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Ready

Fora Big
Pay Job

Men like you are needed right now to fill big-paying jobs in the electrical field.
There never was a time when opportunities for money making were as good as they

are now. Good jobs are open everywhere to men who know “what's what.” Elec-

trical Experts earn from $12 to $30 a day. Even the ordinary electricians get top-notch pay. Why don'

you get in on this and get a real man's size job now? With my simplified Electrical Course | can quickly

fit you to hold one. Read W. E. Pence's letter below. This is only one of thousands of such

letters 1 have received. t +

You Can Be a Big Money Maker QAcrIK

I have trained over 20,000 men in electricity—thousands of successful men all over

the world attribute their success to my training. | can make you successful too. In
:act | will guarantee your success. If you will follow my home study course you can become an expert, draw-
ing a fat salary, in the same time it takes you to get a little raise in the work you are doing now.

Jurrps$125 Age or Lack of Education No Handicap
Fro ,

No matter how old or how young you are, or what education you have, there is a real
Month to

future for you in electricity. If you can read and write | can put you on the road to

success. | can help you to a position that will make people admire you and look up to you.

m Cash InonYour Spare! ime | Guarantee Your
the Story of

LR u USE youn spare time te get a better job. Most Complete Satisfaction
W. E. Pence

Over °* us “ave cnou?h spare time every day to sell . .
a little at about $10.00 an hour. Sell some to 1am so sure | can make a big pay electrical
expert out of you that | guarantee your suc-
W. E. Pence
in bis working togs

*//\

yourself at this price. Watch how quick

you will earn the money back if you cess. | agree under bond to return every

put the time into study. cent you pay me for tuition when you have
finished the course, if you are not satisfied

: : that it is the best investment you have ever
Electrical W_orklng made. If you don't make good, this million
Outfit Free

dollar institution will.
Every man who enrolls for H
my electrical course gets Act nght Now f

a big outfit of tools, ma- Let me send you my big free book f
terial and instruments free.  giving details of the opportunities
This includes an electric electricity offers you and a sam- aT
motor and other things Mail the~~

Chehalis. Wash.,
Mr Cooke:— Oct. 9.

When / enrolled with you less than a year
ago | was a common mechanic earning $25
to $30 a week. Today / am an " Electrical Ex-
pert" with a business of my own thatgives me
a clear profit of over $750 a month.

I have more work than Icon do. The people
around Chehalis come to me tofix their start-
ers, generators and ignition troubles because
they know that | know how to do it right.

My success, | owe to you, Mr. Cooke. The
thorough practical training which you gave me
throughyour Easily-learned Home StudyCourse
in Electricity has made me an independent,
highly respected business man in this com-
munity. Sincerely yours, W E. Pence

not usually found in a be-
ginners outfit. These are
the same tools and the
same material you will use
later in your work. Every-
thing practical *and good
right from the start.

1> i v.mer

CHICAGO ENGINEERING />
WORKS, Dept. 179 f

2150 Lawrence Are., Chicago A

nnsmeer >

pie lesson also free.
coupon and get this at once.. w

Learn how other men "got w\ | rVim!r*J
themselves ready tohold > -.r <~ °°Ke .
%ood paying jobs" znd + Engineer Chicago
ow Ican help you do Engineering Works,
the same. This isyour / Dcpt- ,7”. 2150 Uwrance Ave.,
big chance—taken. > Chicago. IlI.
Dear Sir:_ Send at once Sample Les-
sons. your Big Book, and full particulars
of yourrreeOutfit and Home StudyCourse
X —allfully prepaid without obligation on my

Name.

JAddress...,
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"Goose-
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Stories
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The Unique
MAGAZINE

ALES of horror—or *goose-

flesh”  stories—are commonly
.shunned by magazine editors. Few,
iIf anv, mil consider such a storv.
no matter how interesting it may be.
They believe that the public doesn’t
want this sort of fiction. We. how-
ever, believe otherwise. We believe
there are tens of thousands— perhaps
hundreds of thousands—of intelli-
gent readers who really enjoy “goose-
flesh*' stories. Hence—

Weird Tales.

S2 $2 SS

EIRD TALES offers such fic-

tion as you can find in no
other magazine — fantastic stories,
extraordinary stories, grotesque
stories, stories of strange and bizarre
adventure— the sort of stories, in
brief, that will startle and amaze you.
Every story in this issue of WEIRD
TALES is an odd and remarkable
flight of man's imagination. Some
are “creepy,” some deal in masterly
fashion with “forbidden” subjects,
like insanity, some are concerned
with the supernatural and others
with material thing? of horror—all
are out of the ordinary, surprisingly
new and unusual. A sensational de-
parture from the beaten track—that
iIs the reason for

Weird .
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radiant bride at twenty—
at twenty-five— what?

18 the Husband or Wife to Blame?

Is the husband or wife to blame for the tragedy
of too many children?
Margaret Sanger, the great birth control advo-
cate, comes with a message vital to every mar-
ried man and woman.

HOUSANDS9 upon thousand* of wo* Xn blazing this revolutlontry trail td tht BOw free-
mon today marry with tho bloom dom of woman, thla daring and hafotc author points
of yooth upon tbolr checks. A faw out that women who cannot afford to have more than
jrvan_of marrlod Ufa rub tho bloom one or two children, should not do so. Xt la a crime
off. Children coma, too many. And  to herself* a crime to her children, a crime to soclsty.
Inaiand of tho energetic. healthy  And now for the first time Mrs. Banger shows tha way
Ctrl wo hue# a tired and bedraggled  out. And she brings to tha woman of tho world the
young-old woman. Why do woman  greatest message ft haa boon their good fortune to
allow” marriage. tho holy thine, to receive.
work this wickad transformation T "Woman and tho New Rues" la a book that wilt

MAROAKET B8ANOER, tha ac-  po read wherever womankind struggles with tho ewar
knowledged world loador of tho  present danger of too many children. It la a atartttng,

Birth Control movamant and Praol* i
dent of the American Birth Con- mighty revelation of a now truth, a work that will

trol. Laarua.  has 'tha answer  for openh hedoF]es of ti%ed, vnordn Womaqkindl. It can with
thla moot momentous problem of womankind. Every truévaw WOO,Qgﬁty.notﬁ% Sou\r/]vtorr;asnh%uslg Vﬁ;'\%"a copy
mani!(ed woman know Onllyb-tot% wal{ tltlo tragedlee  of thia’ remarkable and courageous work. = Por this
res\l/JVh?gshorSIrg agvcgﬁ?gr?eagcnﬂ'c% hecror?o(/oe-life—o po0* reason wo have arranged a special edition of "Woman
eeaalon aha otbcrwlaa uaaa every resource to keep? and tho Now Race” at only 92.00 a copy.

Why doea aha flvt_birth to a rapid anccaoalon of chil-

dren.hif aﬂa haaI neitherhtha maalna to prov]ide ftr)]r th)om Send NO Money
por the physical strength properly tloncahré)r odrahnegm and Tho book la bound hi handsome durable %rréiy cloth,
startHoc book -~ Mar- haa artistic black lettertng and lo printed m _largo
PARTIAL LIST OP karat Banker five* to  type on good paper. It contains 239 pages of priceless
the women of tho Information. To have It come to you. merely fill in
CONTENTS world tho knowlodko and mall tho coupoo below. It la sent to you In a plain
<Wot oho dared to print— wrapper. When "Woman and the New "Race" la de-
f}& the knowlodko for livered to you by the postman, paty him 32.00_pins
Two Classes of Woman which  the faced jail pottage—but send no money with the coupon. There
/ . . and foukht throuagh will De an unprecedented "demand for this edition,
Cries of Despair. every court to eetap- Which will soon b« exhausted, so you are urged te

-WAr\]\?c?id Slﬁ%lf/lidng acrmcgren lish " as woman's In- mail tho coupon now- at once.

. . alienable right toknow. - -
B o o Womana'™S  rew RaVoman and the Truth Publishing Company

eContinencem is K Practi-

cable or Desirable? how woman can and  Dept. T-503, 1400 Broadway - < New York
’Aée tPr?eventlve Unit forces that. In too

ertain?

-Cont ti Ab many cases. have TRUTH PUBLISHING CO,,

?irc])r{’.?cep ives or or- {H:’gﬁ%h h%ﬁo bifi,%lf)t_y Dept. T-503, 1400 Broadway, New York City.
Women and the New that still drag her Gentlemen: Please send me. In plain wrapper.

Moralijty. down today — that Margaret Sanger’'s book. "Woman and the Naw Race. *
Legislating Women's wreck héer mental I am enclosing no money, but will give the postman

orals. . and physical strength who delivers the book to me. $2.00 plus postage.

Wha/_ Not Birth | Control — that “disqualify her

linics In America? for society, tor~ self. Name

Progress We have Made. Improvement - that ..............................................................................................
<Any one of these chapters finally shut bar out
alone Is worth many times from ~ the thinr she Address
the price of the boolc cherishes  moat: her

husband’s love O | 4T State
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For Scalp-prickling Thrills and

Stark Terror, Read

The
DEAD MAN'STALE

By Willard E. Hawkins

curious narrative that follows was found among the papers of
the late Dr. John Pcdric, phychical investigator and author of

occult works.

It bears evidences of having been received throuah

automatic writing, as were several of his publications. Unfortunately,
there are no records to confirm this assumption, and none of the
mediums or assistants employed by him in his research work admits
knowledge of it. Possibly—for the Doctor was reputed to possess
some psychic powers—it may have been received by him. At any rate,
the lack of data renders the recital useless as a document for the Society
for Psychical Research. It is published for whatever intrinsic interest
or significance it may possess. With reference to the names mentioned,
it may be added that they are not confirmed by the records of the War
Department. It could be maintained, however, that purposely fictitious
names were substituted, either by the Doctor or tne communicating

entity.

HEY called me—when | walked
the earth in a body of dense mat-
ter— Richard Devaney. Though
my story has little to do with the

war; | killed in the second battle
of the Marne, on July 24, 1918.

Many times, as men were wont to do
who felt the daily, hourly imminence of

death in the trenches, | had pictured
that event in my mind and wondered
what it would hi like. Mainly | had
inclined toward a belief in total extinc-
tion. That, when the vigorous, full-
blooded body | possessed should lie be-
reft of its faculties, I, as a creature apart
from it, should go on, was beyond ere*



8 THE DEAD

dence. The play of life through the hu-
man machine, | reasoned, was like the
flow of gasoline into the motor of au
automobile. Shut ofl that flow, and the
motor became inert, dead, while the
fluid which had given it power was in
itself nothing.

And so, | confess, it woe a surprise
to discover that | was dead and vet not
dead.

MAN'S TALE

Then, as the pressure of my finger
tightened against the trigger, came the
blinding fla®h—the moment of black-
ness.

/1.

HAD evidently remained uncon-
scious longer than 1 realized.

Save for a few figures that lay mo-

tionless or squirming in agony on the

I  did not make.the discovery at once.field, the regiment had passed on, to be

There had been a blinding concussion,
a moment of darkness, a sensation of
failing— falling— into a deep abyss. An
indefinite time afterward. | found mv-
sell standing dazedly on the hillside,
toward the crest of which we had been

pressing against the enemy. The
thought came that | must have mo-
mentarily lost consciousness. Yet now

| felt strangelv free from physical dis-
comfort.

What had | been doing when that
moment of blackness blotted everything
out? | had been dominated by "a pur-
pose, a flaming desire-------

Like a flash, recollection burst upon
me, and, with it, a blaze of hatred— not
toward the'Boche gunners, ensconced
in the woods above us, but toward the
private enemy | had been about to kill.

It had been the opportunity for
which | had waited interminable days
and nights. In the open formation, he
kept a few paces ahead of me. As we
alternately ran forward, then dropped
on our bellies and fired. I had watched
my chance. No one would suspect, with
the dozens who were falling every mo-
ment under the merciless fire from the
trees bevond, that the bullet which
ended Louis Winston'* career came
from a comrade's rifle.

Twice | had taken aim, but withheld
my fire— not from indecision, but lest,
in my vengeful heat, I might fail to
reach a vital spot. When | raised my
rifle the third time, he offered a fair
target.

God! how | hated him. With fingers
itching to speed the steel toward his
heart, | forced myself to remain calm—

to hold fire for that fragment of a sec-
ond that would insure careful aim.

lost in the frees at the crest of the hill.
With a pang of disappointment, | real-
ized that Louis would be among them.

Involuntarily | started onward,
driven still by that impulse of burning
hatred, when | heard my name called.

Turning in surprise. | saw a hel-
meted figure crouching beside some-
thing huddled in the tali grass. No

second glance was needed to tell me
that tile huddled something was the
body of a soldier. | had eyes only foi
the man who was bending over him.
Fate had been kind to me. It was
Louis.

Apparently, in his preoccupation, he
had not noticed me. Coolly I raised my
rifle and fired.

The result was startling.
neither dropped headlong nor looked
up at the report. Vaguely | questioned
whether there had been a report.

Thwarted, | felt the lust to Kill
mounting in me with redoubled fury
With rifle upraised. I ran toward him
A terrific swing, and | crashed the stock
against his head.

It passed clear through!
mained unmoved.

Uncomprehending, snarling, | flung
the useless weapon away and fell upoi
him with bare hands— with fingers thai
strained to rend and tear and strangle

Instead of encountering solid flesl
and bone, they too passed through him

Louis

Louis re-

Was it a mirage? A dream? Had 1
gone crazy? Sobered—for a momem
forgetful of my fury— I drew back ant

tried to reduce the thing to reason. W a
Louis but a figment of the imaginatioi
—a phantom?

"My glance fell upon the figure be
side which he was sobbing incohercn
words of entreaty.
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I gave a start, then
closely.

The dead man—for there was no
question about his condition, with a
bloody .shrapnel wound in the side of
his head—was myself!

Gradually the import of this pene-
trated my conciousne??. Then 1 real-
ized that'it was Louis who had called
ray name— that even now be was sob-
bing it over and over.

The ironv of it struck me at the mo-
ment of realization. | was dead— 1 was
the phantom—who had meant to Kill
Louis!

1 looked at my hands, my uniform—
| touched my body. Apparently | was
as substantial as before™ the shrapnel
buried itself in my head. Yet, when |
had tried .to gra?p Louis, my hand
seemed to encompass only space.

Louis lived, and | was dem!

The discovery* for a time benumbed
my feeling toward him. With imper-
sonal curiosity, | saw him close the*
eyes of the- dead man—the man who,
somehow or other, had been me. 1| saw
him search the pockets and draw forth
a letter I had written only that morn-
ing, a letter addressed to-"—

With a sudden surge of dismay, |
darted forward to snatch it from his
hands. He should not read that letter1

Again | was reminded of mr impalpa-
bility.

But Louis did not open the envelope,
although it was unsealed. He read the
superscription, Kkissed it. as sobs rent
his frame, and thrust the letter inside
his khaki jacket.

“Dick! Buddie!” he cried brokenly.
“Best pal man ever had—how can- |
take this news back to her!”

Mv lips curled. ~To Louis, I was his
al, his buddie. Not a suspicion of the
ate 1 bore him— had borne him ever
since | discovered in him a rival for
Velma Roth.

Oh, | had been clever! It was our
“unselfish friendship 1 that endeared us
both to her. A sign of jealousy, of ill
nature, and | would have forfeited the

radise of her regard that apparently
shared with Louis.

I had never felt secure of my place
in that paradise. True, | could always

looked more

awaken a response in her, but | must
ut forth effort in order to do so. He
eld her interest, it seemed, without
Irving. They were happy with each
other and in each other.

Our relations might be expressed by
likening her to the water of a placid
pool, Louis to the basin that hela her,
me to the wind that swept over it. By
exerting myself, | could agitate the sur-
face of ner nature into ripples of pleas-
urable excitement— could even lasli her
emotions into a tempest. She responded
to the stimulation of my mood, yet, in
my absence, settled contentedly into
the peaceful comfort- of Louis’ steadfast
love.

I felt vaguely then—and am certain
now, with a broader perspective toward
realities— that Velma intuitively recog-
nized Louis as her mate, yet feared to
yield herself to him because of my sway
over her emotional nature.

When the great war came, we all, |
am convinced, felt that.it would ab-
solve Velma from the task of choosing
between us.

Whether the agonv that spoke from*
the violet depths of her eyes when we
said good-by was chieflv for Louis or
for me, | could not tell. | doubt if
she could have done so. But in my
mind was the determination that only
one of us should return, and— Louis
would not be that one.

Did | feel no repugnance at thought
of murdering the man who stood in my
way? Very little. | was a savage at
heart—a savage in whom desire out-
weighed anything that might stand in
the way of gaining it3 object. From my
point of view, | would have been a fool
to pass the opportunity.

Why | should have so hated him—a
mere obstacle in my path— 1 do not
know. It may have been due to a
prescience of the intangible barrier his
blood would always raise between Velma
and me—or to a slumbering sense of
remorse.

But, speculation aside, here | wa3tin
a state of being that the world calls
death, while Louis lived— was free to
return home — to claim Velma — to
flaunt his possession of all that | held
precious.
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It was maddening! Must I
idly by, helpless to prevent this?

stand

I HAVE wondered, since, how | could
1 remain so lone in touch with the ob-
jective world—why 1 did not at once,
or very soon, find myself shut off from
earthly sights and sounds as those in
physical form are shut off from the
things beyond.

The matter seems to have been deter-
mined by my will. Like weights of
lead, envy of Louis and passionate
longing for Velma held my feet to the
sphere of dense matter.

Vengeful, despairing, | watched be-
side Louis. Wnen at last he turned
away from my body and, with tears
streaming from his eyes, began to drag
a useless Teg toward the trenches we had
left, I realized why he had not cone on
with the others to the crest of the hill.
He, too, was a victim of Boche gunnery.

I walked beside the stretcher-bearers
when they bad picked him up and were
conveying him toward the base hospital.
Throughout the weeks that followed |
hovered near his cot, watching the doc-
tors as they bound up the lacerated
tendons in his thigh, and missing no
detail of his battle with the fever.

Over his shoulder | read the first let-
ter he wrote home to Velma, in which
he gave a belated account of my death,
dwelling upon the glory of my sacrifice.

“7 have often thought that you
two were meant for each other” (he
wrotel "and that if it had not been
for fear of hurtina me, you would
have been his wife long ago. He
was the best buddie a man ever

had. If only 1 could have been
the one to die!”

