
the ladders. No time to waste now on
futile arguments!

The caps all were raised, as he
could see now, no doubt to ventilate
the vast lower regions. Reaching the
rim of the one he had selected, he
stretched out an arm into the blazing
sun.

It was hot, but not unbearably so—
not for a brief while at any rate. The
lunarites, with their spongy vegetative
tissues, would probably fare little bet-
ter than snails in a desert out there,
whereas a human being conceivably
might resist the temperature success-
fully for some time.

‘“Watch that earrion closely,’”’ he
called down in final warning. “‘I’'m
going to see whether the Rocket is
where we left it.”’

This was vital, for, once they were
all outside, the lunarites could easily
shut them out by lowering the caps.
With no shade and no refuge, they
might easily perish in the rays of the
sun that blazed unmereifully down
through the thin layer of atmosphere.

Fortune was still with them, how-
ever. Hardly had he scrambled out
on to the burning, lava rock than he
saw the Rocket in its original position,
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not more than a hundred yards away.
A quick dash and he had reached it.

He drew a great breath of relief as
he saw the rope still dangling from
the rung underneath, where he and
Donald had tied it when they had pre-
pared to slide down to the lunar ter-
rain for the first time, more than forty
earthly days past. This would speed
his passage to the manhole, to which
otherwise he must have clambered la-
boriously by means of the smooth and
sloping tubes.

The manhole in the floor was still
shut; as Beryl and Sanderson prob-
ably had left it for safety, he decided.
With bated breath he felt for the hid-
den latch, pressed it, and saw the
cover swing outward.

A rapid search inside showed every-
thing-to be in order, though it was
terrifically hot. He switched on the
cooling-apparatus. It was for just
such an emergency as this that it had
been installed and was now ready to
prove its great value to them. Another
half minute and he had dropped back
on to the rock below and was racing
back to the cap from which he had
come. '

To his infinite relief, he found all
as when he had left, the lunarites still
submitting calmly to the urge of the
leveled automatics, while Sanderson
now was only too well satisfied to
throw in his lot with the plan for
éscape that already had every ear-
mark of success.

““All set?”’ Philip sang out as he
climbed down beside them. ‘‘Beryl,
you go up first; Don, you next. Then
Sanderson. Hurry

THEY negotiated the ladder rungs
without mishap, and Philip made
ready to follow.

As he did so, there was an unmis-
takable tensing of the figures about
him. Some hidden sense told him that
they were getting ready to rush him.
He raised the automatic as he placed
his foot on the bottom rung.

““First?’’ he inquired in the lunar

tongue. His foot found the second
rung.

¢Oh, you would, would you!’’ The
leaping lunarite dropped in his tracks
as Philip fired.

Then suddenly they were all
screeching and gibbering in an un-
earthly,  swelling volume as they
rushed him. No time or use in msking
good his threat to shoot Sarl first. His
second, third, fourth and fifth delib-
erate shots dropped as many lunarites
at the foot -of the ladder while he
steadily mounted to half-way. Then
he turned and made a dash for the
top.

At the rim he paused long enough
to drop his two nearest pursuers, one
of them the snarling Sarl. He had
made good his threat after all.

In that moment he saw for the first
time, and to his horror, that other
ladders were filled with screeching
gray men who, in their disappoint-
ment and rage, had apparently for-
gotten their avowed fear of the scorch-
ing heat outside. Suppose Beryl was
still within their reach out there! He
fled in frank panic at the thought.

The fierce heat beat upon him like
a blast from a crucible as he emerged
and ran toward the Rocket. With a
thrill of relief, he saw Beryl just dis-
appearing inside the Rocket, followed
by Sanderson. Donald—good old Don !
—had paused to help him, his weapon
even now spitting at the nearest lunar-
ites. With a final leap, Philip reached
his side and turned his own weapon
on their attackers.

*‘Inside, Don,’’ he gasped. ‘‘Quick
—=s0 I can follow you!”’

‘‘Counfounded if I do——""’

‘“ And damned if you don’t. Damn
it: we both can’t be last. That’s it—
up you go. Awk! Take that, you
jelly-fish!”’ A rash lunarite who had
attempted to drag him from the rope
crashed to the ground below.

Then the deed was done—a satisfy-
ing click sounded as the manhole
closed; the most beautiful of all
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sounds Philip eould remember having
heard, ever.

“Tight fit, that,’’ observed Donald,
trembling.

“Phil! Are'you all right?’’—frem
Beryl.

**Sure. Gang way! Let me see whas
those fiends are doing eut there.’”

A dread sight met his anzious. peer-
ing through the glass. The lunarites’
attack had suddenly collapsed. TFhe
terrific heat, i which those
flabby bedies Held so little resistance,
was striking them down im heaps. A
few of the more fortunate ones had
reached the caps, were feebly craw-
ling mside. Others writhed helplessly
ox the flint-like, burning reek, while
decens lay quiet about the Raecket.
Truly they must have beea desperate
beyond all ordinary reason, but
whether that desperation was born
principally of their weluctance to let
Beryl eseape or was caused by the
killing of their leader, could not be
kaown..

“Ugh, what a mess!”” Sanderson
muttered thickly.

‘““And you turned down your own
raes for that mess,”” eried Danald.

““What I did was mieant for our
good in the end.™

“’Like Hades it was! You were pro-
técting ,your own hide, purely and
sim

“Never mind that now,” Phihp in-
terjected. ‘‘Let’s try to get this big

ir in motion once more.”

“You said it. Back home to- Mother
EarilIi forus,”eg,la’ Sanderson eagerly.

‘“Not yet. e’ve more important
things to do

‘“You’re not gomg to Beat it away
from this damned Mva bald¥’ —in-
éredulously. ‘‘Then what——"’

“We eame & quarter of a millien
miles to explore the surflase of the
moen, snd we’re geiug te do: mﬁomr
power holds eut,’’ said
““That is,”” he heswam& ““pmﬁd
Beryl and Dow are willing.’”

“We’re with: yow, Phil,”’ said: Deas-
abd, after & quick glknce at Beryk

““Of eourse we are,’’ she seeanded
promptly, and firmily.

‘“Well, of al} the——’’ Sandersen
began. “Where does Your Majesty
plaw heading first 2’

“If we ean get started, to the in-
visible hemlsphere i

““The ‘invisible hemsphere’?’”
gasped Beryl. ‘“Why — where and
what is that?’” '

“Phat is the side of the moon we
never see from the earth. You see, the
moon is shaped something lilte & pear,
and this side is the ‘heavier’ side, or
bottom, whiech the pull of the earth
always keeps turned toward it, the
moon retating on: its axiw a» @ result
in exgetly the same time it talkes for
it to pass round the earth in its
twenty-nime day ovbit. No one on
earth ever has glimpsed that myste
rious hemisphere om the opposite side
—‘behind the: moon’.”’

’FEE- problem: of getting the Roecket.
under way once more was a
stumper, however. Obviously, it was.
impossible to raise this. tremendously
heavy maechine to its nermal, upright
starting-position, even on the moemn
where its weight was reduced by five-
sixths of its eawthly weight. For the
bare lunar surfaee offered no com-
venient tree or material for rigging
up a heist to raise the Roeket’s head
by meehanical means.

“We’ve but one chance, and we’ll’
have to take it,”’ promounced Philip:
fimally. ““We’lll charge the tubes and
chanee slidimg’ off this level plain into
space witheut crashing owr walls in.”’

The others paled. The prospect of
the violent death that would probably
be theirs if the plan failed was a facer.
Beryl was the first to break the long
silence.

““It’s that or—er return to the lu-
naprites, s’ it%”

“Or remaim right here until our
Qwer, heat and food all are depleted.

‘e could but be postponing our fate
—and tossing away the only chance
we have, slender as it is.”
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“‘Then, let’s take the echance right
away,’’ she decided.

Sanderson, his face the color of
paste, moved his lips as if to protest,
but no sound issued from them. Don-
ald, watching ocovertly, threw him a
look of seorn and turned away. It was
in that instant that Sanderson leaped
suddenly, wildly, for Philip, who was
already at the controls.

‘“Phil!”’ eried Beryl in warning.

The inventor looked up just in
time. He caught the upraised hand
with the clasp-knife before it could
sweep downward on its destructive
arc. A quick twist, and the weapon
clattered on to the floor while San-
derson rubbed the strained muscles of
his right hand and wrist ruefully.
Donald retrieved the knife promptly,
then proceeded to back Sanderson
away from the region of the controls,
with the persuasion of his automatie.

‘‘Getting to be a regular Peck’s bad
boy, aren’t you? Gosh, but you’ve
become a nuisance.’’

Philip shook his head wearily. That
they must mistrust and use violent
force against one of their own party
boded i1l indeed.

““All set?’’ he called after a bit,
when Sanderson had sullenly agreed
to a truce, and all except Philip were
staflioned at the mafety grips in the
wall. :

‘¢ All set,”” Donald answered, after
a quick glance at the others.

There was a terrific grinding, and
single bounding jar—then a sense of
soaring.

Gripping the levers with all his
strength, Philip retained his control
of that giant mechanical monster in
its eurving sweep up from the floor of
the lunar plane. Vﬁth a sigh of relief
he saw the others getting to their feet,
apparently unhurt. He checked the
Rocket’s speed to a minimum, hover-
ing now but a few miles above the
moon’s brilliant surface.

‘““Once again, folks,”’ he asked;
‘‘shall we return right now to the
earth, since we are safely launched,

or do you vote to see first all we came
here to see? I’ll be neutral. Come—
which shall it be?’’

‘““We already decided that,’’ said
Donald. ‘‘We’re with you to the fin-
ish.”’

“‘Of course,’’ confirmed Beryl.

Sanderson turned away sulkily.
They all knew his preference.

““Then it’s ho for the back of the
Man-in-the-Moon’s neck,’’ he cried.
‘““We’re on our way.”’

CHAPTER 12

HE marvels of the lunar terrain

were sliding slowly past again be-
neath them as the Rocket drifted
farther and farther toward the limits
of the familiar hemisphere that we on
earth kmow so well. They were follow-
ing the lunar day round this globe,
though easily exeeeding its lary, 700-
hour-per-revolution passage of some
ten miles an hour! Thus, even at their
own present leisurely speed, they
would shortly eatch up with the day’s
dawn and pass into the night ahead of
it unless they landed before that.

It was Philip’s plan to remain well
within that day’s boundaries m its
march out of the kmown hemisphere
into that perpetually hidden and mys-
terious one beyond its confines, explor-
ing from the heights as they went, and
landing at least once more if the re-
gion promised fresh lore and pro-
pitious landing possibilities. Eagerly
he let his imagination travel on
ahead. Wonld the new hemisphere
contain oceans and fertile regions like
those of the earth? Or perhaps some
weird and awful secret, too dreadful
for even his imagination to suggest?
Would this as-yet-unseen region hold
beings like the little gray men they had
just left behind; or would they find
a different raee entirely, totally ent
off from the others by barriers of cli-
mate, as effectively as if by thousands
of miles of space?

At this point in his mental ram-
blings his attention was flagged by
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the sharp outlines of a large crater
rising above the western horizon. Al-
most they were at the limits of the
earth-known lunar world.

‘“There,”’ he said, pointing, ‘‘is the
last conspicuous outpost of the hem-
isphere our astronomers know. Soon
we shall get our first glimpse of the
“forbidden region’.”’

A tense silence descended upon the
little group of adventurers as each
member pondered what that unknown
terrain might hold for their gaze.
Somewhat the same qualms must have
assailed the crew of the Sante Maria
when they gazed fearfully out over
the unfolding horizon over four cen-
turies earlier. Would the plain sud-
denly drop off in a sheer precipice
across the surface of the satellite? Or
would they perhaps find a vast sea ?

‘But, like Columbus and his fellow
mariners, they might have saved them-
selves these anxieties—at least for the
time being. As the Rocket soared over
and beyond that last known and cen-
turies-extinet crater, their eagerseyes
met only the same sort of scenes as
that with which they had already
grown familiar. More craters, more
stretches of smooth lava floor broken
between craters only by raised seams
where the cooling molten rock had

lapped; and here and there a crater

radiating the light streaks or fissures
on the plain round it like those streaks
about Copernicus.

Thus, at first, their fears were al-

layed —even turned to disappoint-

ment, such is the perverseness of the
human mind.

Then, slowly, unmistakably, a def-
inite change began to creep over the
terrain. For one thing, the horizon
steadily began to lengthen ahead and
in back of them strangely, the while
shortening on each side! It was as if
they were riding a long, though huge-
ly wide and vast, sagging hogback.
True, the nearer horizons still were
~ too far away to show any decided
curve to the surface swaying some
four or five miles below. Yet the im-.

pression persisted —as of a tilting
down and away of the terrain on two
sides of them.

“‘The pear!’’ Donald ejaculated ir-
relevantly.

‘“‘Pear—what do you mean ?’’ asked
Sanderson irritably, anxiety lining his
countenance.

But Beryl caught the significance
of Donald’s remark at once.

‘“Why—he must mean the shape of
the moon. You know you said, Phil,
that the side always pointed toward
the earth is larger, heavier than the
other side. I recall now that it was
one of the first things we learned
about the moon in school—that it was
not a nearly perfect globe like our
earth, but pear-shaped.

“‘Right,’’ said Philip. ‘‘And we’re
plainly traveling along its tapering
length—along a continuation of the
equator and directly toward its ‘peak’
or ‘stem’ end!’’

‘““Is that safe?’’ cried Sanderson.
‘“Surely you won’t persist in going on
in the face of a phenomenon like this.
How do we know what effect all this
will produce?”’

‘‘Aw, what’s one phenom more or
less in our young lives,’’ asked Don-
ald, ‘‘after coming more than two
hundred thousand miles through
space? We toek our big chance when
we hopped off earth. There’s no use
being quitters now.*’

“Of course,’”’ said Beryl. ‘“We
couldn’t turn back now. It would be
a shame to miss this chance to see just
what this side is like.”’

Her first fears had been replaced
by the eagerness of a child on a pie-
nic. This eagerness Philip and Don-
ald shared with her. The scowling
Sanderson was outvoted. The Rocket
continued on its course.

Meantime another marked change
was comingover thesurface below. The
craters were growing fewer, farther
apart, and lower. At the same time
the terrain between the craters was
taking on a mottled appearance. Here
and there dark, scattered . patches ap-



red. And these steadily grew
Er.ger in size, less seattered, until they
were more in evidenoe than the bare
Java plains,

‘‘Look! over there is a great big
pateh extending beyond the horizon
on three sides,’’ said Donald, pointing
abead and slightly off to the right of
their course.

As they proceeded, this vast and
densest-of-all pateh took on an aspect
pot unlike a large sea. Yet it was
clear, even at this height, that it was
not an expanse of water they were

 upan.

‘It looks more like a dwarf forest,
or perhaps a dense thioket of a sort,’’
mred Philip, as they all surveyed the
great shadowy expanse that now all
but spread ever the entire visible sur-

. faes of the moon. o

Only behind them, on one of the twe
more-distinct sections of the horizen,
was a sliee of the lighter, open plain
still visible.

And as they looked back lingeringly
at that strip of open plain, a spot of
black appeared at one corner. This

_spot slawly pushed out on to the neck
of light terrain, spread and covered
that part of the w between the
surrounding shadows. Then the scene
was 1ast on the horizon.

*“What did you make of that?*
muttered PDonald.

‘‘Might have been a ymmg army of
lunarites belatedly aroused by our
passage overhead,’’ hazarded Beryl.,

‘“Perhaps,”” said Philip thought-
fally.

He was thinking of something Azan

"had ssid once — some vague remark
droppead about crawling shapes among
the stunted growths of their near-by

_crater, from whence they drew their
meager supply of fiber.

¢ Are you intending to land in that
‘mass?’’ Sandersan asked, a hint of
menace mingling with the anxiety in
his voice, as the Rocket moved along
over the unbroken dark-gray expanse.
~ “‘I am not,”” Philip reassured him.
“We will not land until we either
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know more about that dark surface or

- find another patch. Besides, we

haven’t yet diseovered the stem, or
pole, of this pear-shaped satellite.”
All the time the horizon had eom-
tinued drawing closer oun each side of
their course. They could easily dis-
cern the eurious shaping of this part
of the satellite—like an immense, long,
sagging cone, still hundreds of miles
in ecircumference, however. Its ends
stretched off distantly in strange con-

trast to the nearness of the horizon on
the sadea.

But the harizon ahead began to lose
its strange suggestion ef an upward
ourve, and began to shrink, too. Phil-
ip judged — and eorrectly, as they
were to learn ere long — that the
Rocket was at last nearing the ‘‘top”’
of the moon, the very center of that
mysterious hidden hemisphere! '

An hour later, now close behind the
edge of the receding night, the adven-
turers stared down upon the first
spot of open territory they had seem
since Donald had pointed out the
great dark-hued expanse which seon
afterward had spread beyond the hori-
zon in every direetion. A eurious
bulge charaeterized the region of this
spot—eurious not so much because of
its knoll-like shape as because of the
now greatly shortemed horizon in
every direction about it. Evidently

had actually arrived at the
‘‘stem’’ of this enormous pear-shaped
world. '

Toward this bare surface Phili
allowed the Rocket to fall with exceed-
ing carefulness, while the others
watched with hated breath. At a word
from Philip, Donald stationed himself
heside the main switch by which all
five tubes eould be cut off instantly
and simultaneously. This he was to
throw the moment the Rocket touched
the surface below.

The experience of one landing was
behind them—not a comforting vol-
ume of experience or gkill for this in-
tricate and al! but impossible feat, to
be sure,butitmustsuffice. With a con-
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centration and tenseness that stretched
his nerves taut, Philip juggled that
dangerously vast reservoir of explo-
sive power, dropping the Rocket ever
nearer to the center of that mile-wide
plain.

Then, somehow, they were almost
unaccountably and abruptly at rest—
upright this time. The second land-

ing was achieved, successfully, and

with scarcely a jolt to mark the event.

CHAPTER 13

THE rays of the morning sun shone
sparkling clear on what appeared
to be a miniature desert about the
Rocket. In its loose surface a great
bowl-shaped depression had been
blown by the checked blast of the
tubes. The windows of the Rocket
looked out on a level with the desert.

Without fear this time of any out-
rushing of the precious air pressure
inside the chamber, the adventurers
lowered the ladder through -the man-
holes and descended. Their feet sank
into a carpet of coarse white sand,
through which they scrambled to the
rim above. There they paused to sur-
vey their surroundings.

Newly risen here, Old Sol had just
begun to temper the chill of the air.
It might have been a rare spring
morning at home, so perfect was the
temperature. They were not wearing
the special warming coats and masks
that they had worn on their first land-
ing, having tested the air in advance
through an opened window.

The Rocket, they saw, had come to
rest not more than two hundred yards
from the edge of the plain, which was
isolated from any other open spaces in
this region by the solid gray growth
they had observed from aloft. This
looked to be about fifteen feet high at
the most, tapering down somewhat
where it met the sand. It appeared,
at the distance, to be some twisted
sort of coarse vine growth.

““Not a madly stimulating view,’’
remarked Beryl. ‘‘A dinky desert,

hemmed in by & mysterious jungle.
Hello '—what are you up to, Don%’’

. The latter was stooping over some-
thing that had caught his eye in the
sand. A low whistle escaped him as
he straightened up with whatever it
was in his hand.

‘‘Something tells me that this spot -
may prove more ‘stimulating’ than
anticipated,’’ he cried. ‘‘Just take a
look at this—will you?”’

The three of them gathered round
him quickly.

“If I’'m any judge of precious
stones—and I once made quite a study
of them—we are looking upon a gen-
uine diamond in the rough—one that
would cut and polish to at least tep
carats,”’ he explained. ‘‘And where
that came from there are doubtless
plenty more. Probably lots bigger
ones!’’

“Don!”’
mean——"’

‘“That we all are as rich as oil bar-
ons —if we ever get back to the
earth!’’ :

‘‘On one diamond ?’’ smiled Philip.

Nevertheless he was as thrilled as
the rest. He knew Donald to be some-
thing of an expert on precious stones,
for the preacher-mechanician had once
carried religion to the natives of Bra-
zil’s wildest regions. It was there he
had become familiar with the di-
amonds for which that country is
famous. .

Sanderson already was sprawled
upon hands and knees, feverishly sift-
ing the sand through his fingers. His
breath whistled audibly between his
parted lips. The others joined him in
varying degrees of similar eagerness.

For some minutes there was no
sound save the breathing of four pairs
of lungs and the sifting and shuffling
of sand. Then:

‘“Say, are you trylng to play a
trick on us with a phony stone out of
your pocket?’’ Sanderson rasped
abruptly, halting his efforts to fix
Donald with a suspicious . glare.

gasped Beryl. ‘‘You
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‘“There are no stones like that in this
sand, and you know it.”’

Donald rolled over and sat up to re-
turn the scowling botanist’s stare.

““I took no stone from my pocket.
The one I showed you came from this
sand. Now, is it my fault because you
can’t find another?’’

‘““‘Just because one dlamond was
found, it doesn’t follow that there are
dozens more scattered all around it,”’
said Beryl. ‘‘But maybe we’ll run
CToss one or two more yet, if we keep
on looking.”’

However, a half-hour later their
search still was unrewarded.

“‘It’s no use,’’ Donald said, ﬁnally
““I guess I must have found the only
one around here. Besides, it isn’t
natural for diamonds to be found in
such soil. The one I found was prob-
a}:ly carried here from somewhere
else.

““By what, for instance?’’ Sander-
son wanted to know.

A squeal of delight prevented a
reply.

‘I’ve.found one—I’ve found one!’’
Beryl cried, running toward them

with one hand held out triumphantly.

A stone similar to the one Donald
had displayed lay in her palm —
proved, in fact, upon examination, to
be another diamond in the rough,
though only half the size of the first.

‘““Well,”’ said Philip, ‘“‘there’s no
joke about this, There are diamonds
to be found around here—probably
enough to make us all rich.”’

““And I’'m going to find mine right
now,’’ announced Sanderson, already
back at his grubbing.

Philip approached Donald with
studied casualuness. He had observed
him  wandering about and studying
their near-by surroundings with an
odd look.

‘“What is it, old man?’’ he asked
guardedly.

‘‘Phil’’—the other’s voice was low
but excitement made it vibrate
. strangely—‘‘can you figure out what
might have made those tracks—run-

ning off there toward that dwarf jun-
gle? Take a look on my right—and
farther over there in either direction.’’

Following his significant glance,
Philip saw then what had escaped his
notice in the excitement of their first
view of their new surroundings, and
in the interest that had followed Don-
ald’s finding of the diamond.

A shallow, toboggan-like slide
showed in the sand close by, like a
very wide toboggan track. Then he
noticed that other slides showed here
and there beyond, crisscrossing the
sand between them and that crouch-
ing jungle of vines. In the nearer .
track curious tracings appeared—del-
icate but large in pattern, like the
imprint of a giant fern frond, re-
peated over and over.

Philip and Donald eyed each other
mutely for a few moments. Then:
‘‘Those moving blotches,’’ murmured
Donald. ‘‘Remember — back there
across the neck of that last plain$’’

Philip nodded. Only too well did
he remember and link that previous
observation with these significant
signs. At any time the desert plain
on which they stood might be invaded
by the same creatures they had seen
issuing from that other dark region.

Yet they had come to observe, had
braved —nay, defied —the laws of
gravitation and space in order to have
this very opportunity. Then, too, there
was the Rocket, upright now and
ready for almost instant flight in an
emergency.

““‘Let’s see it through, Don. What
do you say?’’

““Right.”’

They gripped hands for a moment
surreptitiously, and turned back to
the others. Beryl had joined Sander-
son in his gem hunt, though less fe-
verishly and with a wholesome zest
that contrasted sharply against his
muttering excitement. )

The sun was not heating the air so
rapidly as it had done in the other
hemisphere, possibly because of the
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sharp curvature of the satellite’s sur-
face in this region. At any rate, the
discomfort attending the continued
shining of the sun on their first land-
ing, and at the time of their hurried
escape from the lunarites, was not at
all in evidence now. .Apparently, the
temperature here was more unifarm,
more constant. The surrounding veg-
etation probably had something, too,
to do with this, by absorbing the ex-
cess heat as well as by retaining and
throwing off an abating warmth dur-
mg at least the early part of the
nights.

“‘One of us must stand guard at the
Roeket,”” said Philip.

“It can’t be John,”” Donald re-
turned bluntly. ‘‘As like as not, he’d
jump inside and hop off in a tight
pineh, leaving us to our fate.’’

.‘““You’ve a lot of confidence in our
playmate, haven’t you! But I am
obliged to say that I feel about the
same. It will have to be you or
I. Here—I'm matehing you for
choice. . . . Tails it is. Al right,
Il serve with the scoutmg-pa.rty
0.K.?”

‘‘Sare—didn’t you win?”’
No more stomes had been iound_
Beryl had dﬁlsted_ from her search-

ing and was watching Donald and
Philip with pointed curiosity.

‘‘Talk Beryl into staying here with
you,’’ Philip whispered.

““I heard that remark,’’ said Beryl
quiekly. ‘“And I'm net going to stay
around here. I’m going with you’’—
firmly.

““Waste, of time, arguing with a
woman,’’ remarked Donald. ‘‘Might
as well talke her along. She’ll go any-
way.”’

““Solomon himself,”’ she purred,
throwing Donald a bright smile. Then
to Philip: ‘“Do we start right away—

“and where can we go, after all?’’

“‘Probably not mare than a few
hundred yards from this spat,’* he an-
swered, eyeing that ominous fringe of
matted vines. The rest of their little
desert, with its mile or less of monot-
onous expanse, invited small interest.
“But just the same, young woman’’

—he turned and fixed her with what

he hoped was a cold gW“you ré
going to remain right here.”
She looked at bim i frank
Then he saw her eyes drop. D1d he
only imagine that she was laughing
y at his solemnity ? '
“All nght Phil, I'Nl stay,’’ she
said, meekly enough.
““Well, I’ll be——"’ began Donald.

The unthinkable damgers and wesird horrors eof that
.dwarf forest on the Moom will de detailed in
next month's chapters, whick bring this
story to its conclusion.




DEAD GIRL

YOU have read Mr. Seabrooke’s
boeek on Haiti, The Magic Island,
recenily published, you must

have beem stroek by the chapter en-
titled Dead Men Workiag vn ihe Cane
. As T was talking recently om this
matter to Mr. de Travers the neurolo-
gist of Geneva, Ameriean born and
with a large experienee of the West
- Indies and of the negro mind, he said,
“Why pot?’’

‘‘Becanse,”” said 1, ‘*it’s impossible.
R wounld be easier to make one of
Karel Capek’s robots than to take a
lim and turn him mto a slave.
You Imow yourself the post-mortem

W.T—3

by
H.de VERE
STACPOOLE

changes that take place in the tissues
ofdtbe body, even magic has limits,
an —

‘“A moment,’’ said he. ‘‘I men-
tioned Mr. Seabrooke’s boak as con-
firmation of the story I had to tell
you, snd perhaps you will suspend
judgment on the whole matter till I
have finished. The story has to do
with Martinique.

‘‘Many years ago whem quite a
young man I lived at St. Pierre, Mar-

%t Pierre, now a mound of ashes,
stood quite alone amongst the towns
of the world ; there was no other place
1ike 1t-g¢yu!'ummthatoueh of

NewOﬂum,ydlvwmdandpdn-

~
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topped against the burmng blue of
the sky, its old French houses looked
down, upon a bay of sapphire rarely
stirred by the great winds and heavy

seas that torment the northeastern .

side of the island.

“I lived in the Rue Vietor Hugo,
a street that traversed the whole
length of the town, and I had only
to step on to my balcony to look down
on a crowd more astonishing than any
dream of the Arabian Nights. Nearly
all creoles of all tints from the
octoroon to the chabine, the women
gay as tropieal birds; idlers, loungers,
chatterers, street-singers, itinerant
sellers of fruit, fish, pastry and heaven
knows what; a moving market; a
business scene, touched with the
charm of the unreal.

‘I had three rooms all on the same
floor and for personal servant, Bai-
daux, a young man, a creole, hand-
some, dark-eyed, serious and entirely
devoted to me; he bought everything
and I was never robbed and always
sure of the finest mangoes, sapotas
and avocats in the market; his coffee
was the best in Martinique, and ‘he
was always there when wanted. Ex-
cept on Sundays. It seems he had a
girl; she lived away over beyond
Morne Rouge toward Grande Anse, a
town on the seaboard to the north-
west and twenty miles from St.
Pierre; her name was Finotte; and
every Sunday he would vanish before
dawn, taking his way on foot by the
great national road La Trace, which,
winding like a ribbon over hill and
dale, by morne and mountain, cocoa
plantation and cane field, took him to
Finotte.

‘““But always on Monday morning
at eight o’clock he would be in my
room pulling up my blind and hand-
ing me my morning coffee.

‘“ ‘Bonjour, M’sieur.’

‘¢ ‘Bonjour, Baidaux—and how is
Finotte?’

. ‘I dreaded Finotte end the day
surely to come when marriage would

join them and separate me from
Baidaux.

‘‘Life has many losses; not the least
is the loss of a good servant but Bai-
daux was not of the preclpltate sort ;
he was laying by and building his nest
as a bird might build, only with franes
instead of sticks and feathers. I
judged from what he said that it
would be at least a year before the
happy day—and unhappy for me—
when Finotte would come to St. Pierre
to take her place in that little shop in
the Rue du Morne Mirail which he
had marked down as their future
home.

‘“Ah, well! One Monday morning
he did not return; on the Wednesday
he returned, but 1t was not Baidalix
—it was a much older man.

‘¢ ‘ Bonjour, M’sieur.’ _
‘“ ‘Bonjour, Baidaux—and how is

_ Finotte?’

‘““He put up his hands without a
word ; then I knew she was dead.

‘‘He made the coffee as usual and
put out my clothes.

‘“Yes, she was dead—it all came out
gradually; he had arrived to find her
dying—she was dead and buried. Of
what had she died? He did not know.
She was dead. He had seen her buried
and had returned. That was all.

‘‘He went on with his work. There
was nothing else to do except die,
and he was not of that sort, and time
passed till a month had slipped away
and the carnival came and passed
with its rioting and drums sharply cut
off by Lent. ‘Then — it might have
been a month later—one évening I
found him at the street door talking
to an old woman, a capresse, very old
and wrinkled, her head bound up in
a foulard turban. It was Maman
Robert, the mother of Finotte. .

‘‘He told me that, speaking with a
look in his eyes I had never seen be-
fore, a wild, far-gazing look disturb-
ing as his manner; for he seemed like
a person cut off from all reality and

- he said that he must go away, leave me
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for a time, but that he would return
soon—pechaps.

““He left that night, and though I
did not follow him I knew quite well
that his road was the great national
road that had led him so often toward
Grand Anse and the home of his girl.

2

“You know at St. Pierre everyone
knew everyone — the washer-
women by the river Roxalanne—the
fruit-sellers in the market by the
fort — the old women selling caros-
soles at the street corners—they were
like a big family as far as rumors
were concerned: a story started at
dawn in the Rue du Marne Mirail
would travel down to the Rue Victor
Hugo by noon and be on the front
by night, and you may be sure

that the story of Baidaux wasn’t slow

in traveling, but no repercussion of it
came back to me till one day a por-
teuse in from the hills stopped to
speak to my old landlady, Maman
Jean, and gave her word of Baidaux.

“I must tell you a porfeuse is—
alas] was—a sort of girl commercial
traveler; barefooted and with a great
bundle on her head she would take
goods from the city all over the island
through the country parts, and this
girl just in from the northwest had
seen Baidaux near Grande Amse. He
was looking very wild, living on the
plantation of a creole named Jean
Labat and—it was a pity.

““Those were her words.

““Yes, it was a pity, a thousand pit-
ies when I remembered him as he had
been, so bright, intelligent, well-
grdomed and efficient, and he had been
fond of me. '

‘‘“The fondness of a good servant
for his master, and conversely, is a
thing apart from all other forms of
attachment, and those four words of
the porteuse seemed somehow intend-
ed for me, as one might say, ‘Can you
do nothing for him %’

‘“I took them to heart and deter-

mined to go over to Grande Anse,
hunt about, try to find him end if
possible bring him back to himsgelf and
my service. I started next day, taking
with me a bag with a few ti:.q{ngs and
hiring a two-horse trap.

3

N I'r was only twenty miles from St.
Pierre to Grande Anse—all the
same a long journey; for the great
national road winds over hill and dale
and it is squealing brakes and labor-
ing horses a good part of the way, but
no road in the world is just like that
for scenery; the purple mornes and
blue distances, the fields of cane and
the high woods of balisier and palm
and mahogany all lie beneath a blind-
ing light that has got in it something
of the mournful nature of darkness.

‘“‘Here, indeed, to the European
mind, is a land of things unknown,
half known, and dimly suspected, for
under this rioet of color and light lies
the poison of the manchaneel apple and
the centipede and the fer de lance,
the poison of plants dealing in death,
delirium or madness and old super-
stitions from the shores of far-off
Africa transplanted but growing
firmly. X ‘

““Grand Anse is a little town lying
rightonthecoast. Here thereare great
cliffs hundreds of feet in height and
the beach is of black sand and nearly
always alive with a thunderous surf.
The cliffs form two promontories, the
Pointe du Rochet and the Pointe de
Croche Mort. Such is Grande .Anse,
and I put up at the chief inn of the
town and later that day began to
make inquiries about Baidaux.

‘‘No one knew of him.

‘“‘He was intéresting to St. Pierre
folk because he had been born there,
but here he was of no interest. Then
I asked about Maman Robert, the
mother of Finotte.

‘¢ Ah, yes, Finotte, she who had died
some months ago. Well, she and her
mother had lived in the little hamlet
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of Mirail close to the plantation of
Jean Tabat. The motlher ‘lived there
still. Then came silénce, arid the cause
of it was Labat, whose plantation lay
neat "the village. He was both dis-
liked and feared. T could tell that at
once by the faces and the shrugs and
the drawing back as if from the very
name. He grew eocoa and sugar and
‘had a distillery—rhommerie—but peo-
ple did not visit that plantation.

‘““Would anyone lead me to the
house of Finotte’s mother? No; it was
elese 10 the plantation and Jean Labat
had dogs.

“I might have started out myself
despite he dogs and made an attempt
to find the place, feeling sure that
Finotte’s mother would be able to
put me on the traces of Baidaux—but
things taraned out differently.

4

“I'r was the seeond evening of my
stay at Grande Anse and I had
gone for a walk on the blaek sands to
wateh the waves eoming in under the
last of the sunset; then, turning at
dark, I began to climb the stiff path
that leads up from the beach along the
side of the great swell of ground that
forms the side of the Pointe du
Rochet. .

‘‘The night was moonless but alight
with stars, and it was my idea to
reach the top of the bluff, have a look
at the starlit world from there and
then return to Grande Anse by the
track the goats have trodden out in
the basalt. The lights had gone out
in the little town, where everybody
turns in at dark, but I was sure of
the inn being open.

‘““More than half-way up I paunsed.
On the sky-line just above I saw two
men. A man of vast stature and a
man of ordinary size, they were walk-
ing in single file and the latter was
leading. Then they stopped. I thought
they had seen me, but that was not so.
They stopped only for a moment and
then the smaller man pointed straight
ahead ; that is to say, where the bluff
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ended at the cliff edge and a fall of
four hundred feet sheer with nothing
but the waves below. B

‘At the pointing the tall man went
straight ahead in the direction indi-
cated, but I had never seen 4 man
walk like that before, the way he
raised his feet, the way he held him-
self — why, he seemed a mechanieal
figure, not a man; a thing wound up
to go, not a thing going of its own
velition.

‘‘He kept on till he reached the cliff
edge, but he did not stop—he stepped
over and in an instant there was noth-
ing but the night, the stars and the
roar of the sea—and the other man.
The other man was Baidaux. I could
see that now as he eame eloser along
the sky-line. He came to the cliff edge
and locked down; then he stood with
arms folded looking at the sea.

““I had found him — but heavens,
what was all this?

‘I am a man nervous by nature,
but still I have ecurage if the eause
idsgoodorifaeenainthinghastobe

one.

““I had to find out about this and
I continued climbing till I reached
the top of the bluff just as he was
tarning from the sea and coming back
toward me. :

‘“‘He did not stop on seeing me; he
seemed quite indifferent to this new
persaa the night had sprung on him.
Close up he reeogniged me.

‘¢ ‘Baidaux,’ I said. ‘What is this$’

‘“‘He stood for a moment without
speaking; then he heaved a great sigh
as though awakened from sleep. ‘It is
I, Baidaux,’ said he; ‘you have seen
him. It is long since we parted, and
it is right that you should know about
him and about her.’

‘“He was no longer a servant or an
ex-servant, just a being level in sta-
tion with myself but with a feeling
from the past that it was right that I
should know his affairs. He who had
told me of his girl and his plans for
the future had now to tell me what
had happened to him, culminating in
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the amazing tragedy of a few moments
ago. :
‘“‘He led the way down the slope by
way of the goat track, and then in
the shelter from the wind and by a
great clump of tree ferns he sat down
on the ground, still warm from the
vanished sun, and motioned me to his
gide. '

‘¢ ¢In St. Pierre,’ said he, ‘you were
good to me and I opened my heart,
telling you of my affairs and of my
girl; you remember, on the Sundays
I wsed to come over here starting be-
fore the light of day and whilst the
Cabribois still filled the woods with
sound. Then the day came when 1
found my girl dying. Maman Robert,
her mother, econld not say what ailed
her, and Maman Faly, who is the doe-
tor for all the workers rgund these
parts, said she had been seized with a
fever from the woods. No matter, she
died—but you will remember all this;
I only say it to keep mry mind from
traveling astray as one might follow a
string in the dark, for the things I
have to tell belong indeed to the dark-
ness that is deeper than night.

¢ ¢T came back to you and life went
on. Thad noneed of it but I could not
cast it away; it is not easy for a man
to lose the habit of living even after
it becomes an evil habit to him.

¢ ‘T went on as one dead might go
on with his work, could he be moved
by some spirit of life.

‘“‘Then one evening Cyrilla, who
was the girl of the landlady where
your rooms were, came to me and
said :

¢¢¢¢“There is one who wishes to
speak to you, Baidaux.’’

¢“¢T went to the door and there I
found the mother of my girl, Maman
Robert.

- ¢ ¢T gaid to her, ‘“What do you
want?’’ and she said, ‘‘I have come to
speak to you about Finette.”’

“ ‘Y said, ‘““What then about Fi-
notte?’’ thinking the eld weman had
ocome to me for money as is the way
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with relatives of those one loves, but
I had done her a wrong.

‘¢ ‘She answered, ‘‘I have come to
you from Finotte—and I would bring
you to her,’’ and as she spoke the flesh
crawled on my bones, for 1 had seen
Finotte buried in the place where the
people are buried by the palmiste
grove near her home — where of a
Sunday we used sometimes to go 1o
look on the graves of the dead and say
%0 ourselves, ‘‘Without doubt some
day we will be here,”’ for I never had
the fancy to be buried at St. Pierre.

¢¢ ¢T listened to what the old woman
said and I could say nothing to her in
reply, till my lips moved and they
said, ‘‘Very well —but not now —
leave me and I will come.’’