Had | known it, I could have fol-
lowed this letter across seaR—could, in
fact, have passed it and, by an exercise
of the will, have been at Velma's side
in the twinkling of an eye. But my
ignorance of the laws of the new plane
was total. AIll my thoughts were cen-
tered upon a problem of entirely differ-
ent character.

Never was hold unor. earthly treasure
more reluctantly relinquished than was
my hope of possessing Velma. Surely,
death could not erect so absolute a bar-
rier. There must be a way—some loop-
hole of communication—"some chance
for a disembodied man to contend with
his corporeal rival for a woman's love.

Slowly, very slowly, dawned the light
of a plan. So feeble was the glimmer
that it would scarcely have comforted
one in less desperate straits, but to me
it appeared to offer a possible hope. |
set about methodically, with infinite pa-
tience, evolving it into something tan-
gible, even though | had but the most
indefinite idea of what the outcome
might be.

The first suggestion came when Louis
had so for recovered that but little trace
of the fever remained. One afternoon,
as he lay sleeping, the mail-distributor
handed a letter to the nurse who hap
pened to be standing' beside his cot.
She glanced at it, then tuoked it under
his pillow.

Toe letter was from Velma, and |
was hungry for the contents. | did not
then know that I could have read it
easily, sealed though it was. In a frenzy
of impatience, | exclaimed:

“Wake up, confound it,
your letter I*

With a start, he opened his eyes. He
looked around with a bewildered ex-
pression.

“Under your pillow 1 |
“Look under your pillow I

In a dozed manner, be put his hand
under the pillow and drew forth the
letter.

A few hoars later, | beard him com-
menting on the experience to the nurse.

“Something seemed to woke me up,”
be said, “ana | bad a peculiar impulse

and read

fumed.

to feel under the pillow. It was just
os if I knew | would find the letter
there.”

The circumstance? seemed as remark-
able to me as it did to him. It might be
coincidence, but | determined to make
a further test.

A series of experiments convinced
me that | could, to a very slight degree,
impress my thoughts and will upon
Louis, especially when he was tired or
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on the borderland of sleep. Occasion-
ally 1 was able to control the direction
of his thoughts as he wrote home to
Velma.

On one occasion, he was describing
for her a funny little French woman
who visited the hospital with a basket
that always was filled with *cigarettes
and candy.

“Lost time® [he wroted, “the brought
with her a boy Thom she called.../"

He paused, with pencil upraised, try-
ing to recall the name.

A moment later, he looked down at

the page and stared with astonishment..

The words, "She colled him Maurice/
had been added below the unfinished
line.

“l must be going daffy/* he mut-
tered. “I1'd swear | didn’'t write that/’

Behind him, 1| stood nibbing my
hands in triumph. It was my first suc-
cessful ettort to guide the pencil while
his thoughts strayed elsewhere.

Another .time, he wrote to Velma:

“lre a Grange feeling, lately,
that dear old Dick > wear. Some-
times, as | wake up. | seem to re-
member vaguely having seen him
in my dreams. |It's as if his fea-
tures were ju*t fading front view/

He paused here so long that I made
another attempt to take admntage of
his abstraction.

By an effort of the will that it is
difficult to explain. | guided his hand
into the formation of the words:

"With a jugful of Kkisses for
Winkle, as ever her...."

Just then. Lottie looked down.
“Good God!” he exclaimed, asif he
had seen a ghost.

V.

A" INKIE” was a pet name | had
given Velma when we were
children together.

Louis always maintained there was
no sense in it, and refused to adopt it,
though 1| frequently called her by the
name in later years. And of his* own

volition. Louis would never have men-
tioned anything 70 convivial as a jug-
ful of Kkisses.

So. through the weary months be-
fore he was invalided hoine, | worked.
When he left France at the debarkation
point, he still walked on crutches, but
with the promise of regaining the un-
assisted use of his leg before very long.
Throughout the voyage. | hovered near
him, .-haring his impatience, his long-
ing for the one we both held dearest.

Over the exquisite pain of the re-
union—at which | was present, yet not
present — | shall pass briefly. More
beautiful than ‘ ever, more appealing
with her vivid, deep coloring, Velma in
the flesh was a vision that stirred my
longing into an intense flame.

Louis limned painfully down the
gangplank. \Vhen they met, she rested
ner head silently on his shoulder for a
moment, then — her eyes brimming
with tears—assisted him. with the ten-
der solicitude of a mother, to the mu-
chine she had in waiting.

Two montlis later they were married.
I felt the pain of this less deeply than
I would have done had it not been
essential to my designs.

Whatever vague hope | may have
had. however, of vicariously enjoying
the delight2 of love were disappointed.
I could not have explained why — |
only knew that something barred mo
from intruding upon the sacred in-
timacies of their life, as if a defensive
wall were interposed. It was baffling,
but a very present fact, against which
I found it useless to rebel. 1 have since
learned—but no matter. * * *

This had no bearing on my purpose,
which hinged upon the ability | was
acquiring of influencing Louis'
thoughts and actions— of taking par-
tial control of his faculties.

The occupation into which he drifted,
restricted in choice as he was by the
stiffened leg. helped me materially.
Often, after an interminable shift at
the bunk, he would plod home at night
with brain so weary and benumbed that
it was a simple matter to impress mv
will upon him. Each successful at-
tempt, too. made the next one easier.
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The inevitable consequence was that
in time Velma should notice his aber-
rations and betray concern.

AW hy did you say to me, when vou
came in last night, ‘There’s a blue Billy-
goat on the stairs— | wish they’'d drive
him out’?” she demanded one morning.

He looked down shamefacedly at the
tablecloth.

"l don’'t know what made me say it
I seemed to want to say it, and that was
the only way to get it off my mind. |
thought you'd take it as a loke.” He
shifted his shoulders, as it trying to
dislodge an unpleasant burden.

“And was that what made you wear
a necktie to bed?” she asked, ironically.

He nodded an affirmative. “1 knew
it was idiotic—but the idea kept run-
ning in my mind. It seemed as if the
only way | could go to sleep was to
give in to it. | don’t have these freaks
unless I'm very tired.”

She said nothing more at the time,
but that evening she broached the sub-
ject of his looking for an opening in
some less sedentary occupation—a sub-
ject to which she thereafter constantly
recurred.

Then came a development that sur-

prised and excited me with its possibili-.

ties.

Exhausted, drained to the last drop
of his nerve-force, Louis was returning
late one night from the bank, follow-
ing the wusual month-end overtime
irnnd. As he walked from the car-
line, I hovered over him, subduing his
personality, forcing it under control,
with the effort of will 1 had gradually
learned to direct upon him. The pro-
cess can only be explained in a crude
way: It was as if | contended with him,
-ometimes successfully, for possession
of the steering-wheel of the human car
that he drove.

Velma was waiting when we arrived.
\s Louis’ feet sounded on the threshold
of their apartment, she opened the
eloor, caught his hands, and drew him
inside.

At the action, | felt inexplicably
ihrilled. It was as if some marvelous
change had come over me. And then,
as | met her gaze, I knew what that
.hange was.
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I held her hands in real flesh-and-

blood contact. | was looking at her
with Louis’ sightl

V.

"THE shod: of it cost me what | had

gained. Shaken from mv poise, |
felt the personality I had subdued re-
gain its sway.

The next moment, Louis was staring
at Velma in bewilderment. Her eyes
were filled with alarm.

“You—you frightened me!” she
gasped, withdrawing her hands, which
I had all but crushed. “Louis, dear—
don’t ever look at me again like that!”

I can imagine the devouring inten-
sity of gaze mat had blazed forth from
the features in that brief moment when
they were mine.

From this time, my plans quickly
took form, Two modes of action pre-
sented themselves. The first and more
alluring, however, | was forced to aban-
don. ft was none other than the wild
dream of acquiring exclusive possession
of Louis’ body—of forcing him down,
out, and into the secondary place | had
occupied.

Despite the progress | had made, this
proved inexpressibly difficult. For one
thing, there seemed an affinity between
Louis’ body and his personality, which
forced me out when he was moderately
rested. This bond I might have weak-
ened, but there were other factors.

One was the growing conviction on
his part that something was radically
wrong. With a faculty | had discov-
ered of putting myself en rapport with
him ana reading bis thoughts, 1 knew
that at times he feared that he was
going insane.

I once had the experience of accom-
panying him to an alienist and there,
ike the proverbial fly on the wall, over-
lenring learned scientific names ap-
plied to my effort?. The alienist ;poke
of “dual personality.” “amnesia.” and
“the subconscious mind,” while |
laughed in my (shall | say?) ghostly
sleeve.

But he advised Louis to seek a com-
plete rest and, if po?-*ihle. to go inio
ethe country to build up phy-ically—
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which was what | desired most to pre-
vent.

I could not play the Mr. Hvde to his
Dr. Jekyll if Louis maintained his nor-
mal virility.

Velma'’s fears, too, I knew were grow-
ing more acute. As insistently as she
could, without betraying too openly her
alarm, she pressed nim to give up the
bank position and seek work in the
open air—work that would prove less
devitalizing to a person of his peculiar
temperament.

One of the results of debilitv from
overwork is, apparently, that it deprives
the victim of his initiative— makes him
fearful of giving up his hold upon the
meager means of sustenance that he
has. lest he shall be unable to grasp an-
other. Louis was in debt, earning
scarcely enough for their living ex-
penses, too proud to let Velma help os
she longed to do, his game leg putting
him at a disadvantage in the«industrial
field. In fact, he was in just the pre-
dicament | desired, but I knew that in
time her wishes would prevail.

The circumstances, however, that de-
prived me of all hope of completely
usurping his place was this: | could
not, for any length of time, face the
gaze of Velma’s eyes. The personified
truth, the purity that dwelt in them,
teemed to dissolve m3 power, to beat
me bock into the secondary relationship
I had come to occupy”™ toward Louis.

lie was sometimes tempted to tell
her: “You give me m\” one grip on
sanity.”

1 have witnessed his panic at the
thought of losing her, at the thought
that some dav she might give him up
in disgust at his aberrations, and aban-
don him to the formless “thing” that
haunted him.

Curious— to be of the world and yet
not of it—to enjo}' a perspective that
reveals the hidden side of enects. which
seem so mysterious from the material
side of the veil. But | would gladly
have given nil the advantages of m\r
disembodied state for one hour of flesh -
and - blood companionship with Velma.

My alternative plan was this
If I could not enter her world, what

was to prevent me from bringing
Velma into minet

VI.

T) ARING? To be sure.
Unversed as | was in the laws that
vern this mystery of passing from
physical into another state of exist-
ence, t could only hope that the plan
would work. It might—and that was
enough for me. | took a gambler’s
chance. 13v risking all, I might gain

all—might gain—

The thought of what I might gain
transported me to a heaven of pain and
ecstasy.

Velma and |I—in a world apart—a
world of our own— free from the sordid
trammels that inar the perfection of
the rosiest earth-existence. Velma and
|—together through all eternity I

This much reason I had for hoping!
I observed that other persons passed
through the change called death, and
that some entered a state of being in
which | was conscious of them and
they of me. Uninteresting creatures
they were, almost wholly preoccupied
with their former earth-interests; but
they were as much in the world as | had
been in the world of Velma and Louis
before that fragment of shrapnel ruled
me out of the game.

A few, it was true, on passing from
their ph\’sical habitations, seemed to
emerge into a sphere to wnich | could*
not follow. This troubled me. Velma
might do likewise. Yet | refused to
admit the probability— refused to con-
sider the possible failure of my plan.

The very intensity of my longing
would draw her to me.
The gulf that separated us was

spanned by the grave. Once Velma
had crossed to my side of the abyss,
there would be no going back to Louis.

Yet | was cunning. She must not
come to me with overpowering regrets
that would cause her to hover aoout
Louis as I now hovered about her. If
I could inspire her with horror and
loathing for him—ah! if I only could!

As a preliminary step, I must induce
Louis to buy the instrument with which
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my purpose was to be accomplished.
This was not easy. for on nights when
he left the bank during shopping hours
he was sufficiently vigorous to resist my
will. 1 could work only through sug-
gestion.

In a pawnshop window that he
passed daily | had noticed a revolver
prominently displayed. My whole ef-
fort was concentrated upon bringing
this to his attention.

The second night, he glanced at the
revolver, but did not stop. Three nights
later, drawn by a fascination for which
he could not have accounted, he paused
and looked at it for several minutes,
fighting an urge that seemed to com-
mand: “Step in and buy! Buyl Buy!”

When, a few evenings later, he ar-
rived home with the revolver and a
box of cartridges that the pawnbroker
had included in the sale, he put them
hastily out of sight in a drawer of his
desk.

He said nothing about his purchase,
but the next day Velma came across
the weapon and questioned him regard-
ing it.

Visibly confused, he replied: *“Oh,
I thought we might need something of
the sort Saw it in a window, and the
notion of haring it sort of took hold of
me. There's been a lot of housebreak-
ing lately, and it's just as well to be
prepared.*”

And now with impatience | waited
for the opportunity to stage my dJ-
nouement.

It came, naturally, at the end of the
month, when Louis, after a prolonged
day's work, returned home, soon after
midnight, his brain benumbed with
poring over interminable columns of
figures. When his feet ascended the
stairs to his apartment it was not his
faculties that directed them, but mine
— cunning, alert, aflame with deadly
purpose.

Never was more weird preliminary
to a murder—the entering, in guise of a
dear, familiar form, of.a fiend incar-
nate, intent upon destroying the flower
of the home.

I sneak of a fiend
though

incarnate, even
| was that fiend, for | did not
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enter Louis’s body in full expression of
my faculties. Taking up physical life,
my recollection of existence as a spirit
entity was always shadowy. | carried
through the dominating impulses that
had actuated me on entering the body,
but scarcely more.

And the impulse | had carried
through that night was the impulse to
kill.

VII.

TA/'ITH utmost caution, | entered the

v bedroom.

My control of Louis’s body was com-
plete* | felt, for perhaps the first time,
so corporeally secure that the vague
dread of being driven out did not op-
press me.

The room was dark, but the soft,
regular breathing of Velma, asleep,
reached my ears. It was like the invita-
tion that rises in the scent of old wine
which the lips are about to quaff—
guickening my eagerness and setting
my brain on fire.

I did not think of love. | lusted—
but my lust was to destroy that beau-
tiful body—to kill/

~However, I was cunning— cunning.
With caution, | felt my way toward the
desk and secured the revolver, filling its
chambers with leaden emissaries of
death.

When all was in readiness, | switched
on the light.

She wakened almost instantly. As
the radiance flooded the room, a startled
cry rose to her lips. It froze, unuttered,
as— half rising— she met my gaze.

Her beauty—the raven blackness of
her hair falling over her bare shoulders
and full, hearing bosom, fanned the
flame of my gory passion into fury. In
an ecstasy of triumph,* | stood drinking
in the picture.

While | temporized with the lust to
kil — prolonging the exquisite sensa-
tion—she was battling for self-control.

"Louia!” The name was gasped
through bloodless lips.
Involuntarily, | -hrank, reeling a

little under her gaze. A dormant some-
thing seemed to rise in feeble protest at
what | nought to do. The leveled re-
volver wavered in my hand.
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But the note of panic iIn her voice
revived my purpose. | laughed— mock-
f

ouis!" her tone was sharp. but
edged with terror. “Louis—put down
that pistol! You don't know what you
are doing."

She struggled to her feet and now
stood before me. God! how beautiful—
how tempting that bare white bosom!

“Put down that pistol'!” she ordered
hysterically.

She was frantic with fear. And her
fear was like the blast of a forge upon
the white heat of my passion.

I mocked her. A shrilL maniacal
laugh burst from my throat. She had
said | didn't know what | was doing!
Oh, yes, | did.

“I'm going to kill you!—Kkill you!"
| shrieked, and laughed again.

She swayed forward like a wraith, >is
I fired. Or perhaps that was the trick
played by my eyes as darkness over-
whelmed me.

VII.

JVFEW fragmentary pictures stand
out in ray recollection like clear-
etched cameos bn the scroll of the past.
One is of Louis, standing dazedly—
slightly swaying as with vertigo—Ilook-
ing down at the smoking revolver in his
hand. On the floor before him a
crumpled figure in ebony and white and
vivid crimson.

Then a confusion of frightened men
and women in oddly assorted nonde-
scrpt attire — uniformed officers burst-
ing into the room and taking the re-
volver from Louis’s unresisting hand—
clumsy efforts at lifting the white-robed
body to the bed—a crimson stain
spreading over the sheet— a doctor, at-
tired in collarless shirt and wearing slip-
pers, bending over her * * +

Finally, after a lapse of hours, a
hushed atmosphere— efficient nurses—
the beginning of delirium.

And one other picture— of Louis,
cringing behind the bars of his cell,
denied the privilege of viating his
wife's bedside—crushed, dreading the
hourly announcement of her death—

filled with unspeakable horror of him-
self.

Velma still lived. The bullet had
pierced her left lung and life hung by
a tenuous thread. Hovering near |
watched with dispassionate interest the
battle for life. For the time | seemed
emotionally spent. | had made a su-

me effort — events would now take

ir inevitable course and show whether
I had accomplished my purpose. | felt
neither anxious nor overjoyed, neither
regretful nor trumphant— merely im-
personally curious.

A fever set iIn lessening Velmas
slender chances of recovery. In her
delirium, her thoughts seemed always
of Louis. Sometimes she breathed His
name pleadingly, tenderly, then cried
out in terror at some fleeting rehearsal
of the scene in which he stood before
her, the glitter of insanitv in his eyes,
the leveled revolver in hishand. Again
she pleaded with him to give up his
work at the bank; and at other times
she seemed to think of him as over on
the battlefields of Europe.

Only once did she apparently think
of me—when she whispered the name
by which | had called her, “\Vinkier
and added, “Dickf” But, save for this
exception, it was always “Louis!
Louisr

Her constant reiteration of his name
finally dispelled the apathy of my
spirit

Louis! All the vengeful fury toward
him 1 had experienced when Vny soul
went hurtling into the region of the
disembodied returned with thwarted
intensity.

When Velma* fever suhsided, when
the' long fight for recovery began and
she fluttered from the borderland back
into the realm of the physical, when
I knew | had failed— balked of my
prey, | had at least this satisfaction: *

Never again would these two—the
man | hated and the woman for whom
I hungered—never again would they
be to each other as they had been in
the past. The perfection of their love
had been irretrievably marred. Never
would she meet his gaze without an in-
ward shrinking. Always on his part—
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on both their ports—there would be an
undercurrent of fear that the incident
might recur—a grisly menace, poison-
ing each moment of their lives to-
gether.

I had not schemed and contrived—
and dared—in vain.

This was the thought I hugged when
Louis was released from jail, upon her
refusal to prosecute. It caused me
cordonic ,, amusement when, in their
first embrace, Uie tears of despair
rained down their cheeks. It recurred
when they began their pitiful 'attempt
to build anew on the shattered founda-
tion of love.

And then—creepingly, slyly, like a*
bird of ill omen casting the shadow of
its silent wings over the landscape-
come retribution.

Many times, in retrospect, | lived
ovor that brief hour of my return to
physical expression— my hour of real-
ization. Woraithlike, arose a vision of
Velma—Velma as she bad stood before
me that night, staring at me with hor-
ror. | saw the horror deepen—deepen
to abject despair.

How beautiful she had looked! But
when | tried to picture that beauty, |
could recall only ner eyes. It mattered
not whether I wished to see them— they
filled my vision.

They seemed to haunt me.- From
being vaguely conscious of them, | be-
came acutely so. Disconcertingly, they
looked out at me from everywhere—
eyes brimming with fear—eyes .fixed
and staring— filled with horrified accu-
sation.

The beauty I had once coveted be-
came a thing forbidden, even in mem-
ory. If I sought to peer through the
veil as formerly—to witness her pa-
thetic attempts to resume the old life
with Louis— again those eyest

It may perhaps sound strange for a
disembodied creature— one whom you
would call a ghost—to wail of being
haunted. Yet haunting is of the spirit,
and we of the spirit world are immeas-
unably more subject to its conditions
than those whose consciousness is cen-
tered in the material sphere.

God! Those eyes. There is a re-
finement of physical torture which con-
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sists of allowing water to fall, drop by
drop, for an eternity of hours, upon the
forehead of the victim. Conceive of
this torture increased* a thousandfold,
and a faint idea may be gained of the
torture that was mine—from seeing
everywhere, constantly, interminably,
two orbs ever filled with the same ex-
pression of horror and reproach.

Much have | learned since entering
the Land of the Shades. At that time
I did not know, as I know now, that
my punishment was no affliction from
without, but the simple result of natu-

ral law. Goose set in motion must
work out their full reaction. The
pebble, cast into & quiet pool, makes

ripples which in time return to the
place of their origin. | had cast more
than a pebble of disturbance into the
bhrmony of human life, and through
my intense preoccupation in a single
aim had delayed longer than usual the
reaction. | nad created for myself d
hell. Inevitably I was drawn into it

Gone was every desire | had known
to hover near the two who had so long
engrossed my attention. Haunted, har-
ried, scourged by those dreadful accus-
ers, | sought to fly from them .to the
ends of the earth. There was no es-
cape, yet* driven frantic, , | still
struggled to eecape, because that is the
blind impulse of suffering creatures. *

The emotions that had so swayed
me when | tried to blast the lives of
two -who held me dear now seemed
puny and insignificant* in comparison
with my suffering. No. physical tor-
ment can be likened to that which en-
gulfed me until my very being was but
a seething mass of agony. Through it,
I hurled maledictions upon the world,
upon myself, upon the. creator. Hor-
rible blasphemies | uttered. *

And, at last—I prayed.

It was but a cry for mercy—the in-
articulate appeal of a tortured soul

for surcease of pain—but suddenly a

gat peace seemed to have come upon
universe.

Bereft of suffering, |
who has ceased to exist.

Out of the silence came a wordless
response. It beat upon my conscious-
ness like the buffeting of the waves.

felt like one
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Words known to human ears would
not convey the moaning of the mes-
sage that was borne upon me— whether
from outside source or welling up
from within, I do not know. All |
know is that it filled me with a strange
hope.

A thousand years or a single instant
—for time is a relative thing— the re-
spite lasted. Then. | sank, as it seemed,
to the old level of consciousness, and
the torment was renewed.

Endure it now | knew that I must
—and why. A strange new purpose
filled my Wing. The light of under-
standing had dawned upon my soul.

And so | came to resume my vigil in
the home of Velma and Louis.

VIII.

N~ BRAVE  heart was
dauntless and true.
With the effects of the tragedy still
apparent in her pallor and weakness,
and in the -shaken demeanor and fur-
tive, self-distrustful attitude of Louis,
she yet succeeded in finding a place for
him as overseer of a small country es-

tate.

I have said that | ceased to feel the
torment of passion for Velma in the
greater torment of her reproach. Ah!
ebut I had never ceased to love her. As
I now realized, I had desecrated that
love, had transmuted it into a horrible
travesty, had, in my abysmal ignor-
ance, sought to obtain what | desired
by destroying it; yet, beneath all, I had
loved.

Well I know, now, that had | suc-
ceeded in my intention toward her,
Velma would have ascended to a sphere
utterly beyond mv comprehension.
Merciful fate had eftverted my aim—
had made possible some faint restitu-
tion.

I returned to Velma, loving her with
a love that had come into its own, a

love unselfish, untainted by thought of
possession.

But, to help her, I must again hurt
her cruelly.

Out of the chaos of her life she had
clowly restored a semblance of har-

Velma's—

mony. Almost *he succeeded in con-
vincing Louis that their old peaceful
companionship had returned: but to
one who could read her thoughts, the
nightmare thing that hovered between
them weighed cruelly upon her *oul.

She was never quite able to look into
her husband’'s eyes without a lurking
suspicion of what might lie in their
depths; never able to compose hersdf
for sleep without a tremor lest she
should wake to find herself confronted
by a fiend in his form. | had done
my work only too well!

Now, slowly and inexorably, | began
again undermining Louis' mental con-
trol. The old ground must be traversed
anew, because he had gained in
strength from the respite I had allowed
him, and his outdoor life gave him a
mental vigor with which | had not
been obliged to contend before. On
the other hand, | was equipped with
new knowledge of the power 1 intended
to wield.

I shall not relate again the successive
stagea by which* | succeeded, first in
influencing his will, then in partially
subduing it, and, finally, in driving his

personality into the "background for
indefinite periods. The terror that
overwhelmed him when he realized

that he was becoming a prey to his

former aberrations may be imagined.
. To shield Velma, | performed my
experiments, when possible, while he

was away from her. But she could not
long be unaware of the moodiness, the
haggard droop of his shoulders which
accompanied his realization that the
old malady had returned. The deep-
ening terror in her expression was like
a scourge upon my spirit—but | must
wound her in order to cure.

More than once, | 'was forced to
exert my power over Louis to prevent
him from taking violent measure?
against himself. As | gained the as-
cendancy, a determination to end it
all grew upon him. He feared that
unless he took himself out of Velma's
life, the insanity would return and force
him again to commit a frenzied as-
sault upon the one he held most dear.
Nor could he avoid seeing the appre-
hension in her manner that told nim
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she knew — the shrinking that she
bravely tried to conceal.

Though my power over him was
greater than before, it was intermit-
tent. | could not always exercise it.
I could not. for example, prevent his
borrowing a revolver one aay from a
neighboring iarmer. on pretense of
using it against a marauding dog that
had latelv visited the poultry yard.

Though 1 knew his true intention,
the utmost that .1 could do— for his
personality was strong at the time—
was to influence him to postpone the
deed he contemplated.

That night, | took possession of his
body while he slept. Velma lay, breath-
ing quietly, in the next room—for as
this dreaded thing came u-pon him
they had, through tacit understanding,
come to occupy separate bedrooms.

Partially dressing. | stole downstairs
and out to the tool-shed where Louis—
fearing to trust it near him in the house
— had hidden the revolver. As | re-
turned, my whole being rebelled at
the task before me— yet it was unavoid-
able, if | would restore to Velma what
I had wrenched from her.

Quietly though 1| entered her room,
a gasp—or rather a quick, hysterical

intake of breath—warned me that she
had wakened.

I flashed on the light.

She made no sound. Her face
went white as marble. The expression
in her eyes was that which had tor-
tured me'into the depths of a hell more
frightful than any conceived by hu-
man imagination.

A moment | stood swaying before

her, with leveled revolver*~as.| had
stood on that other occasion, months
before.

Slowly, | lowered the revolver, and
smiled —

not as Louis wiould have
smiled but as a maniac, fonned in his
likene**. would have smiled.

Her lips framed the word *“Louis,”
but, in the grip of despair, she made
no sound. It was the despair not mere-
ly of a woman who felt herself doomed
to death, but of a woman who con-
signed her loved one to a-efate worse
than death.

Still 1 smiled— with growing diffi-

culty. for LoulL- personality was restive
and my time in the usurped body was
short.

In that moment, | was not anxious
to give up hi> body. At this new
glimpse of her beautv throueh physical
sight, my love for Velma flamed" into
hitherto unrealized intensity. For an
instant my purpose in returning was
forgotten." Forgotten was the knowl-
edge of the ages which | had sipped
since last | occupied the body in which
I faced her.* Forgotten was everything
save— Velma.

As | took a step forward, my arms
outstretched, my eyes expressing God

knows what depth of yearning, she
uttered a scream.

Blackness surged over me. | stum-
bled. 1 was being forced out—out-------
That cry of terror had vibrated

through the soul of Louis and he was
struggling to answer it.

Instinctively, | battled against the
darkness, clung to my hard-won as-
cendancy. A moment of conflict, and
again | prevailed.

Once more | smiled. The effect of
it must have been weird, for | was
growing weaker and Louis had re-
turned to the attack with overwhelm-
ing persistence. My tongue strove for
expression:

“Sorry— IFinhe—it won't happe
again—Vm not—coming— back— —"

AN"NHEN | recovered from the mo-

mentary unconsciousness that ac-
companies transition from the physical
to spiritual, Louis was looking in af-
fright at the huddled figure of Velma,
who had fainted awav. The next in-
stant, he had gathered her in his arms.

Though 1 had come near failing in
the attempt to deliver my message, f
had no fear that my visit would prove
In vain. W.ith clear prescience, | Knew
that my utterance of that old familiar
nickname. “Wintie” would carry un-
told meaning to Velma — that here-
after she would fear no more what she
might see in the depths of her hus-
band's eyes—that with a return of her
old confidence in him, the specter of
apprehension would be banished for-
ever from their lives.
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A Novelette of a Thousand Thrills

By ANTHONY M. RUD

N THE heart of a second-growth

pincy-woods jungle #f southern

Alabama, a region sparsely settled

save by backwoods blacks and
Cajans— that queer, half-wild people
descended from Acadian exiles of the
middle eighteenth century—stands a
6trange, enormous ruin.

Interminable trailers of Cherokee
rose, white-laden during a single month
of spring, have climbed the heights of
its three remaining walls. Palmetto
fans rise knee high above the base. A
dozen scattered live oaks, now belving
their nomenclature because of choking
tufts of gray, Spanish moss and two-
foot circlets of mistletoe parasite which
have stripped bare of foliage the
gnarled, knotted limbs, lean fantastic
beards against the crumbling brick.

Immediately beyond, where the
ground becomes soggier and lower—
dropping away hopelessly into the

tangle of dogwood, holly, poison sumac
and pitcher plants that is Moccasin
Swamp — unaergrowth of ti-ti and
annis nas formed a protecting wall im-
penetrable to all save the furtive ones.
Some few outcasts utilize the stink-
ing depths of that sinister swamp,
distilling “shinny” or “pure cawn”
liqguor for illicit trade.

Tradition states that thl- is the case,
at least—a tradition which antedates
that of the premature ruin by many
decades. | believe it, for during even-
Ings intervening between investigations
of the awesome spot | often was ap-
proached as a possible customer by
wood-billies who could not fathom how

anyone dared venture near without
plenteous fortification of liquid courage.

I knew “shinny,* therefore | did not
purchase it for personal consumption.
A dozen times | nought a quart or two,
merely to establish credit among the
Cajans, pouring away the vile stuff im-
mediately into the sodden ground. It
seemed then that only through filtra-
tion and condensation of their dozens
}f weird tales regarding “Daid House”
could I arrive at understanding of the

mystery and weight of horror hanging
about the place.

Certain it is that out of all the
superstitious cautioning, head-wagg-
ing and whispered nonsensities | ob-

tained onlv two indisputable facts. The
first was that no money, and no sup-
porting battery™ of ten-gauge shotguns
loaded with chilled shot, could induce
either Cajan or darky of the region to
approach within five hundred yards
of that flowering wall! The second fact
I shall dwell upon later.

Perhaps it would be as well, as I am
only a mouthpiece in this chronicle, to
relate in brief why | came to Alabama
on this mission.

I am a scribbler of general fact
articles, no fiction writer as was Lee
Cranmar— though doubtless the con-
fession .is superfluous. Lee was my
roommate during college days. | knew
his family well, admiring John Corliss
Cranmer even more than | admired
the son and friend — and almost as
much as Peggy Breede whom Lee mar-
ried. Peggy liked me, but that was all.
I cherish sanctified memory of her for

19
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just that much, as no other woman be-
fore or since has granted this gangling
dyspeptic even a hint of joyous and
sorrowful intimacy.

Work kept me to the city. Lee, on
the other nand, coming of wealthy
family—and, from the first, earning
from his short-stories and novel royal-
ties more than | wrested from editorial
coffers—needed no anchorage. He and
Peggy honeymooned a four-month trip
to Alaska, visited Honolulu next winter,
fished for salmon on Cain© River, New
Brunswick, and generally enjoyed the
outdoors at all seasons.

They kept an apartment in Wilmette,
near Chicago, yet, during the few spring
and fall seasons they were “home, both
preferred to rent a
suite at once of the
country *clubs to
which Lee belonged.
I suppose they spent
thrice or five times

ANTHONY M. RUD |

Master of Goose Flesh Fiction

as the mother of baby Elsie—as well as
blood and flesh of his own family— was
a gruesome, terrible absurdity! Yes,
even when John Corliss Cranmer was
declared unmistakably insane!

Lacking a relative in the world, baby
Elsie was riven to me— and the middle-
aged couple who had accompanied the
three as servants about half of the
known world. Elsie would be Peggy
over again. | worshiped her, knowing
that if my stewardship of her interests
could mate of her a woman of Peggy's
loveliness and worth | should not nave
lived* in vain. And at four Elsie
stretched out her arms to me after a
vain attempt to jerk out the bobbed tail
of Lord Dick, my tolerant old Airedale

—and called me
(13 papa.”
felt a deep-

down choking . ...
yes, those strangely

long . black lashes
the amount Lee ac- Contributes An Astounding some day might
tually earned, vyet Story to droop in fun or
for my part | only coquetry, but now
honored that the WEIRD TALES baby Elsie held a
two should find

such great happi-
ness in life and still
accomplish artistic

FOR APRIL
"The Square of ”

wistful, trusting se-
riousness in depths
of ultramarine eyes
— that same serious-

triumph. _ ness which only Lee
They were hon- A Tale of Shuddering Horror had brought to

est, restful young Peggy.

Americans, the type Responsibility in

—and pretty nearly the only type— two
million dollars cannot spoil. John Cor-
liss Cranmer, father of Lee, though as
different from his boy as a microscope is
different from a painting by Reming-
ton, was even further from being dollar
conscious. He lived in a world bounded
only by the widening horizon of biolog-
ical science— and his love for the two
who would carry on that Cranmer name.

Many a time | used to wonder how
it could be that as gentle, clean-souled
and lovable a gentleman as John Corliss
Cranmer could have ventured so far into
scientific research without attaining
small-caliber atheism. Few do. He be-
lieved both in God and human kind.
To accuse him of murdering his boyand
the girl wife who had come to be loved

one instant became double. That she
might come to love me as more than
foster parent was my dearest wish.
Still, through selfishness | could not
rob her of rightful heritage; she must
know in after years. And the tale that
I would tell her must not be the horrible
suspicion which had been bandied about
in common talk!

I went to Alabama, leaving Elsie in
the competent hands of Mrs. Daniels
and her nusband, who had helped care
for her since birth.

In my possession, prior to the trip,
were the scant facts known to authori-

ties at the time of John Corliss Cran-

mer$% escape and disappearance. They
were increaible enough.
For conducting biological research
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upon lurin' <t proiozon iilV. John Cor-
ibs Cranmer had hit upon this region
of Alabama. Near u groat -wamp teem-
ing with microscopic organisms, and
situated in a «emi-tropical belt where
freezing weather rarely intruded to
harden the bogs, the spot seemed ideal
for hi.- purpose.

Through Mobile he could secure sup-
plies daily by truck. The isolation
suited. With only an octoroon man to
act as chef, houseman and valet for the
times he entertained no visitors, he
brought down scientific apparatus, oc-
cupying temporary quarters in the
village of Burdette Corners while liis
woods house was in process of construc-
tion.

By all accounts the Lodge, as he
termed it, was a substantial affair of
eight or nine rooms, built of logs and

laned lumber bought at Oak Grove.

ee and Peggy were expected to spend
a portion of each year with him; quail,
wild turkey and aeer abounded, which
fact made" such a vacation certain to
please the pair. At other times all save
lour rooms was closed.’

This was in 1907, the year of Lee’s
marriage. Six years Inter "when | came
down, no sign of a house remained ex-
cept certain mangled and rotting tim-
bers projecting from viscid soil—or what
seemed like soil. And a twelve-foot wall
of brick had J>een built to enclose the
house completely! One portion of this
had fallen inward/

T WASTED weeks of time at first,
* interviewing officials of the police
department at Mobile, the town mar-
shals and county sheriffs of Washing-
ton and Mobile counties, and officieus
of the psychopathic hospital from which
Cranmer made his escape.

In substance the story was one of
baseless homicidal mania. Cranmer the
elder had been away until late fall, at-
tending two scientific conferences in the
North, and then going abroad to com-
pare certain of his findings with those
of a Dr. Gemmler of Prague University.
Unfortunately, Gemmler was assassin-
ated by a religious fanatic shortly after-

ward. The fanatic voiced virulent ob-
jection to all Mendclian research as
blasphemous. This was his only de-
fence. He was hanged.

Search of Gemraiers notes and effects
revealed nothing save an immense
amount of laboratory data on karyo-
hintsis—the process of chromosome ar-
rangement occurring in first growing
cells of higher animal embryos. Ap-
parently Cranmer had hoped to develop
some similarities, or point out differ-
ences between hereditary factors occur-
ring in lower forms of life and those
half-demonstrated in the cat and mon-
key. The authorities had found noth-
ing that helped me. Cranmer had gone
crazy; was that not sufficient explana-
tion?