“ ‘You remember, I did not leave
you at once after that old woman had
been there. In fact I was afraid. I
said to myself, ‘‘Maybe that old
woman is not a woman but a Zombie
come to betray me and steal my soul.’’
I knew her well—how should one not
know the mother of one’s girl?—but
a man’s mind is strange and full of
fear in the dark and in the unknown.

“‘ ‘Then I put all that by and said
to myself, ‘I will go.”’

¢¢‘Thad alwaysset out on foot on my
journeys to Finotte and before dawn,
80 as to get there in the early day.
I could have taken the stage to Morne
Rouge and got a horse from there,
but I could go as I had always gone,
on foot; so I went past Morne Rouge
and the old Calebasse road past
Ajoupa-Bouillon, past the Rividre
Falaise, pausing only to rest for & mo-
ment by the great gommier that marks
where the path to the village of Mirail
strikes off from the road.

‘“ ‘Here I stayed an hour, resting
in h;c)he shade, sohthat iic1 wIa,s pas%l notljln
when, taking the path, I sought the
litfle house of Meman Robert.

¢ ‘It lies by the cocoa fields, and a
great wood of ballssiers shelters it
fram the trede wind; you can hear /
likp the veitk in the shell the sea 6n
the béath of Grahde Afse and now
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and then from the wood the €all of
the siffleur de atontagne.

‘‘ ‘Beyond the cocoa fields lies the
rhommeri¢ and beyond that the house
of Jean Labat. It is all only two kilo-
meters from herewhere Isit talking to
you now, and the graveyard where
the ereoles are buried lies only half a
kilometer from the house of Maman
Robert.

““ ‘I found her in the house, but she
would say nothing of the business I
had come on—only this: ‘‘I will take
you after dark.’’

' 5

ND then it happened. The moon
had risen, and leading me by

the shadows of the trees she crossed

a cultivated field to the barren part
where the wild canes and sword-grass

grew.
¢¢ ‘Here she paused where before us

&6 ¢

lay a field preparing for eultivation .

of manioe, and lifting up a finger ahe
said, ‘“Listen!”’

““‘T heard nothing — nothing but
the canes talking to the wind and the
voiee of the sea very far away.

‘¢ ¢ Again she said, ‘“Listen!’’ yet 1
heard nothing but the ery of a night
bird, far beyond the manioc field.

‘““Then the elink of iron, and they
came round the bend of the eane
clump, breaking the earth with their
hoes, followed at a little distance by a
boy with a goad, as oxen are followed
by their driver.

‘“ ‘Four figures in. the moonlight.
Three men and a girl, walking not
as men walk, working as the spindles
in the eotton mill, without sense of
mind, followed by the boy their deiver
—and the girl was Finotte whom I
had seen buried and the tallest of the
men was Jaquin who had died six
months before and I was looking at
them and I went not mad.

“ ‘For I knew. I, Baidaux, am not
an ignorant man and I knew of the
culée whieh is brother to the Culte des
Merts: Look you, they give a man a
drink that brings the fever; he dies;
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he is buried—but he is not dead; he
only sleeps without breathing; his
people mourn him and bury him and
leave him in the grave. Then come the
wieked ones and dig him wup; he
breathes again and lives, yet he is not
truly alive like you and me, for his
mind has left him, for the drug has
killed his brain. He can hear and
obey but he can not think, so he ean
hew wood and draw water and hoe the -
fields and cut the cane, without
thought, without word, without pay—.
except a handful of food.

““‘Ah! Jean Labat, it was an evil
day for you when you teok the girl of
Baidaux for your slave—but it is fin-
ished.

“¢¢“Come,”” I maid to the old
woman who was holding to me and
pointing; ‘‘our place is not here ; lead
me to the house 6f Maman Faly, the
woman who deals in herbs and who
helped to lay omt yoar danghter whoe
was once my girl.”’

“ ‘T knew, for my mind had taken
the xight of a valture.

‘¢ ‘At the little bouse where the
evil woman lived I kmocked, and she

and with my knife-point at
her throat she told all.

6¢ ¢ “COH!C,” I ﬂ.ld, “‘the drug,the
drug, I have need of the drug; pre-
pare it or die.”” She had it ready pre-
pared and she gave it to me. ‘‘If this
fails I will return and kill you,”’ 1
said. “‘It will not fail,’’ she replied,
and I knew she spoke the truth and I
killed her with a thrust of the kmife
and was caught up in a flame that
carried me to the house of Jean La-
bat, where he lived alone with his
wickedness.

¢ ‘I beat on his door and he opened
it and I drove him with my knife into
a room. He was a big man but I was
a legion ; he was a coward because he
was wicked.

‘I made him lie upon the floor.
He chose the drug rather than instant
death and he eould net return it for
my knife was at his throat. The fever
came on before daybreak and I sat
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with him to nurse him till the man
wmme ‘who leoked afver the eocking ard
hoase-tending ; then 1 left him, and
ealhing all the hands of the plentatiem
{ spoke to them of their wickedness
and they fled ; 50 that fhrere was noth-
mg left but e crowing of cocks and
the clapping of doors to ‘the wimd and
the creeping of the great cemtrpedes
that live among the walls af the rhom-
merie and the three dead men and the
ginl in the aked where they rested
when pat &t work, .And me—me, Rai-
danx—and Lshst.

“+§ had thenght to play with drim -
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and torment him and make him my
slave—bmt yon can not play with 2
machine. Tomight I made him drown
n the sea. He wes no other use.”

¢ ¢ And the three dead men and the
gird?’ 1 ashed.

“‘Baidsux laughed, and rose ap and
walked gway without a werd of goed-
bye, and theugh ke had rot repked to
my qucstim 1 know that they were ne

nger working on that plantation,

“[ wetched Bim awey. dewn e
the vreee st ‘the rise-of the Whdf,

““1 never saw him egem.™

A Weird Srory Abour Caprain Kidd

Newgate Ghost

By WILLIAM R. H(CKEY

IDNIGHT hung ever New-

gate. Somewhere about 122

squal had burst upem the
Juil, a burst of screaming wind that
made the buildings rock, and a vo-
pious drifi of vaim thatf streamed fram
the high walls. The downpour im-
ereased, beating 2 regular tattoo upon
the gutterways. Then splitting the
squaves of greater blackmess which
marked the barred easememis of the
-pells came flash after flash of Light-
ning. Asithe blinding Fight died out,
came the erash of thunder, harsh and
fearseme, mere imminently above the
Juil than ever. Newgate seemed to
rock wpon its foundations.

Coming as they did, horror and the
wrath of heaven togethm-, suddenty,
crashingly, black and angry after the
fairness of the day, these happenings
amd their settings must have terrer-
ized fhe stouwtest heart. But Davie

Bartmey stood unvomeermed within
hisaall. e scemad dotarhed, a8 if st
apart, » spertator, forwome particular
whir] of evemta. Esen when a vague
yallow light rmept acmms the flomr
fram the dimection .of the corrdar,
and fickered unstondily thvengh the
grille of ¢he franstwdddnd door, he T»-
mained unmozad

Davie Bartmey, late of K3dd's
crew, was sceierced to he Yramged wt
dawn. He realized that the wiltimste
issue wus at hand, but erther beosuse
he was emotiona¥ly eshawsted, er Sor
some other resson, the peeding efimax
fotled ¢o &stwrd him.

But now a shghtty &fferent soand
cunsed 37m to move toward the baryed
griffe. Someone, hdldhng a2 lxmtera
high, Irad turred Trto the narrow cor-
ridor teading to ks mﬂ The stone
walls, dfimecovered and ipping,
left seent Toom for the men’s Hroad
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shoulders. Mayhap the jailer! So
thought Davie as: he watehed the ap-
proaching figure, though he knew it
was not yet dawn.

But now, as a forked streak worked
its way in from the outside and
snaked blindingly down the reeking
eorridor, Davie gave a gasp of amaze-
ment. In the momentary flash he had
oognized the tall figure wearing a
broad-brimmed hat and a dark cloak
thrown over the shoulderss One hand
held the lantern aloft while the other
clasped the loosened folds of his cloak
away from the dampish walls.

““By the pope!’? erled Davie, press-
ing his faee tightly against the grille.
‘¢ 'Tis Captain Kidd!”’

The heavily cloaked figure stapped
without the door and seemed to tense
into an attitude of listening, But
there came no sound but the trickle of
water and the howling of the wind
above the jail. ‘

‘“ Aye, Davie! ’'Tis Kidd! And a
straight road to thy freedom!’”

The voice was deep, hollow-toned,
the intonation sepulchral. But Davie,
in his joy, noted naught amiss.

‘Came the grating of a rusty key, a
grinding of little-used hinges and in
the wall -an oblong patch of black
showed where the iron-studded door
had opened into the cell. For a space
there was silence, Davie Bartmey
could scarce believe his eyes. Captain

Kidd . . . notorious buccaneer . . .
long sought . . . captured . sen-
tenced to hang. . This same Kidd

was loose in Newgate, and faced him
across the cell.

Kidd stood straight, his face lifted
and his syes burning.

‘‘Nay, touch me not, Davie!’’ he

boomed to the lad who would have em-

braced him, for there was affection be-
tween these two, born of memories of
glorions days amid the reek of battle.

Kidd let slip the cloak from his
shoulders, revealing round his waist a
dark red sash and heavy outlas, this
weapon  almost comcealing his own
dress sword. Dlsengagmg the sash,

" subtle jest.
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he threw the cutlas to the younger
man. Davie looked at Kidd with a
perplexed shake of his head, but with
obedience gained by years of expe-
rience, fastened the heavy weapon
firmly to his waist. The blade glit-
tered dully in the yellow light of the
lantern.

‘‘How now, Captain?’’ cried Dav1e
shortly.

“I fear we must needs hurry!”’
Kidd spoke in deep and precise tones.

‘“Ho! Ho!”’ chuckled Davie as at a
‘““To what end? When
Oaptain Kidd runs amuck in Newgate
what need is there to hurry$’”’

Kidd held up a restraining hand.

‘‘Jest not, Davie,”’ he protested.
““ Twas of thee I was thinking. Thou
standest in the shadow of the gallows,
yet reakest not the scant time till
dawn, when thou wilt hang.”’

“ 'Tig no disgrace to hang with
Kidd,’’ eried the younger man with
feelmg, ‘‘and since they have not
hanged thee, what’s to do?”’

Davie now gave little thought to the
fact that Captain Kidd was here
armed and unescorted by an over-
bearing jailer. T'was, perchance,
strange, but he wag willing to accept
the sxtuatlon in nilence, content to
abide in patience till things were,
anon, made plain. ’'T'was enough that
Kidd was here. He would learn in
time the why and wherefore of it;
meantime he awaited orders unques-
tioningly, as always.

Kidd gently rubbed his throat.
‘“ 'Tis not my plan that thou shalt
hang, Davie. ’Tis my hope to get thee
well clear of this hole; then is my er-
rand ended. Mayhap we will succeed ;
yet we must strike hard and quickly;
of that I am persunaded. Loosen thy
blade and mind the slippery flags.”’
He gathered his cloak closely about
him and stepped across the threshold
into the.corridor.

orR a space Davie followed the
other closely, their cautious foot-
steps echoing eerily, and their light
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throwing ghastly shadows on the
rafters overhead. The place was
damp and chilly and silent. Aye,
thought Davie, Newgate was a vile
place. .

- Finally Kidd paused, and carefully
stepping over a twisted figure hud-
dled in a pool of blood, half turned
and held the light.

‘“ 'Twas necessfry, lad,’”’ he mut-
tererd hoarsely and the younger man
nodded understandingly. ‘‘Look to
the stairs!”’

They ascended four steps of rough
masonry and stood before a heavy
door. Kidd now snuffed the light
within the lantern and they were left
amid the inky blackness of the pas-
sage. As his rescuer slowly pushed
the door ajar, Davie started forward
with a sense of 1mpend1ng expecta-
tion.

The place was as black as the grave
not a glimmer of light shone n the
room. Davie, ill-acquainted with the
intricate interiors of Newgate, had
difficulty in_clinging ‘elose- to Kidd,
and in the absolute darkness lost him
more than once. Their eery and mys-
terious position was terrifying in its
possibilities. The inequalities of the
pavement retarded their progress,
while a chasm of denser darkness
threatened ambuscades. Davie, be-
wildered, became certain of one thing.
He could hear the labored breathing
of men. They were passing through
a guardroom.

Kidd, with an uncanny sense of
familiarity, gained some notion of the
whereabouts of the door, and Davie
hoped speedily to find himself well
away; but he reckoned without that
chapter of accidents which was to
make this night memorable above all
others in his career.

Reaching the door they listened in-
tently. The rain had ceased, with the
rumble of thunder growing fainter
and fainter. Aside from the moaning
of the wind another sound eame from
without. Slowly Kidd raised the latch

‘Own.
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that secured the door and silently he
drew it open. Outside in the huge
doorway a lone guard paced sleepily
back and forth. ’Twas possible they
might have evaded his notice, but un-
fortunately Davie’s foot rolled upon a
pebble, he fell against the wall with
an ejaculation, and his scabbard
clanked noisily on the stone flagging.
From the side of the doorway the
guard picked up a lantern and slowly
advanced toward the source of the
disturbance he had heard. His sword
unsheathed, Kidd stepped out to con-
front him.

Verily, never in all his experience
had this guard encountered anything
which approached in aeute and sus-
tained horror this apparition he be-

" held within the yellow rays of the

upheld lantern. With quivering limbs
he stared as if at a nightmare, his
ashen-gray face and bulging eyes
glistening grotesquely in the reflected
rays of his light.

Anon he found his voice.

““Kidd!’’ he screamed.
Kidd!”’

The lantern crashed to the flagging
and the man was off, his cries for the
captain of the guard mingling with
the screaming of the wind.

“’0d’s blood!’’ cried Kidd. ‘‘The
fellow will raise the guard. To the

‘‘Captain

gate, lad!’’ Davie felt the icy cold-

ness of the hand that clutched his
‘““Follow close and fast, Davie,
for now we play at bowls with
destiny!’’

As they hastened after the guard
the wind smote them with a mad howl
of exultation, a sullen roar of en-
couragement. Betimes in their flight
Davie was concerned with the certain
strangeness attached to Kidd, and be-
thought him of the strange actions of
the guard; yet was there no answer
to his increasing perplexity. Nor did
he trouble to analyze. He was minded
foremost with the question of whether
or not they would escape.

Against the buffeting wind they
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reached the gate. The guard, awak-
ened by the clamor of their fellow,
appeared in the sooty gloom of the
guardhouse. Two storm lanterns, one
on each side of the gate, cast a small
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‘““Thou must make London, lad,
and the ‘Kerrigan Arms.” Friends
await thee there.”’ Kidd’s voice was
lost amid the shrieking wind.

‘‘And thou?”’ questioned Davie as

eirele of illumination around its base. ‘he mounted.
Here the four burly forms of the “Begunei” cned Kldd “1 follow

guards ran about confusedly.

‘““Through them, Davie, and unbar
the gate!’’ roared Kidd in the youth’s
€qr. “1’11 tend this mangy crew!’’

““Aye!’’ cried Davie, leaping for-
ward. He lusted for the clagh of steel ;
for the fierce hand-to-hand struggle
that stirred the blood ; for the reckless
vietory that would lift them from this
hell-hole and make men- of them once
more. But Kidd was ahead of him.
With sword in hand he had jum
full in the center of their foes. Be-
fore he had recovered his balance he
parried the slash of a broadsword and
Bncked an antagonist in the throat.

avie, before he could break through,
found himself confronted by a huge
fellow, who swung savagely at him
with his weapon. Their blades met
with a shower of sparks.

Davie, no novice, sliced and psrried
with - his cutlas ‘till he severed his
opponent’s arm. Kidd, as Davie
reached the gate, beat down a leveled
pistol, inclined his head to avoid a
murderous blow, ran the man through

" and almost in the same breath stepped
a -pace to the right to engage the
fourth opponentf—-a.nd all this with
the eool precision of a fencing-master,
unhurried, a flush of obvious enjoy-
ment on his pallid cheeks.

Davie raised the heavy bar and
turned to see the last man fall. As
Kidd ran toward him there came
sounds of confusion from the jail,
and with all haste they pushed wide
the gate and were soon without the
walls.

“To horse!’’ cried Kidd, his voice
hollow, though not without a ring of
triumph. He led the way across the
cobbled street to the darkest shadows
of some trees. Two horses stamped
reatlessly, bridled and saddled.

close!*’

In the teeth of the wind Davie rode
toward London. Betimes he could
hear hoofbeats behind him, but soon
the voice of the wind was become a
sullen animal roar, riven at intervals
by distant ersshes of thunde#, and as
the roar beeame a- howl, a elamor,
anon the hoofbeats died away.

D.wm Bmy crossed the sgnded
floor of the taproom to where
twd ‘men sat silent and-gloomy.

" “Bentley! Cotton!’’ he exclaimed
joyfully. The men addressed came
out of their revery in a flash and
Tooked into the face of the newcomer.

“Thou!’”’ gasped the one éalled
Bentley. ‘““Alive? We thought thee
hanged. How comes it, Davie?”’

Cotton stared in silence, unbeliav-
ing, his very gaze betokening inter-
rogation.

““With Kidd’s assistanee I escaped
from Newgate this night past.’’

‘“‘Impossible!’’ retorted Bentley,
while Cotton drew askance.

‘“Nay, ’tis a facd,’’ insisted Davie.
‘‘Side by side we hacked onr way to
freedom. Even now Kidd follows
close behind me.’’

For a time there was silence. Cot-
ton glanced at Bentley as if seeking
understanding, but finding none he
closed his eyes in bewilderment.
Davie noted his friends’ strange be-
havior, but could not guess its pur-
port. At length Bentley, stirring
uneasily, lifted his eyes from the floor
and turned to Davie.

‘‘Knowest not that Kidd was exe-
cuted yesterday at dawn?’’

‘“'Tis a lie!’”’ cried Davie,

‘“Nay,’’ said Bentley firmly. “We
saw him hanged!”’



with his hand and stared at

the empty skyline. His arms,
as he stood in the glittering-light,
showed scraggy and emaciated and
his features were pinched and black.
There had been strong winds blow-
ing and enormous seas thundering on
the beach, and the ferocity of the el-
ements had accentuated his helpless-
ness. He turned to his companion
with a gesture of despair.

“‘Look here,’’ he said, ‘‘you know
as well as T do that it is physically
impossible for us to hang en without
water. What do you say to aswim?”’

Bill’s companion groaned and
shook his head. He was a frightened,
nervous little man with pointed fox-
like ears, and peaple who knew him

e prone te hxand him a coward.
name, Wellington Van Wyek,

BILL CULLEN shaded his eyes

“They writhed in the sun
l_ike wounded snakes.”

did not raise him in the estimation
of his friends.

Bill studied regretfully the thing
that Van Wyck had become. It was
not the lack of water that gave him
discomfort. His sorrow lay in the
fact that Van Wyck did not possess
a capacity for blind enthusiasm.

‘“It’s only six miles,”” he urged.

‘‘There are cannibals on that
island,”’” replied Van Wyck. ‘‘It’s
down on the chart.”

Van Wyck was a little wild and
he imagined that cannibals tore
themselves to pieces over their cere-
monies. Bill kpew that cannibals
were decent and clean and orderly;
but tHere was no explaining that to
Van Wyck. He dealt with kim in
another faghion.

‘““You’re as weak and flabby .and
spineless as a jelly-fish with rhlwma

»
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tism,’’ said Bill. ‘‘You’re so unsavory
that the cannibals wouldn’t eat you.
Why don’t you kill yourself now,
and be done with it? ’Twould be a
good way to economize on food!”’