Perhaps it was for them, but not for
me— ana Elsie.

But to the slim basis of fact I
able to* unearth:

No one wondered when a fortnight
passed without appearance of any per-
son from the Lodge. Why should any-
one worry? A provision salesman in
Mobile called up twice, but failed to

was

complete a connection. He merely
shrugged. The Cranmers had gone
away somewhere on a trip. In a week,

a month, a year they would be back.
Meanwhile he lost commissions, but
what of it? He had no responsibility
for these queer nuts up there in the
piney-wooas. Crazy? Of course! Why
should any guy with millions to spend
shut himself up among the Cajans and
draw microscope-enlarged notebook pic-
tures of—what the salesman called—
“germs?”

A stir was aroused at the end of the
fortnight, but the commotion confined
itself to building circles. Twenty car-
loads of buildinghrick, fifty bricklayers,
and a quarter-acre of fine-meshed wire
— the sort used for screening off pens
of rodents and small marsupials in a
zoological garden—were ordered, damn
expense, hurry! by an unshaved, tat-
tered man who identified himself with
difficulty as John Corliss Cranmer.

He looked strange, even then. A cer-
tified check for the total amount, given
In advance, and another check of ab-
surd size slung toward a labor entre-
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reneur, silenced objection, however,
‘hese millionaires were apt to be fiigh-
ty. When they wanted something they
wanted it at tap of the bell. Well, why
not drag down the big profits? A poorer
man would have been jacked up in a
day. Cranmer’s fluid gold bathed him
IN immunity to criticism.

The encircling wall was built, and
roofed with wire netting which drooped
about the squat-pitch of the Lodge.
Curious inquiries .of workmen went un-
answered until the final day.

Then Cranmer. a strange, intense
apparition who showed himself more
shabby than a quay derelict, assembled
every man jack of the workmen. In
one band he grasped a wad of blue slips
— fifty-six of them. In the other he
held a Luger automatic.

“1 offer each man a thousand dollars
for silence!™ he announced. “As an
alternative—death! You kno”. little.
Will all of you consent to swear upon
your honor that nothing which has oc-
curred here will be mentioned else-
where? By this | mean absolute silence!
You will not come bock here to in-
vestigate anything. You will not tell
your wives. You will not open vyour
mouths even upon the witness stand in
case you are called! My price is one
thousand apiece.

“In case one of you betrays me | give
you my uord that this man shall die! 1
am rich. | can hire men to do murder.
Well, what do you say?”

The men glanced apprehensively
about The threatening Luger decided
them. To a man they accepted the blue
slips—and, save for one witness who
lost all sense of fear and morality in
drink, none of the fiftv-six has broken
his pledge, as far as | bnow. That one
bricklayer died later in ‘delirium
tremens.

It might have been different had not
John Corliss Cranmer escaped.

HP HEY found him the first time,
L mouthing meaningless phrases con-
cerning an amoeba—one of the tiny
forms of protoplasmic life he was
known to have studied. Also he leaped

into a hysteria of self-accusation. He
had murdered two innocent people!
The tragedy was his crime. He had
drowned them in ooze! Ah, God!

Unfortunatelv for all concerned,
Cranmer. dazed and indubitably stark
iInsane, chose to perform a strange
travesty on fishing four miles to the west
of his lodge— on the further border of
Moccasin Swamp. His clothing had
been torn to shreds, his hat was gone,
and he was coated from head to foot
with gluey mire. It was far from
strange that the good folk of Shanks-
ville, who never had glimpsed the ec-
centric millionaire, failed to associate
him with Cranmer.

They took him in, searched his
pockets— finding no sign save an in-
ordinate sum of money—and then put
him under medical care. Two precious
weeks elapsed before Dr. Quirk re-
luctantly acknowledged that he could
do nothing more for this patient, and
notified the proper authorities.

Then much more time was wasted.
Hot April and half of still hotter May
passed by before the loose ends were
connected. Then it did little good to
know that this raring unfortunate was
Cranmer, or that the two persons of
whom he shouted in disconnected de-
lirium actually had disappeared. Alien-
ists absolved him of responsibility. He
was confined in a cell reserved for the
violent.

Meanwhile, strange things occurred
back at the Lodge— whicn now, for
good and sufficient reason, was becom-
ing known to dwellers of the woods as
Dead House. Until one of the walls
fell in, however, there had been no
chance to see— unless one possessed the
temerity to climb either one of the tall
live oaks, or mount the barrier itself.
No doors or opening Of any sort had
been placed in that hastily-construoted
wall!

By the time the western side of the
wall fell, not a native for miles around
but feared the spot far more than even
the Dbottomless. Miake-infested bogs
which lay to west and north.

The >ingle statement was all John
Corliss Cranmer ever gave to the world.
It proved sufficient. An immediate
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wa* iti.-litlltod. It .-bowed that
Ic-- than three wrck* b«-lore tin* day of
initial reckonin*, hi- -on ami Penny
iuid inline to visit him for the simoimi
time that winter— leaving H>i«* I**diiud
in company of the Daniel* pair. They
had rented a pair of (Gordons for quail
hunting. and had gone out. That w;ic
the la-t anyone had .-con of them.

The backwoods negro who glimp-ed
them Malkins: a covey behind their two
|>ointinji dogs had known no more—
even when sweated through twelve
horns of third degree. Certain suspic-
lous circumstances (having to do only
with hi* regular pursuit of <shinny”
transportation) had caused him to fall
unéier .-uspicious at first. Tie was drop-
ped.

Two days later the scientist himself
was apprehended — a gibbering idiot
who Moughed his pole— holding on to
the bailee! hook— into a marsh where
nothiug save moccasins, an ermnt alli-
gator, or amphibian life could have
been snared.

His mind was three-quarters dead.
Crnnmer then was in the state of the
dope fiend who rouses to :i sitting posi-
tion to ask seriously how many Bolshe-
vists were Kkilled by Julius Caesar be-
fore he was stabbed by Brutus, nt why
it was that Roller canarie- -ang only on
Wednesday evenings. He knew* that
tragedy of the most sinister sort had
stalked through his life— but little more,
at first.

Later the police obtained that one
statement that he had murdered two
human beings, but never could means
or motive be established. Official guess
as to the means was no more than wild
conjecture; it mentioned enticing the
victims to the noisome depths of Moc-
casin Swamp, there to let them flounder
and sink.

The two were his son and daughter-
in-law, Lee and Peggy!

V.

gY FEIGNING coma— then awaken-

ing with suddenness to assault three
attendants with incredible ferocity and
strength— John Corliss Cranmer es-
caped from Elizabeth Ritter Hospital.

llow In* hi<. how he managed to
tr.i\ci>e -ixty-odd intervening miles
and Mill balk detection, remains a

minor my.Mcry to i«- explained only by
the assumption that maniacal cunning
*udiced to outwit saner intellects.

Traverse these miles he did, though
until I was fortunate enough to uncover
evidence to tins effect, it was supposed
generally that he had made his escape
as stowaway on one of the banana boats,
or had buried himself in some portion
of the nearer woods where he was un-
known. The truth ought to be welcome
to householders of Shanksville. Bur-
dette Corners and vicinage— those ex-
cusably prudent ones who to this day
keep loaded shotguns hnndv and barri-
cade their doors at nightfall.

The first ten dnvs of inv investigation
may be touched upon in brief. | made
headquarters in Burdett's Comers, and
drove out each morning, carrying lunch
and returning for my grits and piney-
wQods pork or mutton before nightfall.
My first plan had been to camp out at
the edge of the swamp, for opportunity
to enjoy the outdoors comes rarely in
my direction. Yet after one cursory ex-
amination of the premises | abandoned
the idea. | did not tcant to camp alone
there. And | am less superstitious than
a real estate agent.

It was. perhaps, psychic warning;
more probaoly the queer, faint, salty
odor as of fish left to uecav, which hung
about the ruin, made too unpleasant an
impression upon my olfactory sense. |
experienced a distinct chill every time
the lengthening shadows caught me
near Dead House.

The smell impressed me. In news-
paper reports of the case one ingenious
explanation had been worked out. To
the rear of the spot where Dead House
had stood — inside the wall — was a
swampy hollow circular in shape. Only
a little real mud Inv in the bottom of the
bowllike depression now, but one re-
porter on the staff of The Mobile Rtf/-
istcr guessed that during the tenancy
of the lodge it had been a fishpool. Dry-
ing up of the water had killed the fish,
who now permeated the remnant of
mud with this foul odor.
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The |Hi?>ibilitv that Cramtier had
needed t» keep tre.-h fish at hand for
some »f hU experiments silenced the
natural objection that in a country
whore every stream holds gar pike. Inv*.
cntti-li and many other edible varieties,
no oin* would dream of clocking a sta*-
nant puddle.

After tramping about the enclosure,
te-ring the queerly brittle, desiccated top
stratum of earth within and speculating
concerning the possible purpose of the
wall. [ «ut off a long limb of chinaberry
anti proi)eil the mud. One fragment of
fi-h .g»ine would confirm the guo-< of
that imaginative reporter.

f found nothing resembling a piseul
skeleton. but established several facts.
First. this mud crater had definite bot-
tom only three or four feet below the
surface of remaining ooze. Second, the
fi-hv stench became stronger a- | stir-
red. Third, at one time the mud. water,
or whatever had comprised the balance
of content, had reached the rim of the
bowl. The last showed by certain marks
plain enough when the crusty, two-inch
stratum of upj>er coating was broken
away. It was puzzling.

The nature of that thin, desiccated
effluvium which seemed to cover every-
thing even to the lower foot or two of
brick, came in for next inspection. It
was strange stuff, unlike any earth |
ever had seen, though undoubtedly some
form of scum drained in from the
swatnp at the time of river floods or
cloudbursts (which in this section are
common enough in spring and fall).
It crumbled beneath the fingers. When
I walked over it, the stuff crunched hol-
lowly. In fainter degree it posses-ed the
ti-hy odor also.

f took some samples where it lay
thickest upon the ground, and also a
few where there seemed to be no more
than a depth of a sheet of paper. Later
I would have a labomtory analysis
made.

Apart from any possible tearing the
~tuft® might have upon the dl-appear-
uicc of my throe friend-. | fIt the tug
of article interest — that wonder over
anything strange or -eemingly inex-
plicable which lends the- hunt for fact

a certain glamor and romauce all its
own. To myself I was going to have
to explain sooner or later just why this
layer covered the entire space within
the walls and was not perceptible any-
white outside! The enigma could wait,
however—or hi | decided.

Far more interesting were the traces
of violence apparent oil wall and what
once had been a house. The latter
seemed to have been ripped from its
foundations by a giant hand, crushed
out of semblance to a dwelling, and
then cast in fragments about the base
of wall — mainly on the south side,
whore heaps of twisted, broken timbers
lay in profusion. On the opposite side
there had I»oen such heaps once, but
now only charred .-ticks, coated with
that gray-black, omipresent coat of des-
sieation. remained. These piles of char-
coal had been sifted and examined most
curcfullv by the urthorities, as one
theory had been advanced that Cran-
mer had burned the bodies of his vic-
tims. Yet no sign whatever of human
remains was discovered.

The tire, however, pointed out one
odd fact which controverted the recon-
structions made by detectives months
before. The lutW. suggesting the dried
scum, to have drained in from the
swamp, believed that the house timbers
had floated out to the sides of the wall
— there to arrange themselves in a
series of piles! The absurdity of such
a theory showed even more plainly in
the fact that »f the scum had filtered
through in such a flood, the timbers
most certainly had been dragged* into
piles previously! Some had burned—
and the scum coated their charred sur-
face*!

What had been the force which had
tom the lodge to bits as if in spiteful
fury? Why had the parts of the wreck-
age been burned, the rest to escape?

Right here | felt was the keynote to
the my.-lcry. yet | could imagine no ex-
planation. That John Corliss Cranmer
him-elf— phv.-ically .sound, yet a man
who for decades had led a sedentary life
—could have accomplished such de-
~truction, unaided, was ditlicult to be-
lir-ve.



ANTHONY M. RUD 25

V.

T TURNED, my attention to the wall,
1 hoping for evidence which might
suggest another theory.

Tnat wall had been an example of
the worst snide construction. Tnough
little more than a year old, the parts
left standing showed evidence that they
had begun to decay the dav the last
brick was laid. The mortar had fallen
from the interstices. Here and there a
brick had cracked and dropped out
Fibrils of the climbing vines nad pene-
trated crevices, working for early de-
struction.

And one side already had fallen.

It was here that the tiist glimmering
suspicion of the terrible truth was
forced upon me. The scattered bricks,
even those which had rolled inward to-
ward the gaping foundation lodge, had
not been coated with zcumJ This was
curious, vet it could be explained by
surmise that the flood itself had under-
mined this weakest portion of the wall,
| cleared away a mass of brick from
the spot on which the structure had
stood; to my surprise | found it ex-
ceptionally firm|l Hard red clay lay
beneath! The flood conception was
faulty; only some great forte, exerted
from inside or outside, .could have
wreaked such destruction.

When careful measurement, analysis
and deduction convinced me— mainly
from the fact that the lowermost layers
of brick all had fallen outward, while
the upper portions toppled im—1 began
to lime up this mysterious and homfic
force with the one which had rent the
Lodge asunder. It looked as though a
typhoon or gigantic centrifuge had
needed elbow room in ripping down the
wooden structure.

But | got nowhere with the theory,
though in ordinary affairs I am called
a man of too great imaginative tenden-
cies. No less than three editors have
cautioned me on this point. Perhaps it
was the narrowing influence of great
personal sympathy—yes. and love. |
make no excuses, though beyond a dim
understanding that some terrific, im-
placable force must have made thi3 spot
his playground, I ended my ninth aay

of note-taking and investigation almost
as much in the dark as I had been while
a thousand miles away in Chicago.

Then | started among the darkies and
Cajans. A whole day | listened to yams
of the days which preceded Cranmer’s
escape from Elizabeth Ritter Hospital
—days in which furtive men sniffed
poisoned air for miles around Dead
House, finding the odor intolerable.
Days in which it seemed none possessed
nerve enough to approach close. Days
when the most fanciful tales of mediae-
val superstitions were spun. These tales
I shall not give; the truth is incredible
enough.

At noon upon the eleventh day I
chanced upon Rori Pailleron, a Cajan
—and one of the least prepossessing of
all with whom | had come in contact
“Chanced” perhaps is a bad word. I had
listed every dweller of the woods within
a five mile radius. Rori was sixteenth
on my list | went to him only after
interviewing ail four of the Crabiers and
two whole families of Pichons. And
Rori regarded me with the utmost sus-.
picion until I made him a present of
the two quarts of “shinny” purchased
of the Pichons.

Because long practice has perfected
me in the technique of seeming to drink
another man's awful liquor — no, I'm
not an absolute prohibitionist; fine wine
or twelve-year-in-cask Bourbon whisky
arouses my definite interest — | fooled
Pailleron from the start | shall omit
preliminaries, and leap to the first ad-
mission from him that he knew more
concerning Dead House and its former
iInmates than any of the other darkies
or Cajans roundabout.

“ . . . Butl ain't talkin'. Sacref If
I should open my gab, what might fly
out? It is for keeping silent, y'r damn’
right! . . .~

I agreed. He was a wise man—edu-
cated to some extent in the queer schools
and churches maintained exclusively by
Cajans in the depths of the woods, yet
naive withal.

We drank. And | never had to ask
another leading question. The liquor
made him want to interest me; and the
only extraordinary topic in this whole
neck of the woods was the Dead House.
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Three-quarters of a pint of am i
nauseous fluid, and he hinted darkly.
A pint, and he told me something I
scarcely could believe. Another half-
pint But | shall erive his con-
fession in condensed form.

He had known Joe Sibley, the oc-
toroon chef, houseman and valet who
Served Cranmer. Through Joe. Ron
had furnished certain iimispenables in
way of food to the Crainncr household.
At rir-t, these salable articles had |"een
exclusively vegetable— white and yellow
turnip, sweet potatoes, com and beans
—but later, meat!

Ye.-, meat especially— whole lambs,
slaughtered and quartered, the coorest
variety of piney-wood? pork and beef,
nil in* immense" quantity |

VI.

TN DECEMBER of the fatal winter
X Lee and his wife stopped down at the
Lodze for ten days or thereabouts.

They were enroute to Cuba at the
time, intending to be away five or six
weeks. Their original plan had been
only to wait over a day or so in the
piney-woods, but something caused an
amendment to the scheme.

The two dallied. Loo seemed to have
become vastly absorbed in something
—s0 much absorbed that it was only
when Peggy insisted upon continuing
their trip, that he could tear himself
awav.

It was during those ten days that he
began buying meat. Meager bits of it
at first— a rabbit, a pair of squirrels, or
perhaps a few quail beyond the number
he and Peggy shot. Rori furnished the
game, thinking nothing of it except that
Lee paid double prices— and insisted
upon keepng the purchases secret from
other members of the household.

“I'm putting it across on the Govern-
or. Rori!” he said once with a wink.
fGoing to give him the shock of his life.
So you mustn’t let on. even to Joe about
what | want you to do. Maybe it won’t
work out, but if it does . . . ! Dad'll
have the scientific world at his feet!
He doesn’t blow his own horn anywhere
near enough, you know.”

Rori didn't know. Hadn't a sus-

picion what Lee was talking about.
Mill, if this rich, young idiot wanted to
pay him a half dollar in good silver
coin for a quail that anyone—himself
included— could knock down with h
live-rent shell. Rori was well rationed to
keep 111- mouth shut. Each evening he
brought .-ome of the small game. And
tacit day Lee Cranmer seemed to have
lire for an additional quail orso . . .

A\licit he war ready to leave for Cuba,
Lee came forward with the strangest of
prop*t-itioiw. He fairly whispered his
vehemence and desire for secrecy! He
would tell Rori, and would pay the
Cajan five hundred dollars— half in ad-
vance, and half at the end of five weeks
when Lee liini.-elf would return front
Cubit— provided Rori agreed to adhere
absolutely to a certain secret program!
The money was more than a fortune to
Rori; it was uodreamt-of affluence. The
Cajan acceded.

“He wuz idlin’ me then how the ol’
man had raised some kind of pet,” Rori
confided, “an’ wanted to get shet of it.
So he give it to Lee, tellin’ him to kill
it, but Lee was sot on foolin’ him. W’ at
I ask yer is, wat kind of a pet is it
w’at lives downvin a mud sink an! eat*
a couple lump* ewnj night!”

I couldn’t imagine, so | pressed him
for further details. Here at lost was
something which sounded like a clue!

He really knew too little. The agree-
ment with Lee provided that if Rori
carried out the provisions exactly, he
should be paid extra and at his exorbi-
tant scale of all additional outlay, when
Lee returned.

The young man gave him a daily
schedule which Rori showed. Each
evening he was to procure, slaughter
and .cut up a definite—and growing—
amount of meat. Every item was
checked, and | saw that they ran from
five pounds up to forty!

A\Yhat in heaven”™ name, did you do
with it?” | demanded, excited now and
pouring him an additional drink for
fear caution might return to him.

“Took it thmugli the bushes in back
an’ slung it in the mud -ink there! An’
suthin’ come np an’ drug it down!”

“A ’'gator?”

“Diable!. How should I know? It
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was dark. | wouldn’t go close* He
shuddered, and the fingers which lifted
his class shook as with sudden chill.
“Mebbe you'd of done it, huh? Not me,
though I' The young fellah tale me to
sling it in, an' | slung it.

“A couple times | come around in
the light, but there wasn't nuthin'
there you could see. Jes’ mud, an' some
water. Mebbe the thing didn't come
out in daytimes

“Perhaps not,” | agreed, straining
even* mental resource to imagine what
Lee's sinister pet could have been. “But
you said something about two hogs a
day! What did you mean by tnat?
This paper, proof enough that you're
telling tne truth so far, states that on
the thirty-fifth day you were to throw
forty pounds of meat— any kind—into
the sink. Two hogs, even the piney-
woods variety, weigh a lot more than
fortv pounds I"

“Them was after — after he come
back 1"

From this point onward, Rori's tale
became more and more enmeshed in
the vagaries induced by bad liquor. His
tongue thickened. | shall give his story
without attempt to reproduce further
verbal barbarities, or the occasional
prodding | had to give in order to keep
him from maundering into fooiisn
jargon.

Lee had paid munificently. His only
objection to the manner in which Rori
had carried out his orders was that the
orders themselves had been deficient.
The pet, he said had grown enormously.
It was hungry, ravenous. Lee himself
had supplemented the fare with huge
pails of scraps from the Kkitchen.

From that day Lee purchased from
Rori whole sheep and hogs| The Cajan
continued to bring the carcasses at
nightfall, but no longer did Lee permit
him to approach the pool. The voung
man appeared chronically excited now.
He had a tremendous secret—one the
extent of which even his father did not
guess, and one which would astonish the
world! Only a week or two more and
he would spring it. First he would have
to arrange certain data.

Then came the day when everyone
disappeared from Dead House. IEtori

. his ears!

came around several times, but con-
cluded that all of the occupants had
folded tents and departed — doubtles-
taking their mysterious *“pet" along.
Only when he caw from a distance Joe.
the octoroon servant, returning along
the road on foot toward the Lodge, did
his slow mental processes begin to fer-
ment. That afternoon Rori visited the
strange place for the next to last time.

He did not go to the Lodge itself—
and there were reasons. While still some
hundreds of yards away from the place
a terrible, sustained screaming reaohed
It was faint, yet unmistakably
the voice of Joe! Throwing a pair of
number two shells into the breach of
his shotgun, Rori hurried on, taking
his usual path through the brush at the
back.

He saw—and as he told me even
“shinny" drunkenness fled his chatter-
ing tones—Joe, the octoroon. Aye, he
stood in the vard, far from the pool into
which Rori had thrown the carcasses—
and Joe covld not move!

Rori failed to explain in full, but
la&iething, a slimy, amorphous some-
thing, which glistened in thc\sunlight
already had engulfed the man to his
shoulders! Breath was cut off. Joe’s
contorted face writhed with horror and
beginning suffocation. One hand— all
that was free of the rest of him!— beat
feebly upon the rubbery, translucent
thing that was engulfing his body!

Then Joe sank from sight . . .

VII.
FIVE days of liquored indulgence
passed before Rori, alone in his

shaky cabin, convinced himself that he
had seen a phantasy born of alcohol. He
came back the last time—to find a high
wail of brick surrounding the Lodge,
and including the pool of mud into
which he had thrown the meat!

While he hesitated, circling the place
without discovering an opening—which
he would not have dareo to use, even
had he found it—a crashing, tearing of
timbers, and persistent sound of awe-
some destruction came from within. He
swung himself into one of the oaks near
the wall. And he was just in time to
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*i»e the last supporting stanchions of the
Lodge give way outward!

The whole structure fame apart. The
roof fell in—yet seemed to move after
it had fallen! Logs of wall diverted
retaining grasp of their spikes like
layers of plywood in the grasp of the
~hearing machine!

That was all. Soddenly intoxicated
now, Rori mumbled more phrases, giv-
ing me the idea that on another day
when he became- sober once more, he
might add to his statements, but I—
numbed to the soul—scarcely cared. If
that which he related was true, what
nightmare of madness must have been
consummated here!

I could vision some things now which
concerned Lee and Peggy, horrible
.hings. Only remembrance of Elsie
kept me faced forward in the search—
Nor now it seemed almost that the handi-
work of a madman must be preferred to
what Rori claimed to have seen! What
had been that sinister, translucent
‘hing? That glistening thing which
jumped upward about a man. smother-
ing, engulfing?

Queerly enough, though such a
itheorv as came most easily to mind now
would have outraged reason in me if
euggested concerning total strangers, |
:isked myself only what details of Rori’'a
revelation hod been exaggerated by
fright and fumes of liquor. And as
(sat on the creaking benen in his cabin,
staring unseeing as he lurched down to
.he floor, fumbling with a lock box of
:;reen tin which lay under his cot, and
muttering, the answer to all my ques-
tions lay within reach!

TT WAS not until next day, however,
1 that | made the discovery. Heavy of
heart | had reexamined the spot where
the Lodge had stood, then made my
way to the Cajon’s cabin again, seeking

confirmation of what he had told
me during intoxication.

In imagining that such a spree for
Rori would be ended by a single night,
however, | was mistaken. He lay
-prawled almost as | had left him. Only
two factors were changed. No ‘Chinny’
*:ns left—and lying open, with its mis-
cellaneous contents strewed about, was

the tin box. Rori somehow had managed
to open it with the tiny key still
clutched in his hand.

Concern for his safety alone was what
made me notiiv the box. It was a re-
ceptacle for small fishing tackle of the
sort carried here and there by any
sportsman. Tangles of Dowagiac min-
nows, spoon hooks ranging in size to
silver-backed number eights; three reels
still earning line of different weights,
spinners, casting plugs, wobblers, float-
ing baits, were spilled out upon the
rough plank flooring where they might
snag Rori badly if he rolled. | gathered
them, intending to save him an acci-
dent.

With the miscellaneous assortment
in my hands* however, | stopped dead.
Something had caught my eye— some-
thing lying flash with the bottom of the

lock box! | stared, and then swiftly
tossed the hooks and other impedi-
menta upon the table. What | had

glimpsed there in the box wo? a loose-
leaf notebook-of the sort used for re-
cording laboratory data! And Rori
scarcely could read, let alone write!
Feverishly, a riot of recognition, sur-
mise, hope ond fear bubbling in my

brain, | grabbed the book and threw
it open. At once | knew that this was
the end. The pages were scribbled in

pencil, but the handwriting was that
precise chirography | knew' as belong-

ing to John Corliss Cranmer, the ecien-
tist!

Lo Could he not have
obeyed my instructions! Oh, God!.
Thu . . . 7

These were the words at top of the
first page which met my eye.

Because knowledge of the circum-
stances, the relation of which | pried
out of the reluctant Ron only some days
later when | had him in Mobile as a
police witness for the sake of my
friend’s vindication, is necessary to un-
derstanding, | shall interpolate.

Rori had not told me everything.
On his late vi?it to the vicinage of Dead
House he saw more. A crouching
figure, seated Turk fashion on top of
the wall, appeared to be writing indus-
triously. Rori recognized the man as
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Cranmer, yet did not hail him. He
had no opportunity.

Just as the Cajan came near, Cran-
mer rose, thrust the notebook* which

had rested across his knees, into the box..

Then he turned, tossed outside the wall
both the locked box and a ribbon to
which was attached the key.

Then his arms raised toward heaven.
For five seconds he seemed to invoke
the mercy of Power 'beyond all of man's
scientific prying. And finally he
leaped, innde . .

Rori did not climb to investigate.
He knew that directly below this por-
tion of wall lay the mud sink into

which he had thrown the chunks of
meat!

VIII.

"PHIS is a true transcription of the

statement | inscribed, telling the se-
guence of actual events at Dead House.
The original of the statement now lies
in the archives of the detective depart-
ment.

Cranmeris notebook, though written
in a precise hand, yet betrayed the
man’s insanity by incoherence and fre-
quent repetitions. My statement has
been accepted now, iioth by alienists
and by detectives who had entertained
different theories in respect to the case.
It quashes the noisome hints and sus-
picions regarding three of the finest
Americans who ever lived—and also
one queer supposition dealing with sup-
posed criminal tendencies in poor Joe,
the octoroon.

John Corliss Cranmer went
for sufficient cause!

insane
READERS of popular fiction
know well, Lee Cranmert forte was
the writing of what is called—among
fellows in the craft— the pamdo-ecien-
tific story. In plain words, this means a
yam. based upon solid fact in the field
of astronomy, chemistry, anthropology
or whatnot, which carries to logical con-
clusion unproved theories of men who
devote their lives to searching out
further nadirs of fact.
In certain fashion these men are
allies of science. Often they visualize
something which has not been imag-

ined even by the best of men from
whom they secure data, thus open-
iIng new horizons of possibility, In a
large way Jules Verne was one of these
men in &is day; Lee Cranmer bade fair
to carry on the work in worthy fashion
— work taken up for a period by an
Englishman named Wells, but aban-
doned for stories of a different— and,
in my humble opinion, less absorbing—

~Lee wrote three novels, all published,
which dealt with such subjects— two of
the three secured from his own father's
labors, and the other speculating upon
the discovery and possible uses of inter-
atomic energy. Upon John Corliss
Cranmer’'s return from Prague that
fatal winter, the father informed Lee
that a greater subject than any with
which tne young man had dealt, now
could be tapped.

Cranmer. senior, had devised a way
in which tne limiting factors in proto-
zoic life and growth, could be nullified;
in time, and with cooperation of biolo-
gists who specialized upon karyokincsi*
and embryology of higher forms, he
hoped—to put the theory in pragmatic
terms— to be able to grow swine tne size
of elephants, quail or woodcock with
breasts from which a hundredweight of
white meat could be cut away, and
steers whose dehorned heads might butt
at the third story of a skyscraper!

Such result would revolutionize the
methods of food supply, of course. It
also would hold out nope for all under-
sized specimens of humanity— provided
only mat if factors inhibiting growth
could be deleted, some method of stop-
ping gianthood also could be developed.

Cranmer the elder, through use of an
undescribed (in the notebook) growth
medium of which one constituent was
agar-agar, and the use of radium emar
nations, had succeeded in bringing
about apparently unrestricted growth in
the paramoecium protozoan, certain of
the vegetable growths (among which
were bacteria), and in the amorphous
cell of protoplasm known as the amoeba
—the last a single cell containing only
neucleolus, neucleus, and a space known
as the contractile vacuole which some-
how aided in throwing off particles im-
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| co— t» a--imilau* direcily. This
point may bo remembered in roc-jwt to
the piles of lumber loft near the outside
wall- -urrounding Dead limited

When Lee Onuimor and his wife
raiiie =mth t» virii. John Lroli.% Cran-
inor -liuwed his ..on an amteba— nor-
mally an wuruani.-in visible under low-
Inovel micro-oope— which lie had ab-
~dwd from natural growth inhibitions.
Thi- «im»*ha. a rubbery, amorphous
m;iv of protoplasm, was of the size then
of a large In*ef liver. It have
been hold in two cupped hands, placed
side by side.

“How large could it grow?”
Lee. wide-eyed and interested.

“So far ns I know/ answered the
father, eethere is uo limit— now! It
might, if it. got food enough, grow to
Ik*as big as the Masonic Temple 1

T.ut take it out and Kkill it. Destroy
the organism utterlv—burning the
fragment.— cl?e there is no telling what
might happen. The atnorba, as I have
explained, reproduces by simple divi-
sion. Any fragment remaining might
I»e dangerous.” e

lav took the mbliery. translucent
giant ecll—but he did not obey orders.
In-lead of destroying it as hie father
had directed. Lee thought out a plan,
suppose lie should grow this organism
to tremendou- size? Suppose. when the
talc of his fathers accomplishment were
spread, an amudva of many tons weight
could W shown in evidence? Lee, of
eomewhnt sensational cast of mind, de-
tormined instantly to keep secret the
fact that lie was not destroying the or-
gani-m. but encouraging its further
growth.  Thought of j>o0?-ible peril
never crossed his mind.

He arranged to have the thing fed—
allowing for normal increase of size iIin
an abnormal thing. It fooled him only
In growing much more rapidly. When
lie came back from Cuba the nnueba
practically filled the whole of the mud

el.ik hollow. Ilie had to give it much
greater supplies.

The giant cell came to absorb ns
much as two hogs in nsingle day. Dur-
ing daylight, while hunger still wa* ap-
peased. it never emerged, however.

asked

That remained forth** time that could
nriin* no umre food near at hand to
satisfy its ravenous and increasing ap-
|>etite.

Only instinct for the "au-atiunal kept
Leo from telling Peggy. hi- wife, all
about the matter. Lee hoped to spring
a rnnp which would immortalize his
father, and surprise his wife terrifically.
Therefore, he kept his own counsel—
and made bargain? with the Cajan,
IN\ori, who supplied food daily for the
shapeless monster of the pool.

The tragedy itself came suddenly
and unexpectedly. Peggy, feeding the
two (Jordon setters that* Lee ana she
used for quail hunting, was in the
Lodge yard before sunset. She romped
alone, us Lee himself was dressing.

Of a ?\iddeu her screams cut the still
air!  Without her knowledge, ten-foot
pwulonocU— those flowing tentacles of
protoplasm sent forth by the sinister
occupant of the pool—slid. out and
around her pulteed ankles.

For a moment she did not under-
stand. Then, at first suspicion of the
horrid truth, her cries rent the air.
Leo. at that time struggling to lace a
pair of high shoes, straightened, paled,
and grabbed a revolver as he dashed
out.

In another room a scientist, absorbed
in his notetaking, glanced up, frowned,
and then—recognizing the voice— shed
his white gown and came out. He was
too late to do aught but gasp with
horror.

In the yard Peggy was half engulfed
INn n squamous, rubbery something
which at first glance he could not ana-
lyze.

Lee. h*™ boy. was fighting with the
Micky folds, and slowly, surely, losing
his onwn grip upon the earth!

I X.

JOHN CORLISS CRANMER was by
U no means a coward. He stared,
cried aloud, then ran indoors, seizing
the first two weapons which came to
hand— a shotgun and hunting knife
which lay in sheath in a enrtridged belt
across hook of the hall-tree. The knife
was ten inches in length and razor keen.
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Cranmer rushed out again. He saw
an indecent fluid something—which as
yet he had not had time to classify—
lumping itself into a six-fool-high center
before his very eyes! It looked like
one of the micro-organlLans he had

studied! One grown to frightful di-
mensions. An amoebal!
There, some minutes suffocated in

the rubbery folch—yet still apparent
beneath the glistening ooze of this mon-
ster—were two bodies.

They were dead. He knew it
Nevertheless he attacked the flowing,
senseless monster with his knife. Shot
would do no good. And he found that
even the deep, terrific slashes made by
his knife closed together,in a moment
and healed. The monster was invulner-
able to ordinary attack!

A pair of pseudopods sought out his
ankles, attempting to bring him low.
Both of these he severed—and escaped.
Why did he trv? He did not know.
The two whom he had sought to rescue
were dead, buried under folds of this
horrid thing he knew to be his own dis-
covery and fabrication.

Then it was that revulsion and in-
sanity came upon him.

There ended the story of Jehn Corliss
Cranmer, save for one hastily scribbled
paragraph—evidently written at the
time Rori had seen him atop the wall.

May we not supply with assurance
the intervening steps?"

Cranmer was known to have pur-
chased a whole pen of hogp a day or
two following the tragedy. These ani-
mals never were seen again. During
the time the wall was being constructed
IS it not reasonable to assume that he
fed the giant organism within— to keep
it quiet? His scientist brain must have
visualized clearly the havoc and horror
which could be wrought hy the loath-
some thing if it ever were driven by

hunger to flow away from the Lodge
and prey upon the countryside!

With the wall once in place, he evi-
dently figured that starvation or some
other means which he could supply
would Kill the thing. One of the means
had been made by setting fire to several
piles of the disgorged timbers; probably
this had no effect whatever.

The amoeba was to accomplish still
more destruction. In the throes of hun-
ger it threw its gigantic, formless
strength against the house walls from
the inside; then even* edible morsel
within was assimilated, the logs, rafters
and other fragments being worked out
through the contractile vacuole.

During some of its last struggles, un-
doubtedly, the side wall of brick was
weakened—not to collapse, however,
until the giant amoeba no longer could
take advantage of the breach.

In final death lassitude, the amoeba
stretched itself out in a thin layer over
the ground. There It succumbed,
though there is no means of estimating
how long a time intervened.

The lust paragraph in Crammer's
notehookA-scrawled so badly that it is
possible some words | have not de-
ciphered correctly, read os follows:

“In my work | have found the
means of creating a monster. The
unnatural thing, in turn, has de-
stroyed my work and those whom

I held dear. It is in vain that I
assure myself of innocence of
spirit.  Mine is the crime of pre-

sumption. Now. as expiation—
worthless though that may be—|I
give myself .

It is better not to think of that last
leap, and the struggle of an insane man
in the grip of the dying monster.



Extraordinary, Unearthly Things
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By OTIS ADELBERT KLINE

NCIL.F. JIM >vi- W .1,

I miiM minrely believe it, but
ihe litvlo yellow iui**ive, which
had just been handed to me by

the \W um Union messenger boy, left
no room for doubt. It was short and
convincing:

' Conn: to Peoria at once. James

ItrotlJock thnd of heart failure.

toflmt (C Illy. A ttotnrif*/’

I should explain here that Uncle Jim,
IMly mother's brother, wa- my only living
near relative.. Having lo-t I>oth father
and mother in the Iroquois Theatre
Fire at the ace of twelve years, | should

have been forced to abandon my plans
32

for a high school and commercial educ*
tion but for his noble generosity. In
his home town he was believed to be
comfortably well off, but | had learned
not long since that it had meant a con-
siderable sacrifice for him to furnish
the fifteen hundred dollars a year to
put me through high school and busi-
ness college, and | was glad when the
time came for me to find employment,
and thus become independent of his
bounty.