Van Wyek scowled and sat down
upon the beach. His eyes narrowed.
‘“We are safer here,”” he said. His
lips were swollen and cracked and
he spoke in a thin, small voice. He
assuared Bill that he eould survive
without luxuries. He said that two
men could go three days on one pint
of water, and that in three or four
days anything might happen. :

Nothing did happen. The three
days went by like great white birds
at sea, and the mereiless glare of the
sun made life a perfect misery. Bill
looked grim. He squatted on the
sands and watched the pale blue

~ water foaming and bubbling in the

lagoon, and his eyes glittered. Once
he turned to Van Wyck and laughed.
‘“It has green eyes,”’ he said. ‘‘I saw
it watching us on the beach. It

~ plays with the moon and its tentacles

are long and gelatinous!”’

Sea water affects some men like
hashish. That morning Bill had
crawled to the lagoon on his hands
and knees and swallowed more salt
than was geod for him. Van Wyck
had warned him that it wasn’t done,
but Bill was of the disbelieving sort.

Bill’s clothes were in tatters, and
he found no satisfaction in con-
templating the leanness of his wrists
and ankles. Whenever he held up
his wrists for inspection they shook
so violently that he let himself be
guided by sentiment and wept. His
ankles were no -wider than broom-
sticks, and when he tried to walk
he could hear them erack. He didn’t
want to turn them, so he sat down
and talked to Van Wyck. He made
an effort to be agreeable.

“I'll concede that the cannibals
may eat us,”” he said. “‘There is
always that risk. But I don’ see

why they should; and it’s only a six-
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mile swim. If we stay here I can’t
trust myself.”’

Van Wyck recoiled and his under
lip trembled. Bill laid a mereiful-
hand upon his emaciated shoulder. .
‘““There isn’t anything that I want
to keep from you,’’ he said. ‘‘I’ll tell
you the truth. For three days I’ve
been planning to kill you. I lay
awake last night and watched you.
I thought: ‘This thirst—this dread-
ful thirst’—he would put an end to
it!”’

Van Wyck shivered, and tears ran
down his face and dampened his
brittle red beard. His small blue eyes
dilated with horror. Hot shame
flushed red over his throat and ears.
‘“‘But you wouldn’t really eat me?”’
he moaned.

““I don’t know,”” replied Bill.
‘““That’s why I suggest the swim. It’s
six miles and we’re atrociously
weak; but anything to keep from
thinking of that!”’

Bill knew that Van Wyck under-
stood and sympathized. Van Wyek
had a knife, which he kept hidden,
but in his sleep he frequently took
it out and felt the edge of it. Bill

“had been very much horrified, and

he had not pretended to misunder-
stand the expression on Van Wyck’s
face.  There was something brazen
in Van Wyck’s affrightment when he
discovered that two could play the
same sinister game.

The sun was setting and a few
gray wisps of clouds were fleeing like
flakes of snow across the blue sky.
A single gull careened and dipped
far out in the tumbling black im-
mensity of ocean. A great silence
had fallen upen the atoll, and the
stubborn struggle between the two
men drew to an issue before the first
wild rosh of stars. Van Wyck felt
unsafe in the presence of Bill Cul-
len, and he made no effort to com-
ceal his fear.

“Let’s get away from here as
quickly as possible,”’ he pleaded.
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‘““You were right. Six or sevem miles
isn’t a lomg swim, I we strip, we
can make it.”’

Bill extended his hand. It was like
a dead thing, but Van Wyck seized
it and wrung it warmly. His voice
quivered. “It ism’t a long swim, old
fellow,”’ he repeated.

Bill made a grimace. ‘‘It might
raim,’” he said.

“H won’t rain,”’ responded Van
Wyck.

That settled it. They spent the
evening getting ready. They hid
their angmsh in a bustle of prepara-
tion. Bill seurried about and secured
three elams. The unfortanate bi-
valves were devoured with immoder-
ate ferocity. Even their stiff, rubber-
like necks afforded grimst for the mrill
of Van Wyek’s teeth. It grieved Bill
to see the shells ga to waste. They
sat down and congratulated them-
selves for the first time in a week.
The clams seemed to make their
situation less hopeless, but they did
not on that account deeide to remain
on the island. Their thirst was ab-
narmal and menstrous. It was not a
thupg to be talked about.

TEKY menaged to get some sleep;
but they awoke with their throats
on firee. The game that they had
pisyed was over. But they avoided
the thought of their new plan as
mueh as possible, sinee they did not
want the possibility of fatal eonse-
quences te look them in the face.

A chill in the atmosphere gener-
ally preceded the eustomary heat of
the day; amd the eoldmess bow
ceemed unusaally severe. They got
together a few sticks and built a fire.
The sun had not yet rinen, bat the
island was fmmersed in the ghostly
gray lhight of early dawmng. They
saw everything vividly. The bould-
ers en the beach secemed slive. A
light wind furred the steel-grzy sea

“We mustn’t waste time,” sznd
Van Wyck. It was obvious that his
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dread of Bill had grown in the night.
Bill’s threat had .taken cemplete
poasession of his shriveled, selfish
little braim. His teeth ehattered over
the fire and he planned a thousand
assaults on the man beside him. His
fingers clutched frantically at the
knife which he kept hidden; bat he
laeked the stomach for malicious
manslaughter. He feared that his
cowardiee might betray him into a
false or damgerous move, and he em-
deavored to eenguer his hysteria
with loud boasis.

‘It was all poppycock, our worry-
ing about the canmi ”” he an-
nwaneed. ‘‘The thing for us to do is
to put on: a bold front. They’l} make
gods of usl!’’

In the presemt comditiom of his
mingd these words produced a curicus
effeet on Bill. He waved his srms
wildly, and swore at the sky. “‘Yes,”’
he shouted, ‘‘they’ll do that. Bet
sometimes they’re not satisfied with
a living man  They're head-hunters,
you know. They have a way of re-
moving the skull from a Ban’s head,
and drying it up, and worshiping it.
They have a predileetion for red
hair and beards. When they find
both on one head they go wild.”’

Bill looked directly at Van Wyek
The latter could scarcely stand He
was swayizg hysterieally back and
forth and renmng his fingers through
his bristling red beard. ‘‘Perhspa I
could shave it off before we start,”’
he wailed.

““With what?’’ demanded Bilk

“With the elamx shells,”’ cried Van
Wyek, dejectedly seeking to grasp
some straw that would save his head

‘1 refuse to permit it,”’ said¢ Bill.
“It’s time we started. B woulda’t
be pleasanttoswiminthefnﬂglare
of the sun.

They stripped and reolled their
clothes into neat, round balls Some-
how it did not seem right to abanden
themm helterakelter on the beach.
They had a vague idez that they
might return for them. They de-
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posited them gingerly beneath the
one coco palm, a.ng walking solemnly
to the water’s edge they scowled
i'llllto the clouded mirror of sea before
them,

THEAwate‘r was like ice, and Bill
) shtvered and stood on one foot.

“Walk right in,’” said Van Wyeck.
- “The cannibals expect us!”’ His
smile was ghastly and indescribable.
The Blue veins stoed out on his
scrawny neck, and his forehead was
covered with globules of perspira-
tion.

Bill was the first to go into deep
water. Van Wyck stoed with the icy
current swirling about his ankles,
and watched him wade out until he
stood walst-deep. Bill turned and
looked back reproachfully. ‘‘You’re
coming, aran’t you?’’ Bill’s disdain
and distrust of Van Wyek were for-
gotten in a momentary need for com-

" panionship.

As Van Wyck stood with the cold
water numbing his toes he had an
irrational desire to turn back and
run wildly up the beach, and to stay
on the island until thirst finished him
off. The risk of the swim seemed
suddenly displeasing to him. A mist
passed rapidly before his eyes; he

ran his fingers through his hair and -

gulped. But when he saw the piti-
ful, hurt expression on Bill’s face he
put aside unworthy thoughts. ‘‘I'm
coming, Bill,”’ he said.

He walked forward until the water
eddied and swirled about his chin.
His faee was hideously drawn and
his eyes bulged, but a forlorn ray of
sunlight filtered through the clouds
and played about his head, bringing
out its latent manliness.

‘““It’s deep, out there,’’ said Bill.

‘They both lurched forward. The
sudden loss of footing accentuated
Bill’s weakness, and he went under.
He felt that his arms and legs were

man ble of sustaining him, and he
5:!‘3‘ it Van Wyek would try to
sﬁve ki,
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He came up and struck out, his
mouth full of water. The salt burned
his throat and he swallowed. The
water went into his stomach. He
shivered. The sun beat mercilessly
down upon his naked body.

He swam boldly, with a brief sense
of triumph. He had conquered -his
physical weakness. He knew that his
strength might not last, but the
thought that he -had not depended
upon Van Wyck gave him secret
satisfaction.

He could see Van Wyck’s red
head on the water several yards
ahead of him. The little wretch had
evidently made good use of his legs
and arms. ‘“Slow up, Van Wyek!”’
he shouted. : e

‘““I don’t dare to!”” Van Wyok
called back. ‘““If T stop I might shnk.
Andthmkhow deep it is!”" -

"Bill resented Van Wyek’s re-
minder. ‘“‘If you don’t ease up,’’ he
ghouted, ‘‘you’ll surely go down.
This i6n’t an athletic contest!’’

" “It is,”’ ecried Van Wyek. “‘TIt’s
the greatest ever—even if there are
head-hunters at the goal. I advise
you to talk to me. It keeps me frem
thinking. If I think I shall go down.”’

- But Bill did not feel like talking.
The water was cold and he had no
stomach for repartee. He felt the
chill of the depths beneath in his
nude limbs. He swallowed great
guantities of sea water. He knew
that he might suffer eventually, but
he did not care. He wanted to reach
the island. He had never shared Van
Wyck’s dread of cannibals, and the
thought of the island, with its
crystal-clear springs and refreshing
fruits, was a precious balm to him.

He wondered if Van Wyck would
survive him. The latter was swim-
ming with frightful rapidity, leaving
him definitely in the lurch. Bill
envied and pitied his little: com-
panion. Van Wyek might survive to
view. the island, with its green; wel-
comeé frandape—but would he ever
reach it?
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Bill had an uncomfortable sus-
icion that he might sink. His in-
itial courage threatened to give out.
A mounting hysteria surged through
his brain. He closed his eyes and

"~ tried not to think. There was noth-

ing before him but a limitless stretch
of malachite sea. He was fascinated
and horrified by his isolation. A
cold, brilliant sun blinded his eyes
and dried up the sap of life in him.
The water seemed to thicken, and he
had great difficalty in moving his
arms and legs.

ILL never knew how he reached

' the island. For a starving, ema-
ciated man to swim seven miles is
tremendous, and deserves some re-
ward. Like most valiant men, Bill
was conseious of his own worth.
When he sighted the island he said
nothing, but he thought: ‘‘This is
only just. I have paid the price, and
I deserve this.”’

He had also caught up with Van
Wyck. The awful glare in the de-
spairing eyes that Van Wyek turned
upon him, told of a fatigue immeas-
urable and a desire for water that
had passed the bounds of sanity.
Van Wyek’s eyes were living pools
of liquid fire. His voice was hoarse
and raspmg‘, and he turned over and
over in the water; and twice his head
went under.

They were horribly near when
they sighted the cannibals. Van
Wyek saw them first. He was puff-
_ing and wailing, and he had been
swimming on his baek, and when he
turned over and wsighted them his
face took on the aspeet of an open
wound. His mouth became an awful
gash in a grotesque, streaked horror
of countenance.

“Bill,”” he called hoarsely. “‘It’s
worse than we thought. There are
hundreds of ’em!”’

Fixing his frightened and horrified
eyes on the shore, Bill trod water,
and became suddenly very angry.
The scene before him burned itself
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on his brain, and robbed him of his
victory. He felt that the fates had
taken an indeeent advantage of him.
His anger mounted, and flushed his
neek and throat. ‘“‘Damn their black
hides!’’ he muttered.

A clamor and a stench arose from
the rocks. The cannibals seemed to
be recovering from a drinking-bout.
They writhed in the sun like
wounded snakes. Bill eounted sixty
or seventy. Their bodies were hid-
eously tattooed, and they wore mon-
strous shell rings through their ears
and noses. The women joined with
the men in dancing and spitting
venom. The hubbub was deafening.
Ages of savagery and blood had
shap d them into capering devils.
They were all the more terrible be-
cause they had seen other white men.
Bill did not expect much from them.
He confessed a frank horror at the
situation.

‘‘If we only had something to give
’em,’’ he groaned.

Van Wyck had somehow expected
Bill to rally and come to his support.
He needed a moral prop and he noted
with horror that Bill had lost his
solid, comforting manner. Van
Wyeck’s lips were so dry that he
could scarcely get His tongue to
shape words of rebuff. :

““I don’t like it,”’ he finally blurted
out. ‘‘They certainly mean business.
You might swim in and test ’em!’’

‘“Don’t be an ass!’’ roared Bill.

‘¢ All right, then. But if one of us
doesn’t swim in, both of us are
goners And since I’ve never talked
with savages I’'m hardly the man.
You have a way with you. You could
pacify a Java ape-man! Get ’em
laughing—tell ’em a funny story!’’

Bill protested venomously. ‘‘Those
cannibals aren’t children,’”’ he
groaned. ‘‘You can’t spoof ’em. This
is serious business, Van Wyck.”’

Van Wyck refused to be convinced
and he would have gone on urging
Bill to commit suicide to save his
own precious-skin if something had
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net made all esnrversation ridiculous.
They beth saw it at the ssme- time.
They lecked at each otleer ahd said
nothing Then Van Wyek begam
frmlitma.lly swmmmg toward the
rocks.

The fin divided the water ints two
glassy walls. As it passed along it
turned the dark surface to shining
quicksilver. Bill had barely grasped
the meaning of it when something
touehed his ankles and he knew that
the water was infested. He gave a
sudden, defant shriek

But the sharks did not molest himp.
They made straight for Van Wyek
They approsehed in vicieus civeles,
and Bilk saw the whites of their
stomachs thremgh thke dark greem
water. The mouth of the largest
opened and elosed; and them there
folewed a ahshng of teeth that
souanded likke the elanging to of izomr
clad portcullises.

Once the horrible gray back of the
fish showed above the sarfaee, and
glittered lethally in the san, and Bill
knew that Van Wyck was done for.
Van Wyek wae almost near enough
to the rocks to efimb them, and ke
might reasonably have pushed the
shark off with h.u foat, but Bill kmew

* that he woulda’t. Bill knew that

Van Wyck was as good as eaten, and
he thought: ‘‘That shark will hardly
be content with Van Wyek aleme!”’

A dozen fins infersected on the
surface and oceasionally one of the
ravenous mensters would jump clear
of the water in its eagerness to taste
satisfying human flesh

The sight got in nnder Bill’s skim
and hurt. He elesed his eyes, and en-
deavored to think ef the grinming,
leering savages on thre recks. The
sharks made frantie dashes at Van
Wyck and eame away with seme-
thing in their moutha They would
rush forward, their great jaws weuld
snap—and there would be less and
les® of Van Wyek.

Bill was umable te keep his eyes

 shat. He tried te ecover them with his
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hards, but then he weuld go under
and get an extra mouthfi} of mk

-water. He ecame up gasping, and ssw

that the sea was st:veakzd with
crimsem.

As the sharks darted away fmm
Van Wyek they left dark red trads
bekind them. Bill heard Van Wyek’s
sereams distinctly, aitheugk the M-
ter had reacked 2 i where
sereams seemed futile. They becaste
less and dess echerent. Perkaps Van
Wyck realimed the sbsardity of pre-
test. Perhaps he realized that sh
things eventually work together for
the Best. Certairdy the cannibals
woald have treated Rim werme. It is
mst plieasant #0 be boded in oR er
hscked te pirces with little ktives

Bill sew the Fist of Vam Wyck
diesppear in the maw of am enor-
moes shark. The water turned =
deeper red, znd for & moment the
skytnd‘seuan&ewmthemked
gestlculatlng savages seemed ered
im & crimson aar:. ltmyhave besn
am optizat ilusiuon simee Bill’s eyes
had ceased to functien with darity.
abeut & bit after fimshing Vs
Wyek, and the thought gave kim nw»
satimdaction. ““Yeu're next om the

st e told himsedf

But somelow the sharis seemed
satisfied with poor Van Wyck. Per
haps they found Van Wyek so un-
ssvary that they d¢id not esre te risk
taekfing amether of the ssme breed.
They creted abowt for g few mom-
utes after the last of Van Wyek had
dsappesved, and them they pessed
salemnly eastward, thew fimg glivten,-
ing n the brilkmat sanlight.

Meanwhife BH! tred water and
shreddered when he thought of Van
Wyck. But he didn’t let himself
think of Van Wyck mueh after that.
Van Wyek, he argued, was mo bonger
in need of sympathy. “It is the -
ing whe have te suffer;’” he thought
It was patent that be could enjuy 2o
seearity in waters infested w'lth man-
em sharis
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He shouted with delight when he
discovered that the cannibals had
disappeared from the rocks. He was
foreefully tempted to swim in .and
take advantage of his amazing good
fortune. But he thought better of
that when he calmly considered the
nature of cannibals. They were prob-
ably waiting behind the rocks for
him to swim in, and he didn’t care to
be boiled in oil when there were
sharks to make a quicker, cleaner
job of it.

He decided to attempt to round the
island. His ability to keep afloat
amazed and frightened him. He had
evidently drawn upon some reserve
strength that nature had hitherto
wilfully concealed. Destiny had
played him a new hand. He secretly
congratulated himself, although he
continued to curse fate for the
cannibals.

E GOT around the island somehow.
The eurrent set to at the north-
ern end and he had some difficulty in
- surmounting the backwash of black
tidal water; but he finally reached a
beach so clean and white and re-
freshing that he shouted with boyish
eagerness and gratification. He swam
in without reckoning consequences,
for in his exultation he had forgot-
ten or overlooked the cannibals.

He would build a fire and warm
himself, and he would eat nothing
but fruit. It needed but a momentary
inspection to convince him that the
island contained an excess of fruit.
And there was water! A tiny stream-
let came out from the woods, be-
tween the boles of fabulously ancient
trees, and ran down the smooth white
beach.

Bill swam in and clambered up
the beach. He sat .down wunder a
hetoo tree, an absurd horror of bones
and wet, clinging sand. He was a
lving scarecrow come out of the
sea with the wisdom and weariness
of ancient ocean upon him. He
~could scarcely open and close bhis
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thick, black lips. His sun-baked skin
was drawn painfully taut over his
protruding ribs.

A steady surf was erashing on the
beach, and he paused while Ire lis-
tened to the roar of the breakers. He
reposed for a time; then he got up,
and a peal of wild langhter came
from between his swollen lips. He
had won out! He had hoodwinked
the cannibals and sharks! In that
blazing crystal world of sunlight
and water he came to life again.

The sun dried him. He gulped up
gallons of water from the tiny
streamlet. Tt was fresh and clear.
He was genuinely elated. The wind
swept in from the sea in great,
steady gusts, and the flaffing breeze
whistled through his hair and under
his armpits. He shouted and danced
in sheer joy. The cannibals, he as-
sured himself, were on the other side
of the island. It was a large istand,
and he could hide. The chaneces
against him, he thought, were
negligible.

He decided to look about for a
hiding-place. He knew that in the
vast forest of tangled vegetation he
would have no difficulty in achieving
utter concealment. He could hoard
up fruits and eoconuts and live un-
molested for days.

But when he turned he saw some-
thing peering from between the
boles of the distorted, antique trees
that made him change his mind. He
stood still in the center of the beach,
and stared, and presently” he saw
black, hideous figures come forward
into the clearing. Others appeared
crawling toward him on their hands
and knees. He realized then the ab-
surdity of attemptmg any sort of
concealment.

He stood stark still while the can-
nibals advanced toward him across
the smooth, white sands. He began
to envy Van Wyck. He knew too
much about savages. He had  that
and his imagination to blame for the
little hell that he endured. How
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coald he guess that they did not
want revenge? A savage eonsiders
everything an insult. He &mew that
ke should not have landed upon their
infernal island. He wanted to apolo-
gize t0 them, and to make them
understand. He had no desire to
lord it over them, and he admitted
to himself that he had deliberately
injured their sense of dignity.