My position as bookkeeper for a com-
mission firm in South Water Street,

while not particularly remunerative, at
least provided a comfortable living, and
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I was happy in it— until the message of
his death came.

1 took the telegram to my employer,
obtained a week’s leave-of-absence, and
was soon on the wav to the Union Depot.

AH the wav to Peoria | thought about
Unde Jim. lie wo? not old—only forty-
five—and when | had last seen him he
had seemed particularly bule and
heartv. This sudden loss of my nearest
and dearest friend was, therefore, al-
most unbelievable. | carried a leaden
weight in mv heart, and it seemed that
the lump in mv throat would choke me.

Uncle Jim had lived on a three-
hundred-and-twenty acre farm near
Peoria. Being a bachelor, he had em-
ployed a housekeeper. The farm work
was looked after oy a family named
Sever*— man, wife and two sons—who
lived in the tenant house, perhaps a
thousand feet to the rear of the owners
residence, in convenient proximity to

the barn, silos and other farm build-
ings.

after memory of Uncle Jim’s scientific
attainments and scholarly life, while the
rumbling car wheels left the miles be-
hind; and the thought that such a
man bad been lost to me and to the
world was almost unbearable.

I arrived in Peoria shortly before
midnight, and was glad to find Joe
Severs, son of my uncle’s tenant, wait-
ing for me with a fliwer. After a five-
mile ride in inky darkness over a rough
road, we came to the farm.

I was greeted at the door by the
housekeeper, Mrs. Rhodes, and one of
two men, nearby neighbors, who had
kindly volunteered to “set up” with
the corpse. The woman’s eyes were red
with weeping, and her tears flowed
afresh as she led me to the room where
my uncle’'s body lav in a gray casket.

A dim Kkerosene lamp burned in one
corner of the room, ana after the silent
watcher had greeted me with a hand-
clasp and a sad shake of the head, I
walked up to view the remains of my

As | have said, my uncle’'s neighbors-=dearest fnend on earth.

believed him to be comfortably well off,
but | knew the place was mortgaged to
the limit, so that the income from the
fertile acres was practically absorbed by
overhead expenses and interest

Had my uncle been a business man
in the true sense of the term, no doubt
he could hove been wealthy. But he
was a scientist and dreamer, inclined to
let the farm run itself while he devoted
his time to studv and research. His
hobby was psychic phenomena. His
thirst for more facts regarding the
human mind was insatiable. In the pur-
suit of his favorite study, lie had at-
tended seances in this countrv and
obrond with the lending spiritualists of
the world.

He was n member of the London
Society for Psychical Research. as well
as the American Society, and corre-
sponded regularly with noted scientists,
psychologists and' spiritualists. As an
authority on psychic phenomena, he
had contributed articles to the leading
scientific publications from time to
time, and was the author of a dozen
well-known Iv>ok« on the subject.

Thus, grief-filled though | was, my
mind kept presenting to me memorv

As | looked down on that noble,
kindly face, the old lump, which haa
for u time subsided, came back in my
throat. | expected tears, heartrending
sobs, but they did not.come. | seemed
dozed— bewildered.

Suddenly, and apparently against my
own reason, | heard myself saying
aloud, “He is not dead— only deeping.

When the watchers looked at me in
amazement | repeated, “Uncle Jim is
not dead! He is only sleeping.”

Mrs. Rhodes looked compassionately
at me, and by a meaning glance at the
others said as plainly as if she had
spoken. “His mmd is affected.”

She and Mr. Newberry, the neigh-
bor whom | had first met, gently led me
from the room. | was, myself dum-
foutided at the words | had uttered, nor
could I find a reason for them.

My uncle was undoubtedly dead, at
least as Tar a* this physical world wa*
concerned. There was nothing about
the appearance of the pale, rigid corpse
to indicate life, and ne had, without
doubt, been pronounced dead by a
phvsicnn. Why. then, had I made thi-
unusual. uncalled for—in fact, ridicu-.
lous— statement? | did not know. T
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concluded that I must have been crazed
with grief—beside myself for * the
moment.

I had announced my intention to
keep watch with Mr. Newberry and the
other neighbor, Mr. Glitch/ but was
finally prevailed upon to go to my room,
on the ground that my nerves were over-
wrought and I must have rest. It was
decided, therefore, that the housekeeper,
who had scarely slept a wink the night
before, and | should retire, while the
two neighbors alternately kept two-
hour watches, one sitting up while the
other slept on a davenport near the
fireplace.

'Mrs. Rhodes conducted me to my
room. | quickly undressed, blew out
the kerosene light and got into bed. It
was some time before T could compose
myself for sleep, and | remember that
fust as | was dozing off | seemed to
{Iear my name pronounced as if some-
one were calling me from a great
distance:

“Billy!” and then, in the same far-
away voice: “Save me, Billy!"

I had slept for perhaps fifteen min-
utes when | awoke with a start. Either
I was dreaming, or something about the
size and shape of a half-grown conger
eel was creeping across my bed.

For the moment | was frozen with
horror, as | perceived the white, name?,
less thing, in the diih light from my
window, with a convulsive movement
I threw the bedclothes from me. leaped
to the floor, struck a match, and auick-
ly lit the lamp. Then, taking my heavy
walking-stick in hand, | advanced on
the bed.

Moving the bedclothing cautiously
with the stick and prodding here and
there, | at length discovert that the
thing was gone. The door was closed,
there was no transom, and the window
was screened. | therefore concluded
that it must still be in the room.

With this thought in mind, | care-
fully searched even* inch of space, look-
ing under and behind the furniture,
with the lamp in one hand and stick in
the other. | then removed all the bed-
ding and opened the dresser drawers,
and found—nothing!

After completely satisfying myself
that the animal | had seen, or perhaps
seemed to see, could not possibly be in
the room, | decided that | hod been
suffering from a nightmare, and again
retired. Because of my nervousness
from the experience, | did not again
blow out the light, but instead turned it
low.

After a half hour of restless turning
and tossing, | succeeded in going to
sleep; this time for possibly twentv
minutes, when | was once more aroused.
The same feeling of horror came over
me, as | distinctly heard a rolling,
scraping sound beneath my bed. | kept
perfectly still and waited while the
sound Vent on. Something was ap-
parently creeping underneath my bed,
and it seemed to oe moving toward the
foot, slowly and laboriously.

Stealthily | sat up, leaned forward
and peered over the foot-board. The
sounds grew more distinct, and a white,
round mas?, which looked like a porcu-
pine rolled into a ball with bristles pro-
jecting, emerged from under my bed.
I uttered a choking cry of fright, and
the thing disappeared before mu eye$!

Without waiting to search the room
further. 1 leaped from the bed to the
spot nearest the door, wrenched it open,
and started on a run for the living-
room, attired only in pajamas. AST
"neared the room, however, part of my
lost courage came back to me, and L
slowed down to a walk. | reasoned that
a precipitate entrance into the room
would arouse the household, and that
possibly, after all. I was only the victim
of a second nightmare. | resolved,
therefore, to say nothing to the watchers
about my experience, but to tell them
only that | was unable to sleep and had
come down for company.

Newberry met me at the door.

“Why what o the matter?” he asked.
“You look pole. Anything wrong?”

“Nothing but a slight attack of in-
digestion. Couldn't sleep, so | came
down for company.”

“You should have brought a dress-
ins-crown or something. You mav take
cold.”

“Oh. 1
enough.”

feel
| said.

quite comfortable
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Newberry stirred the logs in the fire-
place to a blaze, and we moved our
chairs close to the dickering circle of
warmth. The dim light was still burn-
ing in the corner of the room, and
Glitch was snonng on the davenport.

“Fvr.nv thing," said Newberry, “the
instmoons your uncle left.”

“Instructions? What instructions?”
| asked.
“Why, didn't you know? But of

course you didn't. He left written in-
structions with Mrs. Rhodes that in case
of his 6udden death his body was not
to be embalmed, packed in ice, or pre-
served in any way, and that it was not
to be buried" under any consideration,
until decomposition had set in. He also
order'd that no autopsy should be held
until it had been definitely decided that
putrefaction had taken place.”

“Have these instructions been car-
ried out?” | asked.

“To the letter,” he replied.

“And how long will it take for putre-
faction to set in?1

“The doctors say it will probably be
noticed in twenty-four hours.”

I reflected on" this strange order of
my uncle’s. It seemed to me that he
must have feared being buried alive, or
something of the sort,- and | recalled
several instances, of which I had heard,
where bodies, upon being exhumed,
were found turned over in their coffins,
while others had apparently tom their
hair and clawed the lid in "their efforts
to escape from a living tomb.

I was beginning to feel sleepy again
and had just started to doze, when New-
berry grasped my arm.

“Look!” he exclaimed, pointing to-
ward the body.

| looked ouicklv and seemed to see
something wnite for an instant, near

the nostrils.

“Did you see it?” he asked breath-
lessly.

“See what?” | replied, wishing to

learn if he had seen the same thing 1
had.

“l saw something white, like a thick
vapor or filmy veil, come out of his
nose. When | spoke to you it seemed
to jerk back. Didn't you see it?”

“Thought T saw a white flash there
when you spoke, but it must have been
imagination.”

The time had now arrived for Glitch
to watch, so my companion wakened
him, and they exchanged places. New-
berry was soon asleep, and Glitch, being
a stoical German, said little. | present-
ly became drowsy, and was.asleep in
my chair in a short time.

A cry from Glitch brought me to
mv feet. “Yoke up and help catch der
cat!”

“What cat?”
also awakening.

“Der big vite cat,” said Glitch, visi-
bly excited. “Chust now he came der
door through and yumped der coffin
in.”

The three of us rushed to the coffin
but there was no sign of a cat, and
everything seemed undisturbed.

“Dot's funny,” said Glitch. “Maybe
it's hiding someveres in der room.”

We searched the room, without result.

demanded Newberry,

“You've been seeing things,” said
Newberry

“What did the animal look like?”
| asked.

“Vite, und big as a dog. It kommt

der door in, so, und galloped across der
floor, so, und yumDed in der casket
chust like dot Acfil It vos a fierce-
looking beast.”

Glitch was very much in earnest and
gesticulated rapidly as he described the
appearance and movements of the
feline. Perhaps | should have felt in-
clined to laugh, had it not been for mv
own experience that night. 1 noticed,
too, that Newberry's expression was
anything but jocular.

It wa« now nearlv four\o'clook. time
for Newbenrv to watch, but Glitch pro-
tested that he could not sleep another
wink, so the three of us drew chairs up
close to the fire. On each side of the
fireplace was a large window. Th"
shades were completely drawn and *h.-
windows were draped with heavy .:ac-
eiirtnins. Happening to look up at tk-r
window to the left. I noticed something
of a mouse-gray color hanging ntar in*
top of one of the curtains. As | looked.
I fancied | saw a slight moven.rrt »
of a wing being stretched a bit- I
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then folded, and the thing took on the
appearance of a large vampire Dbat,
hanging upside down.

I called the attention of my com-

ions to our singular visitor, and

h saw it as plainly as I.

“How do you suppose he got in?”
asked Newberry.

“Funny ve didn't see him before,”
said Glitch.

I picked up the fire tongs and New-
berry seized tne-poker. Creeping softly
up to the curtain, I stood on tiptoe and
reached up to seize the animal with the
tongs. It was too quick for me, how-
ever, and fluttered out of my reach.
There followed a chase around the
room, which lasted several minutes.
Seeing that it would be impossible for
us to capture the creature by this
method, we gave up the chase, where-
upon it calmed down and suspended it-
self from the picture molding, upside
down.

On seeing this, Glitch, who had taken
a heavy book from the table, hurled
it at our unwelcome visitor. His aim
was good, and the thing uttered a
squeak as it was crushed against the
wall. '

At this moment | thought | heard a
moan from the direction of the casket,
but could not be certain.

Newberry and | rushed over to where
the book had fallen, intent on dispatch-
ing the thing with poker and tongs, but
only the book lay on the floor. The
creature had* completely disappeared.

| picked up the book, and noticed, as
I dia so, a grayish smear on the back
cover. Taking this over to the light,
we saw that it had a soapy appearance.
As we looked, the substance apparently
became absorbed, either by the atmos-
phere or into the cloth cover of the
book. There remained, however, a dry,

white, faintly-defined splotch on the
book cover.

“What do you make of it?” | asked
them.

“Strange!” said Newberry.

| turned to Glitch, and noticed for
the first time that his eyes were wide
with fear. He shook his head and cast
furtive glances toward the casket.

“What do you think it is?” | asked.
“A vampire, maybe. A real vampire.”

“What do you mean by a real
vampire?”
Glitch then described how, In the

folk lore of hi9 native land, there were
stories current of corpses which lived on
in the grave. It was believed that the
spirits of these corpses assumed the
form of huge vampire bats at night,
and went about sucking the blood of
living persons, with which they would
return to the grave from time’to time
and nourish the corpse. This proceed-
ing was kept up indefinitely, unless the
corpse were exhumed and a stake driven
through the heart

He related, in particular, the story of
a Hungarian named Arnold Paul,
whose body was dug up after it had
been buried forty days. It was found
that his cheeks were flushed with blood,
and that his hair, beard and nails had
grown in the grave. When the stake
was driven through his heart, he had
uttered a frightful shriek and a torrent
of blood gushed from his mouth.

This vampire story seized on my
Imagination in a peculiar way. |
thought again of my uncle’s strange
request regarding the disposition of his
body, and of the strange apparitions |
had seen. For the moment | was a
convert to the vampire theory.

My better judgment, however, soon
convinced me that there could not be
such a thing as a vampire, and, even
iIf there were, a man whose character
had been so noble as that of my de-
ceased uncle would most certainly never
resort to such hideous and revolting
practices.

We sat together in silence as the first
faint streaks of dawn showed in the
east. A few minutes, later the welcome
aroma of coffee and frving bacon
greeted our nostrils, and Mrs. Rhodes
came into announce that breakfast was
ready.

After breakfast, my newly-made
friends departed for their homes, both
assuring me that they would be glad to
come and watch with me again that
nigKt.

However, | read something in the
uneasv manner of Glitch which led
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me to believe that | could not count on
him. and | was. therefore, not greatly
surprised when he telephoned me an
hour later, stating that hU wife was ill,
and that he would not be able to come.

| STROLLED outdoors to enjoy a

cigar, comforted by the rays of the
morning *un after my night s experi-
ence.

It was pleasant. | reflected, to be once
more in the realm of the natural, to
see the trees attired in the autumn foli-
age, to feel the rustle of fallen leaves
underfoot, to fill* my lungs with the
spicy, invigorating Oclol>er air.

A gray squirrel scampered across my
pathway, Ins cheek pouches bulging
with acorns. A flock of Dblackbirds,
migrating southward, stopped for a few
moments in the trees above my head,
chattering vociferously; then resumed
their journey with a sudden whirr of
wir|1|gs and a few hoarse notes of fare-
well.

‘it 1s but a step.” | reflected, “from
the natural to the supernatural.”

This observation started a new line
of thought. After all, could anything
be supernatural— above nature? Na-
ture. according to my belief, was onlv
another name for God, eternal mind,
omnipotent, omnipresent, omniscient
ruler of the universe. If He were om-
nipotent, could anything take place
contrary to His laws? Obviously not.

The word “supernatural” was. after
all. onlv an expression invented by man
in his finite ignorance, to define those
thing* which he did not understand.
Telegraphy, telephony, the phono-
graph. the moving picture— all would
have been regarded with superstition
by an age less advanced than ours.
Man had only to become familiar with
the laws txoverning them, in order to
di-card the word “supernatural” as ap-
plied to their manifestations.

What right, then, had T to term
the phenomena, which T had just wit-
nessed, supernatural? T might call

them supernormal, but to think of them
as supernatural would be to I>elieve the
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impossible: namely, that that which is
all-powerful had been overpowered.

| resolved, then and there, that if
further phenomena manifested them-
selves that night. | would, as far a- it
were possible, curb my superstition and
fear, regard them with the eye of a
philosopher, and endeavor to learn
their cause, which mu.~t necessarily be
governed by natural law.

A gray cloud of dust and the whir-
ring of a motor announced the coming
of an automobile. The next minute an
ancient flivver, with whose bump.- of
eccentricity | had gained some ac-
quaintance. turned into the driveway
and stopped opposite me. Joe Severs,
older son of my uncle’s tenant, stepped
out and came running toward me.

“Glitch’s wife died this morning,”
he panted, “and he swears Mr. Brad-

dock is a vampire and sucked her
blood.”

“What rot!” | replied.
lieves bim, of course?”

“1 ain't so sure of that,” said Joe.
“Some of the farmers are takin’ it
mighty serious. One of the Langdou
boys, first farm north of here, was took
sick this morninb Doctor don’t know
what’s the matter of him. Folks say it
looks mighty queer.”

Mrs. Rhodes appeared on the front
porch.

“A telephone call for you, sir,” she
said.

I hastened to the ’phone.
was speaking.

“Tnis is Mrs. Newberry,” she said.
“My husband is dreadfully ill, mid
asked me to tell you that he cannot
come to sit up with you tonight.”

| thanked the lady, offered my con-
dolences, and tendered my sincere
wishes for her husband’s speedy recov-
ery'. This done. | wrote a note of sym-
pathy to Mr. Glitch, and dispatched
Joe with it.

Here, indeed, was a pretty situation
Glitch’s wife dead. Newberry -eriously
ill, and the whole countrywide fright-
ened by this impossible vnmnire story*
I knew it would be useless to a-k ai.v
of the other neighbors to kppp wat*i»
with me. Obviously. | was d™stin™] - e
face the terrors of the coming *

“Nobody be-

A woman
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;ilone. Was | equal to the task? Could
my nerves, already unstrung by the pre-
vious night’'s experience, withstand the
ordeal?

I must confess, and not without a
feeling of shame, that at this juncture
| felt impelled to flee, anywhere, and
leave my deceased wuucle*> affairs to
shape themselves as they would.

With this idea in mind, | repaired
to my room and started to pack mv
grip/ Something fell to the floor, ft
was my uncle’s last letter, received only
the day before the telegram arrived an-
nouncing his death. | hesitated— then

picked it up and opened it. The last
paragraph held my attention:
#YAnd, Billy, my boy. don't

worry any more about the money I
advanced you. It was, as you say,
a considerable drain on mv re-

source*, but | gave it willingly,
gladly, for the education of my
sister's -on. My only regret is that

| could not have done more.
== Affectionately.

<Utule Jim.”

A tlu.-h of guilt came over me. The
reproach of my conscience was keen
and painful. 1 had been about to com-
mit a cowardly, dishonorable deed.

“Thank God, for the accidental inter-
vention of that letter/* | .-aid fervently.

My resolution was firmly made now.
I would see the thing through at all
co*ts. The noble love, the generous
self-sacrifice of my uncle, should not go
unrequited.

I quickly unpacked my bag and
walked downstairs. The rest of the day
w;is uneventful, but the night—how I
dreaded the coming of the night! As
T stood on the porch and watched the
last faint alow of sunset slowly fading.
I wished that I. liked .Joshua, might
enu-e the sun and moon to -tand still.

Twilight came on all too quickly,
accelerated by a bank of heavy clouds
which appeared on the western horizon:
and darkness .-ucceeded twilight with
unwonted rapidity.

[ entered tne house and trod the hall-
way leading to the living-room, with
much the same feeling, no doubt, that

a convict experiences when entering the
death cell.

The boas- ceeper was just placing the
lamp, freshly cleaned and filled, in the
room. Joe Severs* younger brother,
Sam. had placed logs in tne fireplace,
with kindling and paper beneath them,
ready for lighting. Mrs. Rhodes hade
me a kindly “Good-night, sir,* and de-
parted noiselessly.

At last the dreaded moment had ar-

rived. | was alone with the nameless
powers of darkness.

I -huddered involuntarily. A damp
chill pervoded the air, and | ignited thq.
kindling beneath the logs in the fire-
place. "Then, drawing the shades to
shut out the pitchy blackness of the
night. T lighted rny pipe and stood in
the warm glow.

Under the genial influence of pipe
and warmth, my feeling of-fear was
temporarily dissipated. Taking a book
from the library table, |1 settled down

to read. It was called “The Reality of
Materialization Phenomena,” and had
been written by ray uncle. The pub-

lishers were Bulwer & Sons, New York
and London.

It was apparently a record of the
observations mad”™ by my uncle at ma-
terialization seances in this country ana
Europe. Contrary to my usual custom
on starting a book. | read the authors
introduction. He began by expressing
the wish that those who might read the
work should first lav aside all prejudice
and all preconceived ideas regarding the
subject, which were not based on posi-
tive knowledge: then weigh the facts
as he had found them before drawing
a definite conclusion.

The following passage, in particular,
held my attention:

“While it is to be admitted, with
regret, that there are many people
calling themselves mediums, who
deceive their -itters nightly and
w hose production.- are eonse-
ouonfly mere optical illusions, pro-
duced my chicanery and legerde-
main. lhe writer has nevertheless
gathered, at the -ittings recorded
in this book, where all possibility
of fraud was excluded by rigorous
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examination and control, undeni-
able evidence that genuine materi-
alizations are. and be. pro-
duced.

“The source and physical com-
position— if indeed it be physical
—of a phantasm materialized by a
true medium, remains, up to the
present time, inexplicable. That
such manifestations are not hallu-
cinations. lias been proved time and
again by taking photographs. One
would indeed De compelled to
strain his credulity to the utmost,
were he to believe that a mere hal-
lucination could be photographed.

“As | have stated, the exact
nature and source of the phenom-
ena are apparently inscrutable;
however, it is a notable fact that
the strongest manifestations take
place when the medium is in a
state of catalepsy, or suspended
animation. Her hands are cold—
her body becomes rigid— her eyes,
if open, appear to be fixed on
pace—"

A roll of thunder, quickly followed
by a ru*h of wind, ruaely interrupted
my reading. The housekeeper appeared
in the doorway, lamp in hand.

“Would you mind helping me close
the windows, sir?” she askea. “There
IS a big rainstorm coming, and they
must be closed quickly, or the furnish-
ings and wall paper will be soaked.,

Together we ascended the stairs. |
rushed from window to window, while
she lighted the wav with the dim lamp.
This duty attended to, she again baae
me “Good night/’ and | returned to
the living-room.

As | entered, | glanced at the casket:
then looked again while a feeling of
horror crept over me. Either | was
dreaming, or it had been completely
draped with a white sheet during my
ab-ence.

1 nibbed my eyes, pinched myself,
and advanced to confirm the evidence
of my eyesight by the sense of touch.
As | extended my hand, the center of
the sheet rose in a sharp peak, as if
lifted hv some invisible presence, and
the entire fabric traveled upward toward

the ceiling. | drew back with a cry’ of
dread, watching it with perhaps the
same fascination that is experienced by
a doomed bird or animal looking into
the eyes of a serpent that is about to
devour it.

The point touched the ceiling. There
was a crash of thunder, accompanied
bv a blinding flash of lightning which
iluminated the room through tne sides
of the ill-fitting window shades, and
I found myself staring at the bare ceil-
ing.

Walking dazedly to the fireplace.
I poked the logs until they blazed, and
then sat down to collect my thoughts.
Torrents of rain were beating against
the window panes. Thunder roare<3 and
lightning flashed incessantly.

| took up my pipe and was about to
light it when a strange sight interrupted
me. Something round and flat, about
six inches in diameter, and of a grayish
color, was moving along the floor from-
the casket toward the center of the
room. | watched it, fascinated, while
the blood seemed to congeal in my
veins. It did not roll or slide .along
the floor, but seemed rather to flow for-
ward.

It reminded me. more than anything
else, of an amoeba, one of those micro-
scopic, unicellular animalcule which
| had examined in the study of zoology:
An amoeba magnified, pernaips, several
million diameters. | could plainly see,
it put forth projections,- resembling
pseudopods, from time to time, ana
again withdraw them quickly into the
body mass.

The lighted match burned my fin-
fers, and | dropped it on the hearth,

n the meantime the creature had
reached the center of the room and
stopped. A metamorphosis was now
taking place before my eyes. To my
surprise. | beheld, in place of a magni-
fied amoeba, a gigantic trilobite, larger,
it is true, than any specimen which has
ever been found, but. nevertheless, true
to form in every detail.

The trilobite, in turn, changed to a
brilliantlv-hued star-fish with active,
wriggling tentacles. The star-fish be-,
came a crab, and the crab, a porpoise
swimming about in the air as if it had
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been water. The porpoise then became
a huge green lizard that crawled about
the floor.

Soon the lizard grew large webbed
wings, its tail shortened, it* jaws length-
ened out with a pclicanlike pouch be-
neath them, and its body seemed par-
tially covered with scales of a rusty
black color. | afterward learned that
this was a pliantasmie representation of
a pterodactyl, or prehistoric flying rep-
tile. To me, in my terrified condition,
it looked like a creature from hell.

The thing stood erect, stretched its
wings and beat the air as if to try them;
then rose and circled twice about the
room, flapping lazily like a heron, and
once more alighted in the middle of the
floor.

It folded its wings carefully, and |
noticed many new changes taking place.
The scales were becoming feathers— the
legs lengthened out and were encased
in a thick, scaly, skin. The claws thick-
ened into two-toed feet, like those of
an ostrich. The head al-o looked os-
trich-like. while the wings were short-
ened and feathered, but not plumed.
The bird was much larger than anv os-
trich or emu | have ever seen, and
-talked about majestically, its head
nearly touching the ceiling.

Soon it, too, stopped in the center of
the room— the neck grew shorter and
shorter— the feathers became fur— the
wings lengthened into arms which
reached below the knees, and | was face
to face with a huge, gorilla-like creature.
It roared horribly, casting quick glances
about the room, its deep-"et eyes glow-
ing like coals of fire.

| felt that my end had come, but
could make no move to escape. |
wanted to get up and leap through tlie
window, hut my nervele— limb- would
not function. As | Poked, the fur on
the creature turned to a thin covering

This Story 1Vill be Concluded
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of hair, and it began to assume a man-
like form. 1%losed my eyes and shud-
dered.

When | opened them a moment later,
I U*hcld what might have been the
*mi.--ing link.*” half man, half beast.
The face, with its receding forehead
and beetling brows, was apelike and vet
manlike. Wrapped about its loins was
a large tiger skin. In its right hand it
brandished a huge, knotted club.

Gradually it became more manlike
and le-s apelike. The club changed to
a .-pear, the spear to a sword, and | be-
held a Roman soldier, fully accoutered
for battle, with helmet, armor, target
and -andals.

The Roman soldier became a knight,
and the knight a musketeer. The mus-
keteer became a colonial soldier.

At that instant there was a crash of
glass, and the branch of a tree pro-
jected through the window on the right
>f the fireplace. The shade flew up with
a snap, and the soldier disappeared, as
a brilliant flash of lightning illumi-
nated tin* room.

I rushed to the window, and saw that
the overhanging limb of an elm had
been broken off by the wind and hurled
trough the glass. The rain was coming
in in torrents.

The housekeeper, who had heard the
noi.-e. appeared in the doorway. See-
ing the rain blowing in at the window,
she left and returned a moment later
with a hammer, tacks and a folded
-licet. | lacked the sheet to the window
frame with difficulty, on account of the
.-trong wind, and again pulled down the
.-hade.

Mr-. Rhodes retired.

| enn-nltod my watch.
one minno- «f midnight.

Only half of the night gone! Would
I be -rrong enough to endure the other
half?

It lacked just
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The MYSTERY of
BLACK JEAN

By JULIAN KILMAN

YE, SIR, since you have asked,

A there has been maov a guess
. about where Black Jean finally
disappeared to.

He was a French-Canadian and a
weed of a man—six-feet-five in his
socks; his eyes were little and close to-
gether and black; he wore a long thin
mustache that drooped; and he was as
hairy as his two bears.

He just drifted up here to the North,
I guess, picking up what scanty living
he could by wrestling with the bears
and making them wrestle each other.
Tw&s in the King William hotel that
many's the time I've seen Black Jeon
drink whisky by the cupful and feed it
to the bears. Yes, he was interesting,
especially to us boys.

Along about the time the French-
Canadian and his trick animals were
getting to be an old story, there come’
—begging your pardon—a Yankee,
who said he would put up a windmill at
Morgan's Cove if he could get the quick-
lime to make the mortar with.

Black Jean said he knew how to make
lime and if they would give him time he
would put up a kiln. So the French-

Canadian went to work and built that
limekiln you see standing there.

I was a youngster then, and | know
how Black Jean, a little later, built his
cabin. | used to hide and watch him
and his bears. They worked like men
together, with an uglv-looking woman
that had joined them. They put up the
cabin, the bears doing most of the heavy
lifting work.

The place he picked forthecabin— over

there where that clump of trees.
No, not that wav— mote to the right,
half a mile about— that place is called
“Split Hill™* because there i3 a deep
crack in the rock made by some earth-
guake. The French-Canadian built his
cabin aero*? the crack, and as the woman
quarreled with him about the bears
sleeping in the cabin he made a trap-
door in the floor of the building and
stuck n small log down it. so the bears
could climb up and down from their
den below.

The kiln, yon can see for vourself. is
a pit-kiln. «o called because it is in the
side of a hill and the limestone is fed
from the top and the fuel from the bot-

tom. Like a big chimney it works, and
«
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when Black Jean got the fire started and
going good it would roar up through
the stone and cook it. You could see
the blaze for a mile.

One day Black Jean came to the
King Wiiiiam looking for that Yankee.
Seems that individual hadn't paid for
his lime. When Black Jeon dian't find
him at the tavern he started for the
Cove.

I have never known who struck first;
but they say the Yankee called Black
Jean a damn frog-eater and there was
a fight; and that afternoon the French-
Canadian came to the tavern with his
bears and all three of them got drunk.
Black Jean used to keep a muzzle on
the larger of the bears, but by tilting the
brute's head he
could pour whisky
down its throat.
They got pretty
drunk, and then
someone dared
Black Jean to wres-
tle the muzzled bear.

There was a big
trre  standing in
front of the tavern,
and close by was a
worn-out pump hav-
ing a big iron han-
dle. Black Jean and
the bear went at it
under the tree, the
two of them clinch-
ing and hugging and swearing until
they both gasped for air. This aay the
big* bear was rougher than usual, and
Black Jean lost his temper. It was his
custom when he got in too tight a place
to kick the bear in the stomach; and
this time he began using his feet.

Suddenly we heard a rip of clothing.
The bear had unsheathed his claws;
they were sharp as razors and tore Black
Jean's clothing into shreds and brought
blood. Black Jean broke loose, his eyes
flashing, hi* teeth gritting. Like light-
ning. he grabbed his dirk and leaped at
the brute and jabbed the knife into its
eye and gave a quick twist. The eye-
hall popped out and hung down by
shreds alongside the bears jaw.

JULIAN KILMAN

Will Have Another Story
In The April

WEIRD TALES

The Affair of the
Man In Scarlet”

It's a Powerful
Tale With a Terrifying Cli

OF BLACK JEAN

Never can | forget the human-sound-
ing shriek that bear gave, and how my
father caught me up and scrambled be-
hind the tree as the bear started for
Black Jean. But the animal was near
blinded, and Black Jean had time to
jerk the iron handle out of the pump;
and then, using it as if it didn't weigh
any more than a spider's thought, he
beat the bear over the head. He
knocked it cold.

Then my father said: “That bear will
kill you some day, Jean."”

Black Jean stuck the iron pump han-
dle back into its place.

"Bagosh! you t'ink dat true?" he
sneered. “Mebbe | keel her, eh?".

Our place was next to the piece
where Block Jean
lived, and it was
only next morning
we heard a loua
yelling over at Split
Hill. I was a little
fellow but spry, and
when | reached
Black Jean's *cabin
I was ahead of my
father. |1 saw the
F renc h-Canadian
leaning against a
stump all alone, the
blood streaming
from his face.

“ByGod.Msieu!”
he blurted, when
my father came up.. “She scrat’ my
eye out."

My father thought he meant the
womap.

“Who did?" he asked.

“Dat dam' bear,” said Black Jean.
“She just walk up an' steeck her foots in
my eye."

Father caught hold of Black Jean and
helped him to the cabin.

“Which bear was it?" he asked.

Block Jean slumped forward without
answering. He had fainted.

I helped father get him into the house
— he was more than one man could
carry— and just os we went inside there
was a growling and snarling, and the
big muzzled bear went sliding down that
pole to her nest.
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Well, we looked nil around for the
woman, expecting to get her help: hut
we couldn't find her. whic h wa- the fir.-t
we knew that she had left Black Jean.

It took the Freneh-Canadtaiv* eve
two or three months to heal, and then he
came to our place to get something to
wear over the empty socket. So father
hammered out n circular piece of copper
about twice the size of a silver dollar aucl
bored a hole in opposite sides for a
leather thong to hold it in place. Black
Jean always wore it after that. He
seemed vain of that piece of copper, for
he used to keep it polished and shined

until it glowed on a bright day like a
bit of fire.

“p HAT fall the settlers opened up the

fir>t school in the district ana im-
ported a woman teacher from “The
States/’

I must tell you about that teacher.
She was a thin, little mite of a thing
that you would think the wind would
blow away. Some said she was pretty
and some that she wasn’t. | coula have
called her pretty if her eyes hadn’t been
0 black— hereabouts you don’'t see
many eyes that are black— brown, may-
be. and blue and gray, but not black.
Fact is. there were just two people in
these part- having those black eyes:
Block .Tenn and the little mite of a
school teacher.

Well she came. And she hadn’t been
hero a month before it was noticed that
Black Jean was coming to town more
regular. And. what is more, he was
coming down by the school and waiting
around there with his bears.

This went on. Thev sav that at first
she didn’t pay any attention to bim. but
| cant speak for that as | was too
young. But in time there was talk and
it came to me: then | watched. And I
remember one afternoon after the
teacher let us out we all went over to

where the bears were. The teacher fol-
lowed.

Black Tenn was grinning and show-
ing hi* white teeth.

“Beautiful ladee/’ sav* he. *“Shooch
iye*. mooch black like the hack of a
water-hue.”

IVILMAX
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Toucher smiled and said something
| couldn’t understand. It must haw-
been French. | had never *een a
Frenchman around women before, and
Black Jean's maimers were new to me.
Here was a big weed of a man bowing
and -craping and standing with his cap
in his hand. We boys laughed at that
— holding his cap in ills-hand.

The long and short of it was the
Freneh-Canadian was sparking the
school teacher. And everybody talked
about it, of course; they said it was a
shaine: thev said if *he didn’t have
sense enough to see what kind of a man
he was. someone should tell her.

I have often wondered since what
would have happened if nnybodv han
gone to that woman with stories of
Black Jean. | know I'd never dared to.
because, without knowing why. | was
afraid of her. | guess maybe that is
why the others didn’t, either.

There was no mistaking she was en-
couraging to Black Jean. She didn’t
seem to object in the slightest to his at-
tentions. and | can see them yet: her.
little and pretty and in a white dres*.
and Black Jean lingering there with his
benr=. dirty, and towering head and
shoulders above her.

RLACK JEAN kept coming and people

went on talking, and finally some-
body said she had been to Split Hill.

And one day | began to understand
it. too. It was the time she was punish-
Three of them were
lined up before her, and she started
along*whacking the outstretched hand-
with a stout ruler. Right in front of
where | was -itting stood Ben Anger.
He was the smallest of the lot and was
trembling like a leaf.

Her first clip at him must have raised
a welt on his hands, because he whim-
pered. She hit him again, and he closed
ins fingers. At that she caught up the
jackknife he’d been whittling at hi-
desk with and pried at his fingers until
the blood came.

fitting where T was. | saw her face
while -he was at it. It had the expres-
sion of a female devil. | didn tsay any-
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thine to my folks about that: but I
wasn't surprised when word came next
week that we were to have u now teacher

—the little one had none to live with
Black Jean.
Well, there wa> more talk— talk of

rail-riding ilio pair of them out of the
district. But nothing was done, and one
evening, a month later, there was a rap
at our door and the French-Canadian
daggered in. ITo wn* carrying the
school teacher In his arms.

“What ha* happened?*my father de-
manded.

“ Dat dam* lectle I>car.” snarled Black
Jean— "She try to keel Madam/

He laid the woman on the bed. She
looked pretty badly out tip. and we sent
for the doctor. Mother would only let
her «tnv in the house that night, being
shocked at the way she was living with
tlie Freneh-Canadian.