At first he thought that they in-
tended to make short work of him.
They looked sinister. There were

. three dozen of them in the guard of

hoanor that advanced toward him
aeress the beach and he did not like
their faees. Their faces were black
and swollen and ugly and ineredibly
tatteeed, and their cheeks were
smeared with green and bilune paint.
One of them paraded a disearded
panama hat. Bill conld not imagine
where he had obtained the hat. The
wretch had probably repaid the

owner by beiling kim in oil. It was.

quite the thing twenty years ago (o
burn traders and missionaries it oi,
although the custom has been oat-

grewn ameng respeetable savages.

But the hat looked at least twenty
years 0ld. And ome of the devils
smoked a corneeb pipel- They were
tall, solemn-looking cusses, and Bill
did not pretend to like them.

~ But when they got- elose to him
they formed & cirele, shutting him off
from the sea, and he felt then that
everything was worse than he had
antieipated. When cannibals begin
forming into rings it is customary te
give up hope. They were grinning
hideously and Bill eould eount the
number of teeth in the rings which
they wore about their necks.

Some of the leanest and tallest

" wore thirty or forty teeth. And Bill

kaew that a savage never wears
more than one tooth .-from a single
hesd. It is not considered decent.
‘And each tooth means—but Bill
never wept over spilt milk. He felt
that &is own head was in imminent
dunger, and the knowledge annoyed

hY

and frightened him. Bat he did not
dare let en that he feared them, and
ke stood up very stiff and straight,
and seowied into their narrow, blood-
shot eyes.

They seemed to resent his hostil-
ity. It seemed to hurt them, and
Bill was amazed at the hint of re-
proach in their glances. A cannibal
is something of a gentleman, and he
would not deliberately hurt a man’s
feelings for the world. And Bill’s
resentment somehow seemed an in-
sult to their hospitality. Bill under-
stood how they felt, and he realised
that he had behaved like a boor. But
his teeth were knocking together like
billiard balls, and a stern front was
neeessary.

But he eould not look his captors
in the face. They came close to him,
and then one of them stepped for-
ward and patted him on the back.
He spoke and Bill understood him.
Bill knew nearly all of the Bantu
languages, and the savage spoke a
corruption of several

“We thank our brether for the
very fine gift,’’ he said. ‘“We are
indeed grateful!’’

Although Bill eould understand
what the black devil said a reply
was utterly beyond him. The gram-
matical constraction of Bantn over-
whelmed him. Bill kept his meath

shut and stared, pretendimg not to
understand.

The spokesman turned and
beekoned. A tall, lean youth with
protruding yellow teeth came quick-
ly forward. Save for a slight hint
of pity in his small eyes his face
bore ne expression. He held in his
right hand a large, round object
which Bill did =not immediately
recognize. The spokesman wnodded
and teok the object by its hair. He
stroked it effusively, ealling upon it
to protect and succor him in war
and in peace. He begged that the
object’s pity and benevolerce would
extend to the whole tribe. He praised
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the object in terms that would have
embarrassed any living man. Then
he turned to Bill and made a very
low bow. ‘‘It came ashore before
you,”’ he said. ‘‘And we are most
grateful!”’

Bill opened his eyes wide with

horror. He sought to express his_

agony in words, but no sound came
from between his black, swollen lips.
A sudden shriek would perhaps have
saved him, and Bill tried hard to
make a sound in his throat. But his
horror lay too heavily upon him. He

made a wild, horrid gesture with his
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right arm and collapsed in a heap
upon the sand.

Three months later Bill was taken
off by a trading-sloop. He blabbered
idiotically about the right of a head
to decent burial and made uncompli-
mentary allusions to the wearing of
teeth. He evidently sought to stir
up anger against the cannibals, but
the traders ignored his insinuations,
since he was obviously mad and since
the cannibals had worshiped him and
given him the run of the island. The
memory of Van Wyeck’s enerimsoned
head had addled his wits.

A Brief Weird Story Is

A Matter of Sight

By AUGUST W. DERLETH

Vienna?”’
““Yes,”’ I said slowly. ‘‘Yes,
I have been in Vienna.”’

For a moment there was silence in
the car. I took another good look
at the man who had chosen to sit
begide me rather than to take one
of the many empty seats. He wore
a well-trimmed Vandyke beard,
which was as blaek as the long wavy
hair on his uncovered head. His
nose was sharply aquiline. His eyes
were hidden by very large, blaek
glasses, attached to a somewhat
blacker cord of an expensive make.
He wore a long black eape, buttoned
tightly about the neck, where a
black silk muffler stuek out. His left
bhaund rested on the gold top of a very
fine walking-stick whieh I would have
givea much to possess; the tapering

“P ERHAPS youn have been in

fingers of his right were engaged in
tapping a cigarette on the sill of the
open window.
““Then you have seen the famous
Hapsburg Palace?’’
““Oh! yes,’’ said I. ‘‘That is what
most -Americans go to Vienna for.”’
““Yes, I suppose it is so. That and
beer—very fine beer in Vienna. You
have tasted it, of course? And eaten
bologna, I'11 wager.’’
“Both.”’ I laughed.
““You liked the palace?’’
» ““Very mueh. A sumptuous place.
I just read somewhere that part of

it was reeently destroyed by fire.”’
‘“ An unfortunate oceurrence.’’

“Very. ) ’It is really a magnificent

“And did you promenade in the
park$”’ :
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““Quite right.”” I laﬁgh’ekl “again.
“‘Routine for the American tpurist.’’

‘“There are many things to see in
the park.”’

‘“‘Stately trees.”’

He waved them away with the
hand that held the ocigarette. He
frowned a little.

"““Have you ever heard of second
sight?’’

““‘Second sight? Yes, certainly.”’

‘“And of Argazila and his fourth
dimension "’

‘“Argazila?’’ I could not place the
‘name, Argazila? . .. What did this
man have to sit beside me for!

‘““You do not know him? Few do.
He was—he is—what is one to say?
was, is, will be—they are all so alike
out there.”” He flung his arm up-
ward and outward.
sian; little known, I daresay, but of
whose importance the world shall
soon know. Now, he is nothing; only
a few, a very few, know.”’

I said nothing. There was nothing
I could have said.

¢“It is to the fourth dimension that
I refer when I say that there is
much to see in the park. Everything
that was and will be 28 in the fourth
dimension. You see?”’

I nodded hopefully, but I cer-
tainly did not see.

‘It is interesting to go through
the park probing the fourth dimen-
sion. One can easily see Maria
Theresa walking about with Francis
as a little boy.”’

‘““Yes?”’ 1 decided to humor him.
One does not often come across so
rare a specimen of an intoxicated
man. But he really did not aect it.
His talk, though . . .

. ““In Paris I saw the French Revo-
lution re-enacted. Let me tell you
that the real man behind that catas-
trophe, the man who spurred on
Robespierre, Danton, Marat, and the
others, was that famous charlatan
known as Count Cagliostro.”’

“Yes?"’ said I again.

‘‘He is a Per-

I really
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could not think of anything else to
say. What would you have saidf .

‘“ Anyone would have enjoyed. see-
ing Napoleon march through Paris.’’
For a few minutes he was silent.

“Look!’”’ said I, pointing to a
brakeman signaling us with a red
lantern. ‘‘Look at that man’s face!”’
The train was slowly starting: to
move. ‘‘He could be reading a news-
paper.”’

‘“Yes, he could very well be read-
ing a newspaper. I like the way his
mouth turns down at the corners; as
if he were reading something un-
pleasant.’

For a moment the brakeman was
outlined in the light of a side-tracked
train. He looked so small. The
stranger again started to speak; he
did not appear to have looked at the
brakeman, and yet . . . _

‘““You have probably been in
Pisa?”’

““And have seen the tower? Yes,”
said I, ‘T have.”’

“I saw them building it.”’ The
man didn’t sound drunk. Perhaps
hismind ... ? Sometimes, you know,
you do find one or two; perfectly
harmless if humored.

“Yes?’’ I said again. It irritated
me that I said if; one would think
that I had absolutely no vocabulary.
But in such a position . . .

“‘I watehed the succession of the
Ptolemies from the death of Alex-
ander the Great to the last of them.
You should see Cleopatra. She isn’t
really so wonderful ; I’ve seen a good
many girls—there’s one just ahead
—that leave Cleopatra in the dis-
tance.’

I wa,sn’t gomg to say ‘‘yes’’
again; so I held my peace. So did
he. Irritating, he could be. Perhaps
if I said it in F'rench?

“Yes?’’ I said at last. I thougit
of all the blame that rested on Ar-
gazila’s shoulders.

“‘I saw the building of Rome; the
destruction of Carthage. I saw Han-
nibal, Scipio, Massinissa, Cesar,
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Anthony—all of them. Nero inter-
ested me immensely ; so did Caligula.
They actually did burn the Chris-
- tians; great sport they made of it.”’

The annoying affirmative stood on
the tip of my tongue.

““Damn!”’ said I loudly. The girl
in front looked around with raised
eyebrows.

-¢¢0dd that you shouldn’t want to
say ‘yes,” ’’ said the stranger. ‘‘Such
an easy word.’”” How did he know
that I didn’t want to say yes!? He
cantinued. ‘‘That question, too, is
simple. Your thoughts make v1v1d
telepathic impressions.’

The train flew past a small village.

‘““What village was that?’’ asked
the stranger casually.

" “T couldn’t say,’’ I replied, some-
what nettled. “‘I find it difficult
enough to keep in mind the main
stations here and on the Continent.
However, I’m sure we’re very near
Pover.”’

““That is where I get off.’’

L And I‘ ”” =

For a while the stranger was si-
lent. About thirty miles from Dover
he began again.

‘“You know, seeond sight wouldn’t
be possible if it were not for the
vibrations sent out by matter.”’

“YeS?”

““Yes. Everything sends out vibra-
tions. Future and past events send
out vibrations—in the fourth dimen-
sion, of course.’’

““But how can you get into this
fourth dimension?’’

““Telepathy, my dear sir. One
merely projects thought waves into
the fourth dimension.”’

I wondered whether or not to turn
this man over to the authorities;
certainly he was demented! What
else could account for his conversa-
tion. I have never heard a conversa-
tion so outré.

“Have you traveled much?’’ There
was a disconcerting smile on his lips
—almost as if I had secretly told
him my thoughts.
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““Oh, a bit. Mostly in Europe,
however.” ‘

““Never been to China?”’
“NO 2
“I went to China years ago. I

. studied the history of China in the

fourth dimension from far beyond
the Hsia Dynasty, about 2300 B. C.,
to the present day. The civilization
of ancient China has never been
equaled. Collectors become very en-
thusiastic over original Ming pot-
tery; they should see Shan pottery.
You would have liked to see 8hih-
Hwang-Ti engineer the building of
the Great Wall of China.”’

A brakeman stuck his head into
the car and shouted, ‘‘Dover!’’ The
stranger jumped up before the train
stopped and got out into the aisle.
He tapped the toe of his shoe with
his ebony cane.

“Yes,”” he said. ¢‘I liked China.
I had a horrible experience there,
by the way.”’

The brakeman stuck his head into
the car and shouted again; I remem-
bered that over here brakemen were
called guards. The train began to
slow down. I got up slowly and
reached for my portfolio.

““I was in the Boxer Rebellion of
1900, he began again. Both of us
moved out onto the platform. In
the semi-darkness the stranger
turned to me. ‘‘The Chinese are
most diabolical at times—especially
in the way they torture their
prisoners.’’

““Yes?’’ said I for the last time.

‘“Yes. Look what they did to
me!”’

With a sudden jerk at the black
cord he pulled the glasses from his
face. For a moment he confronted
me; then he jumped from the still
moving train into the night. I fell
back against the wall of the car, my
grip tightening convulsively on the.
iron railing. I think I screamed; I
do not quite remember.

For where his eyes should have been,
there were twg black pits!



An Om‘-o —tﬁe—Omﬁwry Story Is This

The Tabernacle

By HENRY S. WHITEHEAD

i his seat in the pire pew of

St. Stenislas’ Church juost after
he had eame baeck from the altar rail,
so low, by purpose, that no ome ap
~ there at the altar, not Father Greg-
oreff nor any of the aeolytes, eounid
possibly see him. The elean handker-
chief which he had taken to chureh,
uwmfolded, was still i his left hand
where he had put it, ssmewhat damp
beeaunge of his emotion and the fact
that it was a warm April day. It
was, indeed, so warm that his bees had
swarmed the eveming before and le
had got them, mmfully, mto the
mew hive.

"The Holy Host remained mtaet, be-
tween his teeth, held lightly. He
felt sure that It was not even damp,
becanse he had carefully wiped his
Kps and teeth, in that same low-kneel-
ing posture, with the clean handker-
. chief just before rising, genuflecting,
proceeding to the altar.

. He placed the handkerchief over
his mouth now and to the accompani-
ment of several brief prayers took the

AUTHOR'S NOTE: This is & wery ancient tule,
running back far into the early history of religion
in Europe. It has cropped up, traditionally, im
many lends and in various periods. M of
the older religions will un nd its impliestions
without explanstimna To those umvarsal in the
traditional belief concerning the Sanctissimum
{tbe amsermat~d bread of Hely Commmmien amwrg
the older, Cathaolic, religions), it may be maentioned
that this drezd, known as the Host, is, after con-
esaoration at the hnds of a validly ardsinad priest,
anderstood to be ‘really” the Body of the Lord.
The type of this “reality” varies emonz differext
thenlogians, but the belief in the essential xdenuty
of the eoneecrated Host with the True Body, with
dil the implications which follow this behet is
general. As the Lord (Jesus) is Lord of the Uni-
. verse aecording to’' mmpiest Christhun belief, His

Body should be eacred to all His creataures. Hence

KAZMIR STROD knelt very low

‘kinod wery sette’“ :-hid! is here told in
PaGg: sHe—tay & g

-

Host from his mouth. He held It,
very gently, the Sanetissimam, in the
clean handkerchief. He felt wvery
strange. He had never done saeh a
thing before. -

Bending now, very low, he felt for
the small, thin wafer imside the clean
handkerchzef s folds, broke off a tlrg
piece, and placed It in his mouth.’ He
must receive Holy Communion or it
would be further sacrilege. He swal-
lowed 1It, with diffeulty, for his
mouth, under this stress, had re-
mained very dry. He said the prayers
of Reception with his mimd on them,
but as rapidly as he could. He did
not leave out a word of those prayers.

Then, and only then, he slipped the
handkerchief into his pocket. He was
kneeling upright, like the rest of the
congregation, the . men with shining
newly shaved faces, the women, on the
other side of the central alleyway,
with multicolored shawls over their
sleek heads, when Father Gregoreff
was turning toward the congregation
at the end of the Mass.

““Ite, missa est,”” boomed Father
Gregoreff, and turned to the altar's
end for the Last Gaspel.

Kazmir spoke to nobody on the way
home. That, too, he imagined, would
be sacrilegious, for, like a priest, he
fvl(as carrymg the Sanctissimum upon

im.

He went straight to the new hive.
There were almost no flowers out at
this time of year. On the broad land-
ing-board, several dozens of bees were
lined up In rows, like little soldiers,
finishing the sngar-and-water htmey
he had placed for them to keep ‘thm
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in the hive where he had placed them
last night. He was sure the new
queen was within, She would be, of
course, in the eenter of the swarm,
and he had lifted them, very care-
fully, off the bush where they had
swarmed, into the new hive. It had
been an unusually large swarm. He
had worn his high rubber boots, his
bricklayer’s gloves, and a folded net
about his head over his cap. Even so,
he had had a few stings.

He was going to make this hive the
greatest hive there was! He was go-
ing to use old, old ‘‘magiec,’”’ the way
it had been done in the Old Country,
for luck and for the success of a veg-
etable garden, and for many other
good purposes, even though it was,

purpose and all, sacrilege. God
didn’t mind sueh things. It was only
the priests who objected. A little bit
eof the Host placed inside the hive.
That was all. That would make the
bees prosper, bring luck to the new
hive. Over here, in America, you
didn’t hear so much abouwt doing
things like that. But Kazmir knew
what to do for bees. Those old-time
ways were good ways. They worked.
The Holy Host had many virtues.
Along with garlic-flowers it was a
sure safeguard from vampires. Placed
in a coffin, he had hm£ It kept the
body from decay. With even a tiny
erumb of It, wrapped tightly in a
piece of clean linen, ewed into your
clothes, It was sure proof against the
Bad-Eye.

There was practically no sound in-
side the hive. The bees on the land-
ing-board moved slowly, lethargically.
If this heat held, there would be flow-
ers soon, and he could discontinue the
sugar-and-water ‘‘honey.’’ Too much
of that and the bees laid off working!
Bees were like humans, very much
litke humans, only dumber! They
never todk a rest, had no relaxations.

He raised the hive’s top, carefully,
leaned it against the side of the pack-
ing-box on whigch the hive itself stood.
ere were the frames, just as he had

119

placed ‘théem yesterd a little old
comb, for the bees to d onto, near
the middle. That was all right. He
removed the crushed bodies of several
bees which had got camght when he
had plaged the top on the hive in yes-
terday’s dusk of evening. The new
queen wowld be down imsidé there,
somewhere, surrounded by her eager,
devoted workers, the swarm which
had aocompanied her out of the older
hive yesterday.

Kazmir crossed himself, furtively,
and glanced around. N’obod_y was
looking; indeed nobody was, at the
moment, in sight. He took thé hand-
kerchief out of his pocket, toushed his
right thumb and the index finger to
his lips reverently, extracted the
Sanctissimum an¢l dropped It into the
open hive between the frames. Then
he replaced the top and ‘went into the
house. The bees should prosper now,
accarding to all the old rules. Kazmir
had never heard of putting such a
charm on bees before. That was his
own idea. But—if it worked as the
old tales said it worked, for horses
and cows and the increase of a flock
of goats, why not for bees?

It was a quarter past six by the
kitchen clock. Time for the woman
and kids to be getting up for seven
o’clock Mass. He went up the rough
stairs to awaken his wife and their
two children. This done, he returned
to the kitchen to boil four eggs for his
breakfast.

IT TURNED out to be a very quiet hive,
the new one. Its bees, too, seemed
to be stingers. He received many
stings during the summer, more stings
than usual, it seemed to him. He had
to warn Anna and the children to
keep away from it. ‘‘They got a lotta
pep, them bees,’’ he said, and smiled
to himself. It was he, applying an old
idea with true American progresgive-
ness, who had ‘‘pepped them up’’..He
gave the process this phrase, mentally, -
without the leagt thowghi ef inoon-
gruity, of irreverence. The efficacy of
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the Senetissimmom was tbe last, the
very last thing that Kazmir Strod
would kave doubted, in the emtire
scheme of tke world’s regulations and
prineiples.

It was only oceasionally nowadays
that Kazmir worked at bricklaying.
Tern years before, in the Old Country,
he bad learned that trade. Always a
wilful, strong-headed youth, mdepend-
ent of mind, he had flown in the face
of his family custom to Iearn a trade
like that. AM his family, mnear
Kowvno, had been market-gardeners.

That strong-headedness had been re--

spunsible for his emigration, too.
There had beer many disputes be-
tween him and his father and older
brothers. The strung-headedness and
- the tzade! There were great openings
for a good bricklayer im Ameriea.

But, sinee he had married—rather
late in Wfe, to this Americanized Anna
of his, at twenty-twe; he was twenty-
seven now — with enough money to
buy this plaece, earned at the brick-
lsying, he had reverted to his garden-
ing. There wasn™t as much m garden-
ing, even with good land like this, and
sometimes Amna would mag him to
take a8 job whem a emmtractor offered
one, but there were all the deep-rooted
sstifactions of the soil ; the love of it
was bred deep in his blood and bones,
and he had a way with tomatoes and
early peas and evem humdrum pota-
toes.

This devotion to the soil, he felt,
triumphantly, had been amply justi-
fied that Angust. He had an offer to go
and be gardemer on a great estate, a
millionaire's, eighteen nriles away.
The offer included a house, and the
use of what vegetables he needed for
his family. He aceepted i, and told
Amns afterward

Anna was delighted. He had net
been sure of how she would take it,
and her delight pleased him enor-
mously. For several days it was like
a mew homeymoon. He spread it all
over the eommunity that he wanted
to sell his plaee.

WEIED TALES

He got six hundred dollars, eash,
more than he had paid for it. There
was a couple of thousand dollars
worth of improvement which he had
dug into its earth, but six hundred
dollars was six hundred dollars! The
title passed, after a day and a night’s
wrangling with the purchaser, Tony
Dvoreznik, a compatriot. Kazmir and
Anna and the children moved their °
possessions in a borrowed metor-truek.

IT waAS in October that Tony Dvorez-
nik killed off the bees. Tony did
not understand bees, and his wife was
afraid of them. He hired Stanislas
Bodinski, who was one of Fatker
Gregoreff’s acolytes, to do the job for
him, for a quarter-share of what honey
might be discovered within the four
hives. Stanislas Bedinski arrived,
with sulfur and netting. Tony and
his wife stood at a Ifttle distance,
watching interestedly; telling each
otlhier to watch out far stings; mar-
veling at Stanislas Bodinski’s non-
chalance, deftly placing his sulfur-
candles, rapidly stuffing the harizon-
tal opening above the landing-boards,
the edges all around the hive tops.

Starislas joined them, removing his
head-net, and stood with them while
the sulfur fumes &d their ‘deadly
work inside the hives. Later, they
all walked over to the hives, Stanialas
reassuring Tony’s wife. ‘‘ They ain’t no
danger now. They 're all dead by now.
Anyhow, they die after they sting
you, but you mneedn’t worry nome.
Jus’ the same, you better keep away
a little. They’s some bees was out the
hives when I stopped up them eracks
They’ll be flyin’ around, kinda puz-
zled, now.”’

The comb was lifted out, to exela-
mations on the part of Tony’s wife,
into a row of borrowed milk pans. It
piled up, enormously, honey eovering
the bottoms of the pans viseidly.

““You’d wonder where it all come
from,”’ said Tony’s wife, again and
again, ‘‘outa them little hives! You
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wouldn 't think they’d hold that much
stuff, would ya?’’

Stanislas Bodinski arrived at the
last hive, with two remaining milk
pans, and proceeded te lift the top
away from the hive. They saw him
look m. Then he stopped and looked
close. Then he stepped back, raised
his arms in an amazmg gesture of
wonderment, sank to his knees beside
the hive, and made the sign of the
cross on his breast many times.

Wonderingly, they approached,
Tony’s wife murmuring:

‘““What’s bitin’ him? Is he gone
loony, huh?’’ Then: ‘‘Hey, Tony,
they mus’ be somethin’ awful strange
in that-there hive, huh—for Stan to
ae’ that way!’”

There was indeed something

strange in the hive, although there-

was very little honey in it. They did
not dare touch it, and, after Stanislas
had somewhat recovered hamself, and
put back the top with hands shaking,
the three of them, just as they stood,
Tony’s wife not even taking off her
apron, started for the rectory, to get
Father Gregoreff.

The priest came, rather grumblingly,

Stanislas following half a block be-
hind the other three. He had run into
the sacristy to get the priest’s cope
and a stole, and something which he
had to hold onto, m his pocket, to
keep it quiet! He hoped Father
Gregoreff would not look behind him
and see what he was carrying. He
was a bit of a mystie, this Stanislas;
otherwise he would not, perhaps, have
continued to be an acolyte after he
was nineteen. He, too, had come from
near Kovno, like Kazmir Strod. Stan-
islas had listened to strange tales in
his earlier boyhood, back there in the
01d Country.

He came in through Tony Dvorcz-

121

nik’s gate well behind the rest, fur-
tively. They were all standing, looking
at the hive, when he eame around the
ecorner of the house. He walked
around them, kmelt before his priest,
seized and kissed his hand. He
handed the amazed Father Gregoreff
his stole, and the priest put it on me-
ehnmezny, muormuring,‘‘ What’s this?
what’s all this?’’ Stanislas rose, hast-
ily invested his pastor with the white
cope, and stepped over to the hive.
He knelt, and turning to the others,
motioned them, authoritatively, to
kneel also. They did so, all three, the
priest’s eope trailing on the ground,
a few feet behind Stanislas.

Stanislas, making the sign of the
cross, reached his arms into the hive.
Carefully, the sweat running down
his face, he lifted out a shiming yel-
low, new-wax structure, intaet, with
infinmite eare. He turned, still on his
knees, and plaeed what he had lfted
in the priest’s hands. It was a little
chureh, made of wax, made by the
bees whose.dead bodies, suffoeated by
salfar fumes, now littered the dead
bive.

Then Stanislas took the saering bell
from his left-hand pocket, and, his
head on the ground, rang it to indi-
cate to all who might he within ear-
shot that they should prostrate them-
selves before the Sanetissumum.
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A Descent Into the Maelstrom
By EDGAR ALLAN POE

The ways of God in Nature, as in Provi-
dence, arp not as owr ways; nor are the
models that we frame in any way commen-
surate to the vastness, profundity, and un-
searchableness of His works, which have o
depth in them greater than the well of
Democritus.—Joseph Qlanville.

E HAD now reached the sum-
mit of the loftiest crag. For
some minutes the old man
seemed too much exhausted to speak.

‘“Not long ago,’’ said he at length,
“and I could have guided you on
this route as well as the youngest of
my sons; but, about three years past,
there happened to me an event such
as never happened before to mortal
man—or at least such as no man ever
survived to tell of—and the six hours
of deadly terror whieh I then endured
have broken me up body and soul.
You suppose me a very old man—but
I am not. It took less than a single
day to change these hairs from a jet-
ty hlack to white, to weaken my limbs,
and fo unstring my nerves, so that I
tremble at the least exertion, and am
frightened at a shadow. Do you know
I can scarcely look over this little
cliff without getting giddy?’’

The ‘‘little cliff,”’ upon whose edge
he kad so carelessly thrown himself
down to rest that the weightier por-
tion of his body hung over it, while he
wasloggly kept from falling by the ten-

ure of his elbow on its extreme and
slippery edge—this ‘‘little - cliff’’
arose, a sheer unobstructed precipice
of black shining rock, some fifteen or
sixteen hundred feet from the world
of crags beneath us. Nothing would
have tempted me to be within a half
dozen yards of its brink. In truth
so deeply was I excited by the peril-
ous position of my companion, that I
fell at full length upon the ground,
clung to the shrubs around me, and
dared not even glance upward at the
sky—while I struggled in vain to di-
vest myself of the idea that the foun-
dations of the mountain were in dan-
ger from the fury of the winds. It
was long before I could reason myself
into sufficient courage to sit up and
look out into the distance.

‘““You must get over these fancies,’’
said the guide, ‘‘for I have brought
you here that you might have the best
possible view of the scene of that
event I mentioned—and to tell you
the whole story with the spot just
under your eye.

‘“We are now,’”’ he continued, in
that particularizing manner which
distinguished him—*‘ we are now close
upon the Norwegian coast—in the
sixty-eighth degree of latitude—in the
great provinee of Nordland—and in
the dreary district of Lofoden. The
mountain upon whose top. we sit is
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Heleeggen,  the, Cloudy. . Now raise.

yon{;:lf up a little h13¥1era—hold on
to
and look oﬁt beyond the belt of vapor
beneath os, into the sea.”’

I looked dlzzily, and beheld a wide

nse of ocean; whose waters wore

o inky a hue as to bring at onee to,
my mind the Nubian geographer’s ae-’

count of the Mare Temebrarum. A

panorama mere deplorably desolate no
human imagmation can eonceive. To
the right and left, as far as the eye
eould reaeli, there lay outstretehed,
like ramparts of the world, lines of
horridly black and beetlmg cliffs,
whose charaeter of gloom was but the
more foreibly illustrated by the surf
which' reared high up against it its
white and ghastly crest, howling and
shrieking for ever. Just opposite the
promontory upen whose apex we were
plaeed, and at a distance of some five
or 8ix miles out at sea, there was vis-
ible a small, bleak-looking island; or,
more properly, its pesition was dis-
cernible through the wilderness of
surge in which it was enveloped.
About two miles nearer the land arose
another of smaller sive, hideously
craggy and barren, and eneompassed
at various intervals by a cluster of
dark rocks.

The appearance of the ocean, in the
space between the more distant island
and the shore, had something very un-
usual about it. Although, at the time,
so strong a gale was blowing landward
that a brig in the remote offing lay to
under a dounble-reefed trysail, and
constantly plunged her whole hull out
of sight, still there was here nothing
like a regular swell, but only a short,
qmck angry cross—dashmg of water
in every direction—as well in the teeth
of the wind as otherwise. Of foam
there was little except in the immedi-
ate vicinity of the rocks.

“The island in the distance,’’ re-
sumed the old mam, ‘“is called by the

’

Norwegians Vurrgh. The one mid-

way is Moskoe. That a mile to the
northward is Ambaaren. Yonder are

if youn feel giddy—so—
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Islesen, Hotholm, Keildhelm, Suarven,
and Buckholm: Furthnr off—between
Moskoe and Vurrgh—are Otterholm,
Flimen, Sandflesen, and - Stockholm,
These are thetrue names of the places
—but why it has been thought neces-
sary to name them at all, is more than
either you or I can understand. Do
you hear anything? Do you see.any
change in the water?’’ :

E HAD now been abouttenmin—

autes upon the top of Helseggen,
to which we had aseended from the in-
terior of Lofoden so that we had
caught no glimpse of the sea until it
had burst upon us from the summit
As the old man spoke, I became aware
of a loud and gradually increasing
sound, like the moaning of a Vvast
herd of buffaloes upon an Ameriean
prairie; and at the same moment I
perceived that what seamen term the
chopping character of the ocean bpg-
neath us was rapidly changing into a
current which set to the eastward.
Even while I gazed, this current aec-
quired a monstrous veloeity. Each
moment added to its speed—to its
headlong impetuosity. In five minutes
the whole sea, as far as Vurrgh, was
lashed into ungovernable fury; but it
was between Moskoe and the coast
that the main uproar held its sway.
Here the vast ged of the waters,
seamed and scarred into a thousand
conflicting ehanmels, burst sunddenly
into frenzied eonvulsion—heaving,
boiling, hissing—gyrating in gigantie
and - innumerable vortices, and all
whirling and plunging on to the east-
ward with a rapidity which water
never elsewhere assumes, exeept in
precipitbus deseents.

In a few minutes more, there came
over the scene another radical alter-
ation. The general surface grew
somewhat more smooth, and the whirl-
pools, one by one, disappeared, while
prodigious streaks of foam became ap-
parent where none had been seen be-
fore. Thesestreaks, at length, spréadmg,
out to a great dlstance, and entermg
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into combination, took unto themselves
the gyratory motion of the subsided
vortieces, and seemed to form the germ
of another more vast. Suddenly—
very suddenly—this assumed a dis-
tinct and definite existence, in a circle
of more than a mile in diameter. The
edge of the whirl was represented by
a broad belt of gleaming spray ; but no
particle of this slipped into the mouth
of the terrific funnel, whose interior,
a8 far as the eye could fathom it, was
a emooth, shining, and jet-black wall
of water, inclined to the horizon at an
angle of some forty-five degrees,
speeding dizzily round and round with
a swaying and sweltering motion, and
sending forth to the winds an apall-
ing vaice, half shriek, half roar, such
a8 not even the mlghty cataract of
Nisgara ever lifts up in its agony to
Heaven.

The mountain trembled to its very
base, and the rock rocked. I threw
myself upon my face, and clung to
the seant herbage in an excess of ner-
vous agitation.

“‘This,’’ said I at length, to the old
man—‘‘this can be nothing else than
the great whirlpool of the Maelstrom.’’

¢“So it is sometimes termed,’’ said
he. ‘“We Norwegians call it the Mos-
koe-strém, from the island of Moskoe
in the midway.”’

The ordinary account of this vortex
had by no means prepared me for
what I saw. That of Jonas Ramus,
which is perhaps the most circumstan-
tial of any, can not impart the faintest
eonception either of the magnificence
or of the horror of the scene—or of
the wild bewildering sense of the novel
which confounds the beholder. I am
not sure from what point of view the
writer in question surveyed it, nor at
what time; but it could neither have
been from the summit of Helseggen,
nor during a storm. There are some
msa.ges of this description, neverthe-

which may be quoted for their
deta.lls, although their effect is exceed-
ingly feeble in conveying an impres-
gien of the spectacle.

-engage themselves.

WEIRD TALES

‘‘Between Lofoden and Moskoe,’’ he
says, ‘‘the depth of the water ¥ be-
tween thirty-six and forty fathoms;
but on the other side, toward Ver
(Vurrgh) this depth decreases so as
not to afford a convenient passage for
a vessel without the risk of splitting
on the rocks, which happens even in
the calmest weather. When it is flood,
the stream runs up the country be-
tween Lofoden and Moskoe with a
boisterous rapidity ; but the roar of its
impetuous ebb to the sea is scarce
equaled by the loudest and most
dreadful cataracts; the noise being

. heard several leagues off, and the vor-

tices or pits are of such an extent and
depth, that if a ship comes within its
attraction, it is inevitably absorbed
and carried down to the bottom, and
there beat to pieees against the rocks;

and when the water relaxes, the fra,g-
ments thereof are thrown up again.
But these intervals of tranquillity are
only at the turn of the ebb and flood,

and in calm weather, and last but a
quarter of an hour, its violence grad-
ually returning. When the, stream is
most boisterous, and its fury height-
ened by a storm, it is dangerous to
come within a Norway mile of it.

Boats, yachts, and ships have been
carried away by not guarding agamst‘
it before they were carried within its
reach. It likewise Imppens frequent-
ly, that whales come .too near the
stream, and are overpowered by its
violence; and then it is impossible to
describe their howlings and bellow-
ings in their fruitless struggles to dis-
A bear onee, at-
tempting to swim from Lofoden to
Moskoe, was caught by the stream and
borne down, while he roared terribly,
so as to be heard on shore. Large
stocks of firs and pine trees, after be-
ing absorbed by the current, rise
again broken and torn to such a de-
gree as if bristles grew upon them.

This plainly shows the bottom to eon-
sist of craggy rocks, among which
they are whirled to ‘and fre. -This
stream is regulated by the flux and
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reflux of the sea—it heing constantly
high and low water every six hours.
In the year 1645, early in the morning
‘of Sexagesima Sunday, it raged with
such noise and impetuosity that the
very stones of the houses on the coast
fell to the ground.’’

In regard to the depth of the water,
I could not see how this could have
Been ascertained at all in the immedi-
ate viemity of the vortex. The ‘‘for-
ty fathoms’’ must have reference only
to portions of the channel close upon
the shore either of Moskoe or Lofoden.
The depth in the center of the Moskoe-
strdm must be unmeasurably. greater:
and no better proof of this fact. is nec-
emsary than can be obtaimed from even
the sidelong glance into thé abyss. of
the whirl which may be had from the
highest crag of Helseggen. Looking
down frem this pinnacle upon the'
howling Phlegethon below, I could
not help smiiling at the simplicity with
which the homnest Jonas Ramus re-
eords, as a matter difficult of belief,
the aneedotes of the whales and the
bears, for it appeared to me, in fact, a
_ self-evident thing, that the largest
- shipy of the line in existence, coming
within the influence of that deadly
attraction, could resist it as little as
a featber the hurricane, and must dis-
appear bodily and at once.

The (attempts to account for the
phenomenaon—some of which, I re-
member, seemed to me sufficiently
plausible in perusal—now wore a very
different and unsatisfactory aspect.
The idea generally received is that
this, a8 well as three smaller vortices
among the Ferroe Islands, ‘‘have no
other eause than the colliston of
waves rising and falling, at flux and
reflux, against a ridge of rocks and
ghelves, which confines the water so
that it precipitates itself like a cata-
ract; and thus the higher tlhﬁe ﬂoog
rises, the deeper must the fall be, an
the patural result of all is a whirl-
pool or wortex, the prodigious suction
of which fs snfliefently known by les-
ser eéxperimrents.’’ — These are the
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words of the Encyclopedia Britan-
nica. Kircher and. others imagine
that in the center of the channel of the.
Maelstrom is an abyss penetrating the
globe, and issuing in some very re-
mote part—the Gulf of Bothnia being.
somewhat decidedly named in one in-
stance. This opinion, idle in itself,.
was the one to which, as I gazed, my.
imagination most readily assented;.
and, mentioning it to the guide, I was, ,
rather surprized to hear him say that,
although it- was the view almost uni-
versally entertained of the subject by
the Norwegians, it nevertheless was
not his own. As to the former notion
he confessed his inability to compre-
hend it; and here I agreed with him—
for, however conclusive on paper, it
becomes altogether unintelligible, and.
even absurd, amid the thunder of the
abyss.

‘““You have had a good look at the
whirl now,’’ said the old man, ‘‘and
if you will creep round this crag, 8o
as to get in its lee, and deaden the
roar of the water, I will tell you a
story that will convince you I ought
to know something of the Moskoe-
strom.”’ '

I placed myself as desired, and he
proceeded. . .

”MYSELF and my two brothers
once owned a schooner-rigged.
smack of about seventy tons burthen,
with which we were in the habit of
fishing among the islands beyond Mos-
koe, nearly to Vurrgh. In all violent
eddies at sea there is good fishing, at
proper opportunities, if one has only
the courage to attempt it; but among
the whole of the Lofoden coastmen,,
we three were the only ones who made
a regular business of going out to the
islands, as I tell you. The usual
grounds are a great way lower down
to the southward. There fish can be
got at all hours, without mueh rigk,
and therefore these places are pre-
ferred. The choice spots over here
among the rocks, however, not omly
yield the finest variety, but in far
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greater abundance; so that we eften
got in a single day what the more
timid of the craft could not serape to-
gether in a week. In fact, we made
it a matter of desperate speculation—
the risk of life standing instead of la-
2{ and ceurage answering for capi-

‘“We kept the smack in & eove ghout
five miles higher up the coast than
this; and it was our praetise, in fine
weather, to take advantage of the fif-
teen minutes’ slack to push aeross the
main ehannel of the Moskoe-etrim, far
above the pool, and then drop down
upon anchorsge somewhere near Ot-
terholm, or Sandfiesen, where the ed-
dies are not so violent as elsewhere.
Here we used to remmain until nearly
time for alack water again, when we
weighed and made for home. We
never set out upon this expeditiomn
without a steady side wind for going
and coming—one that we felt sure
would not fail us before our return—
and we seldom made a misealculation
upon this point. Twice, during six
years, we were forced to stay all night
at anchor on account of a dead calm,
which is a rare thing indeed just about
here; and once we had to remain on
the grounds nearly a week, starving
to death, owing to a gale which blew
up shortly after our arrival, and made
the channel too boisterous to be
thought of. Upon this occasion we
ghould have been driven out to sea in
spité of everything (for the whirl-
pools threw us round and round so
violently, that, at length, we fouled
our anchor and dragged it), if it had
not been that we drifted into one of
the imnumerable cross currents—here
today and gone tomorrow—which
drove us under the lee of Flimen,
where, by good luck, we brought up.

‘I could not tell you the twentieth
part of the diffieulties we encountered
‘on the ground’—it i3 a bad spot to
be in, even in good weather—but we
maks shift always to run the gauntlet
of the Moskoe-strom itself without ae-
cident ; although at times my heart has
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been in my mouth when we happened
to be a minute or so behind or before
the slack. The wind sometimes was
not as strong as we thought it at start-
ing, and then we made rather less way
than we could wish, while the current
rendered the smack unmanageable.
My eldest brother had a son eighteen
years old, and I had two stout boys of
my own. These would have been of
great asaistance at such times, in us-
ing the sweeps as well as afterward
in fishing—but, somehow, although we
ran the risk ourselves, we had not the
heart to let the young ones get into
the danger—for, after all is said and
done, it was a horrible danger, and
that is the truth.

““It is now within a few days of
three years sinee what I am going to
tell you occurred. It was on the tenth
of July, 18—, a day which the people

,of this part of the world will never

forget—far it was one in whieh blew

" the most terrible hurrieane that ever

came out of the heavens. And yet all
the morning and indeed until late in
the afternoon, there was a gentle and
steady breeze from the southwest,
while the sun shone brightly, so that
the oldest seaman among us eould not
have foreseen what was to follow.

‘‘The three of us—my two brothers
and myself—had crossed over to the
islands about two o’clock p. m., and
soon nearly loaded the asmack with fine
fish, which, we all remarked, were
more plenty that day than we had
ever known them. It was just seven,
by my wotch, when we weighed and
started for h.ome, $0 as to make the
worst of the Strom at slack water,
which we knew would be at eight.

‘“We set out with a fresh wind on
our starboard quarter, and for some
time spanked along at a great rate,
never dreaming of danger, for indeed
we 8aw not the glightest reason to ap-
prehend it. All at once we were taken
aback by a breeze from over Helseg-
gen. This was most unumal —emae-
thing that had never bappened to us

(Continsed on poge 138)
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(Continued from page 126)

before—and I began to feel a little un-
easy, without exaetly knowing why.
We put the boat on the wind, but
could make no headway at all for the
eddies, and I was upon the point of
proposing to return to the anchorage,
when, looking astern, we saw the whole
horizon covered with a singular cop-
per-colored eloud_ that rose with the
most amazing velocity.

““In the meantime the breeze that
had headed us off fell away and we
were dead becalmed, drifting about
in every direction. Thisstate of things,
however, did not last long enough to
give us time to think abont it. In less
than a minute the storm was upon us
—in less than two the sky was en-
tirely overcast—and what with this
and the driving spray, it became sud-
denly so dark-that we could not see
each other in the smack.

‘‘Such a hurricane as then blew it
is folly to attempt describing. The
oldest seaman in Norway never éx-
perienced anything like it. We had
let our sails go by the run before it
cleverly took us; but, at the first puff,
both our masts went by the board as
if they had been sawed off—the main-
mast taking with it my youngest
brother, who had lashed himself to it
for safety.

“‘Our boat was the lightest feather
of a thing that ever sat upon water.
It had a complete flush deck, with only
a small hatech near the bow, and this
hatch it lrad always been our custom
to batten down when about to cross the
Strfm, by way of precaution against
the chopping seas. But for this cir-
cumstance we should have foundered
at once—for we lay entirely buried
for some moments. How my elder
brother escaped destruction I can not
say, for I never had an opportunity
of ascertaining. For my part, as soon
as I had let the foresail run, I threw
myself flat on deck, with my feet
against the narrow gunwale of the
bow, and with my hands grasping a

- ring-bolt near the foot of the fore-

.thus got my head clear.
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mast. It was mere instinet that
prompted me to do this—avhich was
undoubtedly the very hest thing I
could have done—for I was too much
flurried to think.

‘‘For some moments we were eom-
pletely @eluged, as I say, and all this
time I held my breath, and clung to
the bolt. When I could -stand it no
longer I raised myself upon my knees,
still keeping hold with my hands, and
resently our
little boat gave herself a shake, just as
a dog does in coming out of the water,
and thus rid herself, in some measure,
of the seas. I was now trying to get
the better of the stupor that had eome
over me, and to collect my senses so
as to see what was to be done, when I
felt somebody grasp my arm. It was
my elder brother, and my heart leaped
for joy, for I had made sure that he
was overboard—Wbut the next moment
all this joy was turned into horror—
for he put his mouth close to my ear,
and screamed out the word ‘Moskoe-
strom?’

‘““No one will ever know what my
feelings were at that moment. I shook
from head to foot as if I had had the
most violent fit of the ague. I knew
what he meant by that one word well
enough—I knew what he wished to
make me understand. With the wind
that now drove us on, we were bound
for the whirl of the Strom, and noth-
ing could save us!

‘““You perceive that in crossing the
Strom channel, we always went a long
way up above the whirl, even in the
calmest weather, and then had to wait
and watch carefully for the slack—
but now we were driving right upon
the pool itself, and in such a hurri-
cane as this! ‘To be sure,” I thought,
‘we shall get there just about the
slack—there is some little hope in
that’—but in the next moment I
cursed myself for being so great a
fool as to dream of hope at all. I
knew very well that we were doomed,
had we been ten times & ninety-gun
ship.
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“B! THIS time the first fury of the
tempest had spent itself, or per-
hapewedidmtfeelrtsamuch as we
seudded before it, but at all events
‘the seas, whiech af ‘first had been kept
down by the wind, and lay flat and
frothing, mow got wp inta abselute
raountaims. A smgular change, too,
hast come over the hezvens. Arcumd
im every direetisn it was still as black
as piteh, et mearly overhead thers
burst out, all at onee, a cireular rift
of charsky~aa elear as I ever saw—
amd of a deep bright blue—and
thmugx it there blazmd forth the full
mocon: Witk z fester that I pever before
kaew ber te wear. Sho lit up every-
thing nbeut us with the greatest dis-
timetness—but, ok Gad, what a wcens
lt was to light ap!

. “¥ now made one or twe aﬁempcs to
speak to my Brother—but in seme
manwer which ¥ could net understand,
the din had so mereased that T could
ot make him kear a smele word al-
thongh F sercamed at the top of my
veice m his egr. Presently he shook
his head, locking as pale as death, and
held wp one of his fmgers, as if to say
‘listen!’

¢ At frst ¥ conld rot make out what
he meant—but soon a hideous thought
flashed upon me. [ dragged my watch
from its fob. It was net going. T
glaneed at its faee by the mhght
amd then burst im tears as I flung it
far away into the oeean. I had run
dewn at seven o’cleek! We were be-
hind the time of the slack, and the
whirl of the Strem wss in full fury!

‘““When a boat is well built, prep-
erly trimmed, and not deep laden, the
wawves im a strong gale, when she B
geing large, seem: always to slip from
beneath her—which appears strange
to a2 landsman—and this ¥ what is
called mdiag, in sea phrase.

“Well, so far we had ridden the
swells very efeverly; but presently a
gigantie sea happened to take us right
under the counter; and bore us with it
as it rose—up—up—as if into the sky.
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I would not have believed that any
wave could rise so high. And then
down we came with a sweep, a slide,
and a plunge that made me feel sick
and dizzy, as if I was falling from
some lofty mountain-top in a dream.
But while we were up I had thrown a
quick glance around—and that one
glance was all-sufficient. I saw our
exact position in an instant. The Mos-
koe-strém whirlpool was about-a quar-
ter of a mile dead ahead—but no more
like the everyday Moskoe-strom than
the whirl, as you now see it, is like a
mill-race. If T had not known where
we were, and what we had to expect,
I should not have recognized the place
at all. As it was, I involuntarily closed
my eyes in horror. The Kds clenched
themselves together as if in a spasm.

‘It could not have been more than
two minutes afterwards until we sud-
denly felt the waves subside, and were
" enveloped in foam. The boat made a
sharp half-turn to larboard, and then
shot off in its new direction like a
thunderbolt. At the same moment the
roaring noise of the water was com-
pletely drowned in a kind of shrill
shriek—such a sound as you might
imagine given out by the water-pipes
of many thousand steam-vessels let-
ting off their steam all together. We
were now in the belt of surf that al-
ways surrounds the whirl; and I
thought, of course, that another mo-
ment would plunge us into the abyss,
down which we could only see indis-
tinctly on account of the amazing
velocity with which we were borne
along. The boat did not seem to sink
into the water at all, but to skim like
an air-bubble upon the surface of the
surge. Her starboard side was next
the whirl, and on the larboard arose
the world of ocean we had left. It
stood like a huge writhing wall be-

" tween us and the horizon.

‘It may appear strange, but now,
when we were in the very jaws of the
. gulf, I felt more composed than when
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we were only approaching it. Having
made up my mind to hope no more, I
got rid of a great deal of that terror
which unmanned me at first. I sup-
posed it was despair that strung my
nerves,

‘It may look like boasting—but
what I tell you is truth—I began to
reflect how magnificent & thing it was
to die in such a manner, and how
foolish it was in me to think of so pal-
try a consideration as my own indi-
vidual life, in view of so wonderful a
manifestation of Gods power. I do
believe that I blushed with shame
when this idea crossed my mind. After
a little while I became possessed with
the keenest curiosity about the whirl
itself. I positively felt a wish to ex-
plore its depths, even at the sacnﬁae
I was going to make; and my prinei-
pal grief was that 1 'should never be
able to tell my old companions on
shore about the mysteries I should see.
These, no doubt, were singular fancies
to occupy a man’s mind in such ex-
tremity—and I have often thought
since, that the revolutions of the boat
around the pool might have rendered
me a little light-headed.

‘“‘There was another ecirecumstance
which tended to restore my self-pos-
session; and this was the cessation of
the wind, which could not reach us in
our present situation—for, as you saw
for yourself, the belt of the surf is
considerably lower than the general
bed of the ocean, and this latter now
towered above us, a high, black moun-
tainous ridge. If you have never been
at sea in a heavy gale, you can form
no idea of the econfusion of mind ec-
casioned by the wind and spray to-
gether. They blind, deafen, and
strangle you, and take away all power
of action or reflection. But we were
now, in a great measure, rid of these
annoyances—just as death-condemned
felons m prison are allowed petty in-
dulgences, forbidden them while their
doom is yet uncertain.
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Yow often we made the circuit of

the belt it is impossible to say.

We careered round and round for
perhaps an hour, flying rather than
floating, getting gradually more and
more into the middle of the surge, and
then nearer and nearer to its horrible

inner edge. All this time I had never:

let go of the ring-bolt. My brother
was at the stern, holding on to a small
empty water-cask which had been se-
curely lashed under the coop of the
eounter, and was the only thing on
deek that had not been swept over-
hoard when the gale first took us. As
we approached the brink of the pit
he Ist go his hold upon this, and made
for the ring, from which, in the agony
of his terror, he endeavored to force

/ hands, as it was not large enough
to afford us both a secure grasp. I
never folt deeper grief than when I
saw him attempt this act—although
I knew he was a madman when he did
it—a raving maniac through sheer
fright. I did not eare, however, to
contest the point with him. T knew
it could make no difference whether
either of us held on at all; so I let
kim have the bolt, and went astern to
the cask. This there was no great
difficulty in doing; for the smack flew
round steadily enough, and upon an
even keel—only swaying to and fro
with the immense sweeps and swelters
of the whirl. Scarcely had I secured |
myself in my new position, when we
gave a wild lurch to starboard, and
rushed headlong into the abyss, I mut-
tered a hurried prayer to God, and
thought all was over.

““As I felt the sickening sweep of
the descent, I had instinetively tight-
ened my hold upon the barrel, and
closed my eyes. For some seconds I
dared not open them—while I expect-
ed instant destruction, and wondered
that I was not already in' my death-
strogeles with the water.
ment after moment elapsed. I still
lived. The sense of falling hatd ceased ;
and the motion of the vessel seemed

[
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much as it had been before, while in
the belt of foam, with the exception
that she now lay more along. Y took
courage and looked once again upon
the scene.

‘“Never shall I forget the sensation
of awe, horror, and admiration with
which I gazed about me. The boat
appeared to be hanging, as if by
magic, midway down, upon the inte-
rior surfaee of a fmmel vast in eir-
cumference, prodigious in depth, and
whose perfectly smooth sides might
have been mistaken for ebony, but for
the bewildering rapidity with which
they spun around, and for the gleam-
mg and ghastly ‘radiance they shot
forth, as the rays of the full moon,
from that cireular rift smid the elouds
which I have already described,
streamed in a flood of golden glory
along the black walls, and far away
down into the inmost recesses of the
abyss.

‘“At first I was too much eonfused
to observe anything accurately. The
general burst of terrifie gra was
all that T beheld. When I recavered
myself a little, however, my gaze fell

instinctively downward. In this di-

rection I was able to obtain an um-
obstructed view, from the manner in
which the smack hung on the inclined
surface of the pool. She was quite
upon an even keel—that is to say, her
deck lay in a plane parallel with that
of the water—but this latter sloped at
an angle of more than forty-five de-

grées, so that we seemed to be lying

upon our beam-ends. I ecould net help
observing, nevertheless, that I had
searcely mare diffieulty in maintain-
ing my hold and footing in this situ-
ation, than if we had been upon a
dead level; and this, I suppose, was
owing to the speed at which we re-
volved.

‘“The rays of the moon seemed to
search the very bottam of the pro-
found gulf; but stil I could msake
out nothing distinetly an aceount of a
thick mist in which everything there
was enveloped, and ever whiech there
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hung a magnificent rainbow, like that
narrow and tottering bridge whieh
Mussulmans say is the only pathway
between Time and Eternity. This
mist, or spray, was no doubt oeca-
sioned by the clashing of the great
walls of the funnel, as they all met
together at the bottom—but the yell
that went up to the heavens from out
of that mist I dare not attempt to
describe. - :

*“Our first stide into the abyss it-
self, from the belt of foam, had car-
ried us to a great distanee down the
slope ; but our further desecnt was by
ne means proportionate. Round and
round we swept—not with any uni-
form meovement—but in di
swings and jerks, that sent us sume-
times only a few hundred yards—
sometimes nearly the complete eircait
of the whirl. Our progress downward,
at esech revelution, wae elow, but very
pereeptible.

“Liooking about me upon the wide
waste of liquid ebony on which we

were thus borne, ﬂi{:e'reei'ved that our
boat was not the anly object in the em-
brace of the whirl. Both above and
below us were visible fragments crf
vessels, }arge masses of building-tim:
ber and trunks of trees, with many
smaller articles, suck as pieees of
house farnitare, broken boxes, barrels
and staves. I have already deseribed
the unnatural curiosity which had
token the place of my original terrors.
It appeared to grow upon me as I
drew nearer and nearer to my dread-
ful doom. I now began to watch, with
a strange mterest, the numerous.
things that floated in our company.
I must have been delirious, for I even
sought emusemens in speculating upon
the relative velocities of their sev-
eral desrents toward the foam below.
‘This fir-tree,” I found myself at one
time saying, "‘will be the
next thing that takes the awful plunge
and diszsppears,'—and then 1 was ds-

‘appomtedtohdthatthewneko&a
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making several guesses of this nature,
and being deceived im all—this faet—
the fset of my invariable miscaleula-
tion—eet me upon a train of reflection
that made my limbs again tremble,
and my heart beat heavily enee more.

“‘It was not a new terror that thus
affected me, but the dawn of a more
exciting hope. This hope arose partly
from memory, and partly from pres-
ent observation. I ealled to mind the
great variety of buoyant matter that
strewed the eoast of Lofoden, having
been absorbed and then thrown forth
by the Moskoe-strom. By far the
greater number of the articles were
shattered in the most extraordinary
way—so chafed and roughened as to
have the appearance of being stuck
full of spimters—but then 1 distinetly
reeollected that there were some of
them whieh were not disfigured at all.
Now I eould not aeeount for this dif-
ferenee exeept by suppesing that the

roughened frzgments were the only '
ones which had beem completely eb- |
- sorbed—that theothershad entered the |

whirl at so late a period of the tide,
or, from some reason, had deseended

so slowly after entering, that they did |

not reach the bottom before the turm
of the flood eame, or the ebb, as the
ease might be. I eomceived it possible,
in eitber instanee, that they might
thus be whirled up again to the level
of the ocean, without undergomg the
fate of those whkich had been drawn
in more early or absorbed more rapid-
ly. I made, also, three important ob-
servations. The first was, that as a
general rule, the larger the bodies

. were, the more rapid their descent—

the seeond, that, between two masses
of equal extent, the one spherical, and
the other of any efher shape, the su-
periority in speed of deseent was with
the sphere—the third, that, between
two masses of equal size, the one cylin-
drical and the other of any other

- shape, the eylinder was absorbed the

more slowly. Sinee my eseape, I have
had several eonversstions on this sub-
jeet with an old schoolmsster of the

_heart, etc.
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district; and it was from him that I
learned the use of the words ‘cylin-
der’ and “sphere.’ He explaine to
me—although I have forgotten the ex-
planation—how what I observed was,
in fact, the natural conseguence of
the forms of the floating fragments—
and showed me how it happened that
a cylinder, swimming in a vortex, of-
fered more resistance to its suction,
and was drawn in with greater dif-
ficulty than an equally bulky body, of
any form whatever.*

‘‘There was one startling circum-
stance which went a great way in en-
forcing these observations, and ren-
dering me anxtous to turn them to ac-
count, and this was that, at every
revolution, we passed something like
a barrel, or else the yard or the mast
of a vessel, while many of these things,
which had been on onr level when I
first opened my eyes upon the won-
ders of the whirlpool, were now high
up above us, and seemed to have
moved but little from their original
station. _

‘I no longer hesitated what to do.
I resolved to lash myself securely to
the water-cask upon which I now held,
to cut it loose from the counter, and
to throw myself with it into the water.
I attracted my brother’s attention by
signs, pointed to the floating barrels
that came near us, and did every-
thing in my power to make him
understand what I was about to do. I
thought at length that he compre-
hended my design—but, whether this
was the case or not, he shook his head
despairingly, and refused to move
from his station by the ring-bolt. It
was impossible to reach him; the
emergency admitted of no delay; and
se, with a bitter struggle, I resigned
- lim to his fate, fastened myself to
the cask by means of the lashings
which secured it to the cou er, and
precipitated miyself with it into the
8688, without another moment’s hesita-
tion,

*Sce Archimedes, “De Incidentibus in Fluido”
—lib. 2. _

L4
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“THE result was precisely what I
4 had hoped it might be. As it is
myself who now tell you this tale—as
you see that 1 df@ eseape—and as
you are already in possession of the
mode in which this escape was ef-
fected, and_ must therefore anticipate
all that I have further to gay—I will
bring my story quickly to conclusion.
It might have been an hour, or there-
abouts, after my quitting t}ua amack,
when, having despended to a vget dis-
tanee beneath me, it made three or
four wild gyrations in rapdd sueces-
sion, and %?armg my loved brother
with it, plunged headlong, at omee and
forever, into the chaos of foam below.
The barrel to whigh I wes attached
snnk very little farther thah half the
distance between the hottom of the
gulf and the spot at which I leaped
overboard before a great change took
place in the character of the whirl-
pool. The slope of the sides of the vast
funnel beegme momentarily less and
less steep. The gyrations of the whirl
grew, gradually, Iess and less violent.
By degrees, the froth and the rain-
bow disappeared, and the bottom of
the gulf seemed slowly to uprise. The
sky was clear, the winds had gone
down, and the full moon was setting
radiantly in the west, when I found
myself on the surface of the ocean, in
full view of the shores of Lafoden,
and above the spot where the pool of
the Moskoe-strém kad been. It was
the hour of the slack-—but the sea still
heaved in moumtainous waves from
the effects of thie hurricane. I was
barne violeéntly into the channel of the
Strém, and in a few minutes was hur-
ried down the ¢oast into the ‘grounds’
of the fishermen. A boat ‘pieked me
up — exhausted from Zfatigne — and
(now that the danger was removed)
speechless from the memory of its hor-
ror. Those who drew me on board
were my eld mates and daily com pan-
ions—but they knew me no more than
they wonld have known a traveler
from the spirit-land. My bair, which
had been raven black the day before,
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was as white as you see it now. They
say too that the whole expression of
my countenance had changed. I told
them my story—they did not believe
it. "T now 'tell it to you—and I can
seéarcely expect you te put more faith
in it than did the merry fishermen of
Lofoden.”” -

Ougabalys

CLARK ASHTON SMITH

In billow-lost Poseidonis,
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'The Curse of the House
of Phipps

(Continued from page 29)

wise at the same time. With a serap-
ing, rasping sound the slab came
away from its anchorage, tilted
obliquely a moment, then rolled back.

Before us lay a stone-sided crypt
some two and a half feet deep by four
feet wide, more than six feet long,
floored with a second slab of slate
like that we had just wrenched loose.
‘What I expected to see inside I do not
know. Certainly, I was unprepared
for the sight which met my eyes.

Calm as though she had lain down
to sleep an hour before, lay a girl,
young, slim, delicate. From the tip
of her head to the soles of her heavy
brogans with their wide brass buckles
she was as carefully arrayed as
though clad to attend a meeting of
the townsfolk of old Woolwich. True,
her wrists were bound with a twist of
knotted rawhide, but the fingers of
her hands lay placidly together as
though folded in prayer, and on her
fresh, girlish features was a look of
peace and calm such as few who die
“‘naturally’’ in their beds are priv-
ileged to wear. Too, the preservation
of her body was well-nigh perfect;
time and death alike appeared to have
passed her by, or paused reluctant in
their work of destruction at sight of
her frail beauty.

But what amazed me more than
-anything was the startling resem-
blance the dead girl bore to Marguer-
ite DuPont of Twentieth Century
Woolwich, Marguerite DuPont who
even now stepped timidly forward to
gaze upon the features which had
lain beneath the stone of sacrifice for
upward of two hundred years.

 ‘“A-a-ah!’”’ de Grandin let his
breath out slowly between his teeth.
‘‘She died horribly, this poor one, but
peace was hers at’last, it seems. Now,

Friend Pasteur, the time had come for
you to——"’

Something—a wisp of vapor gen-
erated by the burning of the house
and confined in a cranny of the
hearth-grave, perhaps—wafted up-
ward from the martyred French
girl’s tomb, floated lightly a moment
in the chill midwinter air, and seemed
to settle like a cloud upon the shoul-
ders of young Edw n Phipps. Next
instant he had fallen to the pavement,
clawing ‘at his neck with impotent
hands, making wunceuth, gurgling
noises in his throat. . Already, at -the
corners of his lips, appeared twin tiny
stains of blood, as though a vessel in
his throat had ruptured. Vo

““No—mno; you shall not have him!
He’s mine; mine, I tell you!’’ The czy
seemed wrung from Marguerite' Du-
Pont, who, fallen to her knees beside
the struggling man, fought frantically
to drive the hovering vapor off, beat-
ing at it as if it were a swarm of sum-
mer gnats.

“To prayers, Friend Priest! Pour
Uamour d’un conard, proceed quick-
ly!”’ de Grandin cried. ‘‘You, too,
mes braves! Attend your duties!’’
He waved imperatively at the under-
taker and his assistants.

‘‘ Enter not into judgment with Thy
servant, O Lord; for in Thy sight
shall no man be justified, unless
through Thee he find pardon—"°
the priest intoned.

Quickly, but gently, the under-
taker’s men lifted the ealm cold body
from beneath the hearthstone, placed
it with practised hands in the waiting
casket, and closed the lid.

Astonishingly, like steam dissolving
in the cold morning air, the baleful
white cloud surrounding ‘young
Phipps’s head began to vanish. In.a



WEIRD TALES

moment it had disappeared and he
lay panting, his head pillowed in the
crook of Marguerite’s uninjured arm,
her little handkerchief wiping away
the tiny gouts of blood from his lips.

. Father Rizzio followed the casket.
‘‘ Bternal rest grant unto her, O Lord,
and let perpetual light shine upon
her——'7 he murmured.

-The little Frenchman began to
Isugh. Sharply his chuckle sounded
in contrast te the devotional chant of
the clergyman who new stood beside
the hearse in which the mortician and
his men disposed the easket prepara-
tory to the journey to the graveyard

‘“ Barbe d’un bouc; my friends, it is
too drolll’’ he cried, pausing to wipe
his eyes, then' giving himself up once
more to unbridled merriment. ‘‘Me,
I know all; I have made much in-
quiry of late, yet never did I foresee
that which has transpired, Jules de
Grandin, the very good jest is on
you!”’” And once again he laughed
until I thought his sides would surely
break, .
- ““Observe them, Friend Trow-
bridge,’’ he ordered, nodding delighf-
edly to Edwin Phxpps and Marguer-
ite. ““Is it not an excellent-good
joke?”’

T looked at him in wonder. Young
Phipps was recovering quickly under
the girl’s ministrations, and as he
opened his eyes and murmured some-
thing she bent quickly and kissed him
on the mouth.

““What’s funny about that?’’ I
queried almost: angrily.

‘‘Forgive my unseemly merriment,’’
he begged as we set out for the ceme-
tery to witness the interment of. poor
Marguerite DuPont’s body, ‘“but as
I said before, I knew much which is
“withheld from you, and might easily
have seen that which has happened
had I not been one great muttonhead.
Attend ms, if you please:

“You wonder that Mademoigselle
Marguerite resembles her whom we
have but & moment ago raised from
hér untonsecrated grave? Pardieu,
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twould be strange if it were other-
wise. The one is great-great-grand-
daughter te the other, o less! Con-
sider: When first the yeang Mensicur
advised us of this s mrysteriows fate
which overtook his ancestors, I was
greatly interested. If, as eld Mon-
sieur Obediah recounts m his diary,
the poor ome, Marguerite DuPont, lay
buried bamesth the wicked hearth-
stone of thmt evil howse, I greatly
favored the idea that the memory of
an ancient grudge—resentment which
held fast like death—was focused
there, for whsre the misused body lay,
I thonght, there, in all prehability,
would be found the wellgmmg of
the malediction whiech has parsued
. the Plippeas. Therefore, I told me,

we must go there, wtomb the poor,

murdered bedy of the unfartamate
woman, and give it Christian burial.
A fervent QCatholie dhe had Yived;
such, presumsaddy whe had died,
though there was no priest to shrive

her sonl or cammmit ker body to a rest- -

ful grave. Thess eamissioms, _they
must be remedied, I told me, and then,

perbape, she should have peace, amd
the bane of her old curee might be
Joosened.

‘““Very well, to this so execrakie ald
house we did repair, #ad on that very
night comes Mademoiselle Marguerite
the serond, przyamg shelter from the
storn and from the m¥screants who
had wounded her.

“Anon, cames that Memsieur
Claude, intemt om ZIrightening us
from gut the house, bt I am not de-
etived, and shoot him thromgh the
tongs He dies, and im the semne hour
his son s borm. ?zwﬂdﬂﬁ:m
@elbernte dexign maligmant
dend, the famity curee is ance more
fuifiled Vex

“Wiaat I did not then kwow, how-

over, was that the ladly we have res-
med was & Yineal desrendunt of that
Mugpether DaPum whose body lay
almost beneath eur feet at the mo-
ment. Remember how it are recorded
thut she dore a soa te wicked old Mon-
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sieur Joshua? The son assumed his
mother’s name, @inre eraven cowmrd-
toe had ezueed his fsther to disowa
him, Tt is slways s0, when women
love with greater strength tham wis-
dam, my friends. *
“At firet the sandal of ¥is birth

“Thig moeech { iearmed by mach dis-
creet mquiry; what I osald net know,
becamse my eyes were everywhere but
where they shoald have been, was thmt
the Imtred of the ancestors dEered no
bar to the love of their descendants.
Porbleu, that Monsienr Cupid, he
shoets his arrows wherehe pleases, and
none may 5ay him nay!

‘“Today, when the last gasp of dy-
ing hatred weuld have sverwhebmed
Friend Edwin, Madamonslle Mar-
@uerite doas battle with ber smeostress
for the life of him she loves, and—
gréce 4 Dies—it did appemr that love
is lord of hate, and the victmry was
hers. I amn vary glad.”’

Hmahmapdeﬂrm&nand
1 returned from the pretty bome
Edwin aad Margusrite Phippe have
it in Hemoavile. e Mo
voon their Srstdom son, Edwa de
Gramdim Phipps, was chrostened with
all the eovemony erdained by the Bosk
of Commen Praxyex. There was much
to eat, and mere te drmk attendamt
w&efnnnhon,md[mt%ostate
thet my little friend retwosd i a
condition far removed from that =p-
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gmvadbytliehdiesofthew. C. T.

Seated on his bed, one patent leath-
er shoe removed, he gazed with philo-
sophical concentration at the mauve-
silk sock thus exposed. ‘‘Friend
Trowbridge,”” he declared at length,
“I wish Monsieur and Madame
Phipps as many progeny as the Grand
Tark boasts. 1 hope they are all
christened in due and ancient form;
I simcerely hope they have as much
liquid refreshment at futnre chris-
tenings as at this afternoon’s so de-
lightful service.’” A moment he
paused, struggling manfunilly with the
other shoe; then, as the footgear came
away in response to a tremendous tug,
he added:

‘““And may Jules de Grandin be
there to drink it!”’

‘“Yhe Drums of Damballah,” a powerfnl, vivid
voodoo story of Jules de Grandin, will appear soen,
Wateh for it in WERD Talzs.

The Bird-People
(Continyed from page 48)

who might have been ane of our own
people so far as his physical appear-
ance went, except that he wore a gar-
ment which greatly resembled the skin
of a lion, across one shoulder, and
girded around his waist. Both men
were armed with the double funnel-
shaped comtrivanees and lethal tubes.

It was not until both men had
dashed to the eenter of the arena and
stood faeing each other at a distanee
of about fifty feet that I realized that
they were to be opponents in a duel to
the death.

“Crest of my grandfather!’’ ex-
clamed Katodar Se, who was perched
an my right, ‘‘if 1t be not the me-
chanie who s0 nearly eaused our
death!’’

“But who is the other?’’ I asked.
‘‘The one with the skin about him?’’

“A eaptured warrior of Gulva-
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sora,’’ he replied. ‘‘If he succeeds in
besting ten of our felons who have
been econdemned to the games, he will
be Bermitted to live in peace among
us.

‘‘Butnot given his freedom?’’

‘‘Perhaps, when his country ceases
to war with ours,”’

At the sound of a gong, the two
combatants suddenly went into aetion.
Because of my previous observation of
the work of these lethal tubes, I ex-
pected the contest to be over in an in-
stant. But I was mistaken. 1 had
never seen the funnel-like devices
used before. Now they were brought
into play, being held in the left hand
80 that the funnel on one end was in
front of the fighter while that on the
other projected back from beneath the

left arm. Both fightérs erouched low

behind their funnels, manipulating
their deadly tubes with mo apparent
effect on each other, and hopping or
darting this way and that as if spar-
ring for openings.

Suddenly the bird-man sprang to-
ward his opponent, apparently bent
on dispatching him at close quarters,
but he had made a fatal mistake of
sane sort, for he disappeared in mid-
air.

‘While the white victor awaited his
next opponent, I plied Katodar Se
. with questions regarding the weapons,
and he explained their use.

‘“All matter,”’ he said, ‘‘is but a
mode of motion. Dense matter is a
group of slow motions, while lighter
matter is an agglomerate of swifter
motions. The tubes are nothing more
than matter energizers whieh, when
properly pointed and focused, in-
crease the atomic and proton-elec-
tronic motion of matter so rapidly
that its density is reduced to nothing
at all, or at least to nothing of which
we are able to take cognizance, which
amounts to the same thing. The de-
fengive instruments are built to at-
tract and capture the tags from the
tubes, which, being thns intertppted,
form a flux through them, simSlar o
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a magnetic flux through a bar of iron,
During the process, however, they are
slowed down by resistance until, be-
fore emergimg at the other end, tiBy
are rendered quite harmless.’’

The white warrior fell before his
next opponent, and others were
brought on the field to duel with the
same type of weapons. It appeared,
however, that these duels were merely
preliminaries to whet the appetites of
the people for the more bloody and
primitive battles that followed. Men
fought with clubs, stones, axes,
swords, and bows and arrows quite
similar to those used in Europe in
early days. The lethal tubes were
used, however, to clear the arena of
corpses and gore at the end of each
fight by the simple proecess of dissolv-
ing them to nothingness.

Then horrible, grotesque, man-kill-
ing ecreatures were brought on the
scene. The first, a huge feathered
snake at least forty feet in length,
crawled into the arena amid cries of
delight from the onlookers. A white
man of the enemy nation of Gulva-
sora, although armed with a sword
and a brave fighter, was seized and
swallowed after a short skirmish.
After swallowing a second white
swordsman the snake grew sluggish,
and was dragged away with a large
cable attached behind its jaws.

Numerous other queer creatures,
most of them apparently half bird,
half reptile, slew or were slain in their
turn. Then the booming of the gong
silenced the crowd, and a crier stood
forth to announce the final event.

‘‘People of Axtosora,”’ he said,
‘“‘our mighty ruler has prepared a
most pleasant surprize for you. To-
day you have seen a huhdred of our
hated enemies do battle in the arena.
Owr raiding expeditions have been
vistoripus and a thousand more lie in
our prisons to pleasure you on other
féte days. But this is not all. You
shall now see how the mightiext scien
tist in Alsitar takes vengeance on Ten-
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san De, ruler of the hated Gulvasor-
ians,”” ) o
At the conclusion of this announce-
ment - the gongs boomed once more.
Then a dozen men entered the areas,
bearing on their shoulders a closed
Iitter or palanquin. While the popu-
lation twittered with curiosity they
marched to the center of the arena
‘and lowered the litter to the ground.
* One of the bearers then opened a door
in the side, reached within, and
dragged out a young woman. He
pulled her roughly forward by the
wrist, but she jerked from his grasp
and stood with chin erect, proud de-
fiance mingled with disdain in the look
which she returned to the grinning
Vangar De. At sight of her a medley
of deafening cries came from the on-
lookers.

One of the litter-bearers cast a sword
at her feet, but she paid no attention
to it. Then the twelve bird-men took
up the palanquin and withdrew from
the arena. :

"The girl—she could not have been
more than eighteen — was the most
beautiful I have ever beheld in that
world or this Her golden ringléts
were circled by a chain of white metal,
studded with jewels, and in which a
great gleaming emerald glittered
above the center of her forehead. A
black and yellow garment, apparently
made from the skins of leopards, cov-
ered her alim body from breasts to
thighs, leaving shoulders, arms and
legs bare. On her feet were sandals
bound with light thongs. :

““Who is she?’’ T asked, tummg to
my instructor.

‘‘She is Rosan, daughter of Tensan
De of Gulvasora,”’ replied Katodar
“Se. ‘“Great will be the vengeance of
Vangar De, and great the sorrowing
of his enemies.’

‘While he was speaking there came
a murmur from the other end of the
stadium, and looking, I saw a huge
bird stalk into the arena. It was three
times as tall as any ostrich I have ever
se¢n, and of a much more stocky
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bmld Its wings and body were cov-
ered with feathers, mottled black and
brown, but its great blue serawny
neck and head were naked and wrin-
kled like those of a vulture. The huge,
curved beak, at least two feet in
length, was also vulture-like in ap-
pearanee, and the sealy legs termi-
nated in feet armed with formidable-
looking talons.

‘“The man-eating gor!’’ exclaimed
aKh.atoq?r Se. ‘‘She will never escape
ve.

THE hideous ereature had only
stalked forward a few steps when
it espied its victim in the eenter of
the arena. Then it spread its wings
outward, extended its ugly head, and
ran straight for the girl. Secarcely
realizing what I did, I leaped over the
railing and alighted sprawling on the
sand twenty feet below. Then I
whipped out both forty-fives and
sprinted forward, calling to the girl
in the language I had just been at
such pains to learn.

The bird, however, was too swift
for me—swifter, I am convineced, than
anything that ever ran upon our
earth. Before it reached the girl she
stooped and picked up the sword, then
crouched, awaiting the attack. The
thing had evidently been pricked with
swords before, as it showed consider-
able wariness, circling swiftly around
the girl. Suddenly it lunged out with
its huge curved beak, seized the blade
of the weapon, and tore it from her
grasp. I was then within range, but
dared not fire for fear of hitting the
girl, who was between me and her at-
tacker.

Again T called to her, and this time
she heard me, for she immediately
turned and ran in my direction. For
a moment the bird shook the sword,
apparently trying to crunch it in its
beak. Then the blade snapped, and
the horrid monster, dropping the
pleees, leaped forward once more in
pursmt of its victim,
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I fired as the exhansted girl fell at
my feet, but with no pereeptible effect.
on her assalla.nt Then, with that huge
body as a target, I empt'led both weap-
ons. To my horror, the thing still
advanced!

It was nearly upon us when it fal-
tered, its scaly legs sagging as if
under a tremendous weight. There
was not time to reload, so I caught
up the exhausted girl just as that.
ugly, gaping beak reached out to
seize her, and ran. ‘

I must have covered fully a hun-
dred yards before I realized that pur-
sunit had ceased. Then, “upon looking
around, I saw the hideous man-eater
ﬂuttermg and squawking in an aim-
less circle on the sand. -

There was a terrific din in the sta-
dium around us. Believing it was
caused by my own actions, I gently
lowered the girl to the sand and re-
loaded my weapons. A shadow,
darting across the sand in front of
me, attracted my gaze to the heavens
and disabused my mind. I saw that
which had probably saved both of us
from annihilation by the lethal tubes
—for the sky was actually swarming
with spinning spheres, similar in color
and outline to the one which had
drawn us to this strange land, but
only half as large. Many of them
alighted in the arena, and belched
forth an army of white warriors,
armed with lethal tubes and wave-
shields. The panic-stricken yellow
people fled this way and that like
frightened birds seeking cover, while
the tubes of the white warriors took
deadly toll. The few bird soldiers in
the stadium were quickly disposed of,
and it began to look like a thorough
victory for the white men, when sud-
denly the huge globe which had
brought us to Alsitar came whirling
into view, followed by a flock of
smaller globes filled with the yellow
defenders. Evidently Vangar De had
survived the attack and managed to
reaeh his globe.
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‘ Rotating ' W1th such rapidity that its
portholes were invisible, the big globe
descended toward the arena. Sud-
denly a red ray shot out from it to
one of the smaller globes of the white
attackers. It arose, and was hurled
out into space. Then another and
another, caught by the whirling red
ray, hurtled out of the arena in long
parabolas and disappeared into the
blne sky above us.

The girl at my feet stirred uneas11y,
and I helped her to rise.

“If my father would only come,”-

she cried, ‘‘vietory nn%ht yet. be ours.
But the great globe of Vangar De is

far too powerful for our ordinary

war-globes.”’

One by one, the globes of the Gul-
vagorians were hurled into outer space
until only two remained in the arena,
Then; with unexpected suddenness, a

huge globe, fully as large as that of

Vangar De, appeared.
““He comes! He comes!”’ eried the
girl.. ‘“Now will the bird-men leamm
the might of Tensan De.”’
Spinning with 'a velocity that
equaled, if it did not exeel that of
the first globe, the seeond whirled to-

ward it. They did not collide as I ex-
pected, but suddenly began revolving

aroind a common center with such

speed that they formed a great

blurred rirg in the sky above our
heads, united by two red rays, each of
which -projected from one of the
globes.

Presently from this giant pinwheel
there same a familiar erackling sound.
A, trail of scintillating sparks ap-
peared, and two violet rays now con-
ndeted the whirling globes. Vangar
D#e, I assumed, was trying to use his
ﬁiolet ray as he had used it on our
ship, and send his rival’s globe
hurtling into a different angle of
vibration, but the ray of Tensan De
neutralized it and was, in turn, neu-
tralized,

The pinwheel, meanwhile, did not
remain stationary in the sky, but
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