It turned out she wasn't much hurt,
and father kept trying to find out just
what had happened. But he couldn't.
| knew, however. Most of my time,
when | wasn’t in school or running er-
rands for the folks. | was spending
watching that couple, and only that
afternoon T had seen her stick a hot
I»okcr into the side of the smaller bear
and wind it up into his fur until he
-creamed. And the bear must have-
hided his time and gone for her— those
brutes were just like folks.

Next morning Black Jean came and
got his woman, and | stole out and
"eeUnwed. T knew there would be more
io it. | was right. The two of them
went into .he cabin, and pretty soon |
beard a rumpus and out comes Black
ban with the smaller bear and behind
‘hem tiIx* woman, .~he was carrying a
.oxhide whip.

The Freneh-Canadian had a chain
eoped about each forepaw of tix* ani-
mal. and. pulling if under a tree, he
"-w,d the free end of the chain over a
‘eeyut branch and yanked the bear off
bi- feet. Then ho wound the end of the
*pbain about the trunk of the tree and
-at down. So the boar hung, his feet
enissed. and squirming and helpless.

THE .MYSTERY OF BLACK JEAN

And there in that clear day and warm
-im.-hinc. the woman started at the bear
with the whip. She lashed it until it
rriod like a child. Black .b an watched
the proceedings and grinned.

"Bah!" he shouted, after the woman
had begun to tire. *‘ She t'ink yon fool-
in’, licet harder.* licet the eyes!*

Again the woman went at it and kept
it up until the bear quit moaning, and
its head drooped and its body got limo.
I was feeling sick at the sight, and | stole
away.

But next morning, when | crawled
back, there was the bear still hanging.
It was dead.

T HAT woman was a fair mate for
Black Jean.

She kept him working steady over
hero to this kiln— most any night you
could see the reflection of the blaze—
and it was something to watch Black
<Ten when he was feeding his fire with
the light playing on that copper piece
and making it look like a big red eye
Hashing in the night. | saw it many
times.

And it was noticed that Black Jean
wasn't getting drunk any more, and he
wasn't wrestling the one-eyed bear anv
more. He had good reason for that. 1
began to believe Black Jean was afraid
of that brute.

But he made it work for him in the
kiln, using the whip, and it was a euri-
ou- animal, growling and snarling most
of the time, as it pulled and lifted big
-ticks of wood and lugged them to the
kiln.

When Black Jean wasn't working he
was over at the cabin where he would
follow the woman around like a dog.
£he could make him do anything. She
was gelling thinner and crosier, and |
was more afraid of her than ever | was
of Black .T«*an.

Once she caught me watching her
from my spying-piace in a iree. >he
had been petting the one-evod bear, rub-
bing hi> snout and feeding him sugar.
She nin lo the house and got a rifle and.

my friends. T came down out of that
tree lickety split.



JULIAN'

When | reached the ground she didu't
lay a word—just let Tier eyes rest on
mine. After that | was more careful.

'‘J* HEN something happened.

I was hoeing corn oue afternoon
in a field next the road when | spied a
woman coming along from the village.
She was big and blowzy and \ra* wear-
ing a shawl. | knew she was headed
for Black Jean's, because she climbed
through the fence on his side of the
road.

Keeping her in sight, | followed along
my side and crossea over when | came
to a place where she couldn’t see me. |
followed her because | knew she was
the woman who had come to Black Jean
when he first landed in the district. She
walked up to the cabin, and I was won-
dering who she would find home, when
out comes Black Jean.

“Sncrc!” he exclaimed, putting one
hand to his eve. “Spik queeck! Ees it
Marie?" . '

“Yes," the woman said. *“I
come back."

Black Jean looked around fearfully.

“Wut you want?" he demanded.

“I'd like to know who knocked your
eye out,” she laughed.

Black Jean did not laugh.

"You steal hunderi dollar from me
an' run way," he snarled. *“Bago*h!
You give me dat monee."

"You fool!" said the woman. "You
think 1 don't know where you got that
money? You Kkilled—"

A sound of rustling leaves in the wood
nearby interrupted.

“>*[[" hissed Black Jean. hi* face

blanching. «"For de love o* God. nod
so loud."

He listened a moment; then his
expression grew crafty. His teeth
-howed, and he went close to the woman
nnd said something and started into the
cabin.

The next instant | knew someone else
had seen them. It was no other than
fhe little ex-school teacher— and she was
running away! | lay still a moment,

‘ecared out of my wits. Then T went
home.

have
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"Did you see Black Jean’s wife?* my
mother asked.

“You mean
woman?'* | said.

"Ye*," my mother said. “Who else?"

“1did." I .raid, “a while ago."

"l mean just now," said mv mother,
breathing quick. "She rushed in hero,
right into the house, and before I could

rtop her rhe matched your father's rifle
from the wall and ran out."”

the school teacher

T DIDN'T wait to hear more.

I *et off through the fields for
Black Jean’s. Before | had run half the
distance, | heard shooting, and it was
father’s rifle— I knew the sound of her
onlv too well.

\Yhen I got to my spying-place it was
all quiet at Black Jean’s. | could not
see a thing stirring about the cabin.

Then | thought of mother and started
home. Father had gone over to the
Cove that morning, with a load of wheat
for the Yankee's mill, and wasn't to get
back until late. So mother and | waited

It was nearly one o'clock in the morn-
ing when we heard father’s wagon, and
I rushed outside.

“Hello, son." he exclaimed. "You're
up late. And here's mother, too."

Father listened to what we told him.
without saying a word.

"Well." he said, when we had
finished. *T don't really see anything
to worry* about. Black Jean can take
care of himself. Look there!”

He was pointing over here to this
limekiln.

"Joan's had her loaded for a week."
aid father, “waiting for better weather.*'

Later, in the house, my father said:
“It i1s none of our business, anyway."

And in a little he added, as if worried
some: “But | am going over there after
my rifle."

T HE following Sunday— three days
later— father and | went to Black
Jean's to get the rifle.

The door of the cabin opened, and
the little woman came out. She was
carrying the rifle. Somehow, she looked
thin and old and her hands were like
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claws. But her eyes were bright and as
shan) as the teeth of a weazel trap.

“1 suppose, ' she said, as cool as a
cucumber and as sweet as honey, “you
have come after the rifle.”

‘That is what,* caid
sternly.

She handed it over.

“Please apologize to your wife for
me.” she said, “for the sudden wav I
took it. I was in a burry. | saw a deer
down by the marsh.”

“Did you get the deer?” | piped in.

“No,” she said. “I missed it”

iny father,

Father and | started away. But he
stopped and called: “Where is Black
Jean this morning?”

“Black Jean!” she laughed. *“Oh,
he’'s got another sweetheart He has

gone away’'with her.”

“Good-dny,” said father.

“Good-day.” said she.

And that was the end of that

Neither Black Jean nor the big blowsy
woman was ever seen again, nor hide
nor hair of them. But there was lots
of talk. You see, there hadn't been any
deer in these parts for many years; and
besides it just was not possible for so
well known a character as Black Jean
to vanish so completely, without leaving
a single trace.

Well, finally someone laid informa-
tion in the county seat and over comes
n *mart young chop. He questioned
father and mother and mode me tell
him nil 1 knew, and took it all down
In writing; then he gets a constable and
goes over and they arrest the little black-
eyed woman.

There was no trouble about it. They
say she just smiled and asked what she
was being arrested for—and they told
her for the murder of Black Jean. She
didn't -ay anything to th;»t; only asked
that -omenne fivd the big one-eyed bear
during the time *he wn* locked up.

Then the ]>eoplr started coming. They
came on lior>eback. thev came afoot,
they crime in canoes, thev came in lum-
ber wagons— no matter how far away
thev lived— and brought their own food

along. | calculate near every soul in
the district turned out and made it a
sort of general holiday and lay-off. for
certain it is that no one cured anything
about Black Jeon himself.

Every inch of the land hereabouts
was searched; they poked along the
entire length of that earthquake crack,
and in the clearings, and in the bush,
looking for fresh-turned earth. But
they could not find a thing—not a
tiling!

Now you gentlemen know thatyou can’t
convict a person for murder unless you
have got positive proof that murder’s
been done— the dead body itself. Which
was the case here, and that smart youth
from the county seat had to let the little
woman go free. So she came back to
the cabin, living there as quiet os you

lease and minding her own precise
usiness.

H ERE is a pocket-piece T have h&d
for some time. You can see for
yourself that it is copper.

It is the thing my father mode for
Block Jean to wei™r over his bad eye. |
found that piece of copper two years
after the little woman died— near
twelve years after Black Jean disap-
peared. And | found it in the ashes
and stone at the bottom of the limekiln
standing there, half-tumbled down.

A lot of people hereabouts say it
doesn’t follow that Black Jean’s body
was burned In the Kkiln—cremated, |
guess’you city chaps would call it. They
can’t figure out how the mischief a little
ninety-pound woman could have lugged
those two bodies after she shot them
with my fathers rifle, the distance from
the cabin to the kiln— a good half mile
and more.

They point out that the body of Black
Jean must have weighed over two hun-
dred pounds, not to mention that the
other woman was big and fat. But they
make me wearv.

It is as simple as the nose on your

face: The hig one-eyed hear did the ioh
for h+rr
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A Story of Stark Terror

By Orville R. Emerson

brought to ray attention when

Fromwiller returned from his trip

to Mount Kemmel/ with a very
-trunge tule indeed and one extremely
hnnl to believe.

But | believed it enough to go back
to the Mount with “From” to see if we
could discover anything more. And
ufter digging for awhile at the place
where “FromV* story began, we mode
our way into an old dugout that had
I*eu caved in. or at least wliere all the
entrances had been filled with dirt, and
there we found, written on German cor-
rMrfmdence paper, n terrible story.

We found the story on Christmas day.
191S. while making the trip in the
colonel » machine from Watou, in Flan-
der«, where our regiment was stationed.
Of course. you have heard of Mount
Kcitttnel in Flanders: more than once
it figured in newspaper reports as it
changed hands during some of the fierc-
est fighting of the war. And when the
(Wnnm* were finally driven from this
point of vantage, in October, 1918, a re-
treat was started which did not end un-
til it became a race to see who could get
into Germany first.

The advance was so fast that the vic-
torious British and French fortes had
no time to bury their dead, and, ter-
rible as it may seem to those who have
not -een it. in December of that year
one could ~ee the rotting corpses of the
unburied dead mattered here and there
over the top of Mount Kemmel. It was
n place of ghastly sights and sickening

odors. And it was there that we found
this tale.

T HE END of thLf story was first

With the chaplain”™ help, we trans-
lated the story, which follows:

JTOR two weeks | have been buried

alive! . For two weeks | have not
seen daylight, nor heard the sound of
another person's voice. Unless | can
find something to do, besides this ever-
lasting digging, | shall go mad. So |
shall write. A* long as my candles last,
I will pass part of tne time each day in
setting down on paper my experiences.

“Not that I need to do this in order
to remember them. God knows that
when | get out the first thing | shall
do will be to try to forget them! But if
I should not get out!

“1 am an Ober-lieutenant in the Im-
perial German Army. Two weeks ago
my regiment was holding Mount Kem-
mel in Flanders. We were surrounded
on three sides and subjected to a terrific
artillery fire, but on account of the com-
manding position we were brdered to
hold the Mount to the last man. Our
engineers, however, hod made things
very comfortable. Numerous deep dug-
outs had been constructed, and in them
we were comparatively «pfe from shell-
fire.

“Many of these had been connected
bv passageways so that there was a reg-
ular little underground city, and the
majority of the garrison never left the
protection of the dugouts. But even
under these conditions our casualties
were heavy. Lookouts had to be main-
tained above ground, and once in a
while a direct hit by one of the huge
railway guns would even destroy some
of the dugouts. 7

«
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“A little over two weeks ego— 1 can't

be sure, because | hare lost track of the * the air.

exact number of dayi—the usual shell-
Ing was increased a Hundred fold. With
about twenty others, | was sleeping in
one of the shallower dugcmts. The tre-
mendous increase in shelling awakened
me with a start, and my fast impulse
was to go at onoe into a deeper dugout,
which was connected to the one | was in
by an underground passageway.

“It was a smaller augout, built a few
feet lower than the one I was in. It
had been used as a sort of a storeroom
and no one was supposed to sleep there.
But it seemed safer to me, and, alone, |
crept into it A thousand times ainoe
I have wished | had taken another man
with me. But my chanoes for doing it
V\ere soon gone. .

“1 had hardly entered the smaller

dugout when there was a tremendous ex- "'

plosion behind me. The ground shook
as if a mine had exploded below us.
Whether that waa indeed the case, or
whether some extra large caliber explo-
sive shell had struck the dugout behind
me, | never knew; i

“After the shock of the explosion, had
passed ‘I went back to the passageway.
When about halfway along it, 1 found
the timbers above had fallen, allowing
the earth to settle, and my Way was
effectually blocked.

“So | returned to the dugout and
waited alone through several noun of
terrific shelling. <The only other en-
trance to the augout | was in was the
main entrance from the trench above,
and oil thoee who had been above
ground had gone into dugouts long be-
fore this. So | could not* expect any-
one to enter while the shelling contin-
ued* and when it teased there would
surely be an attack..

“As | did not want to be killed by a
grenade throown down the entrance; |
remained awake in order to rush out at
the first signs of cessation of the bom-
bardment and join what comrades there
might be left on the hill.

“ After about six hours of the heavy
bombardment, oil sound above ground
seemed to cease. Five minutes went by,
then ten; surely the attack was ooming.

I rushed to the stairway leading out to
| took a couple of strides up
the stairs. There was a blinding flash

- and a deafening explosion.

“1 felt myself falling. Then dark-
ness swallowed everything.'9

HOW long 1 lay unconscious in the
dugout | never knew.

“But after what seemed like & long
time, | practically grew conscious of a
dull ache in my left arm. 1 could
not move it | opened my eyes and
found only darkness. | felt pain and
a stiffness all over my body.

“Slowly 1 rose, struck a match, found
a candle and lit it and looked at my
watch. It had stopped. | did not know
how long I had remained there uncon-
scious. All noise of bombardment had
ceased. | 6tood and listened for some
time, but could hear no sound of any
kind.

“My gaze fell on the atairway en-
trance. | started in alarm. The end of
the dugout, where the entrance was,
was half filled with dirt

“1 went over and looked closer. The
entrance was completely filled with dirt
at the bottom, ana no light of any kind
oould be seen from above.. | went to
the passageway to the other dugout, al-
though | remembered it had caved in.
I examined the fallen timbers closely.
Between two of them | oould feel a
slight movement of air. Here was an
opening to the outside world.

- “l tned to move the timbers, as well
as | oould with one arm, only to precipi-
tate a small avalanche of dirt which
filled the crack Quickly I dug at the
dirt until agiin 1 could feel the move-
ment of air. This might be the only
place where | could obtain fresh air.

“1 was convinced that it would take
some little work to open up either of
the passageways, and | began to feel
hungry. Luckily, there was a good sup-
ply of canned foods and hard bread, for
the officers had kept their rations stored
i this dugout | also found a keg of
water and aboutd dozen bottles of wine,
which 1 discovered to be very good.
After | had relieved my appetite and
finished one of the bottles of wine. |
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felt sleepy and, although my loft arm
|=iirett mo I'oibiilerably, | soon dropped
off to deep.

“The time | have allowed myself for
writing is up, so | will stop for today.
After 1 have performed my daily tusk

of digging tomorrow. |1 shall again
write. Already my mind feel- easier.
Surciv help will rnmo -oon. At any

mte. within two more weeks | ~hall have
Iterated myself. Already | am half
wny up the stairs. And my rations will

laM that long. | have divided them so
they will/*

“Y esterday i did not feel like

writing after | finished my dig-
ging. Mv arm pained ine considerably.
I gue*=> | n-ed it too much.

"But today ] was more, careful with
it nud it feels better. And | am wor-
ried again. Twice today big piles of
earth caved in, where the timbers above
were loose, and each time fts much dirt
fell into the passageway os | can re-
move in a day. Two days more before
I can count on getting out by myself.

"The rations will have to be stretched
out some more. The dailv amount is
already prottv small. Rut 1 shall go on
with my account.

"From the time | became conscious
| started my watch, and >inee then |
have kept track of the days. On the
second day | took stork of the food, wa-
ter, wood, matches, candles, etc., and
found a plentiful supply for two weeks
at least. At thnt time | did not look
forward to a stay of more than a few
days in my prison.

"Either the enemy or ourselves will
occupy the hill T told myself, because
it is such an important jKisition. And
whoever now hold' the hill will be com-
pelled to dig in deeply in order to
hold it.

"So to mv mind it wiw ojilv a matter
of a few days until either the entrance
or the passageway would be cleared,
and mv only doubt* w#re a- to whether
it would )* friend* or enemie- that
would di'<-nv«T me. My arm felt b«*tter.
although T could not u*e it much, and
so | spent the dav in reading an old
npwspnfser which T found among the
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food supplies, and in waiting for help
to come. WImt a fool I wasl If I had
only worked from the start, I would be
just that many davs nearer deliverance.

“On tlie third day | was annoyed by
water, which began dripping from the
roof and seeping in at the sides of the
dugoiu. | cursed that muddy water,
then, as | have often cur>*d such dug-
out nuisances I>efore, but it muv be that
I shall yet bless that water and it chall
save my life.

“But it certainly made things uncom-
fortable; so | .-pent the day in moving
ray bunk, food and water supplies, can-
dles, etc., up into the passageway. For
a space of about ten feet it was unob-
structed. and, being slightly higher
than the dugout, was dryer and more
comfortable. Besides, the air was much
better here, as I had found that prac-
tically oil my supply of fresh air came
in through the crack between the tim-
bers, and | thought maybe the rats
wouldn’'t bother me so much at night.
Again | spent the balance of the day
simply in waiting for help.

“1t was not until well into the fourth
day that | really began to feel uneasy.
It suddenly became impressed on my
consciousness that I had not heard the
sound of a gun, or felt the earth shake
from the force of a concussion, since the
fatal shell that had filled the entrance.
What was the meaning of the silence?
Why did I hear no sounds of fighting?
It was ns still as the grave.

“Whnt a horrible death to die!
Buried Alive! A panic of fear swept
over me. But ray will and reason re-
asserted it«elf. In time, | should be able
to dig myself out by my own efforts.
It would take time but it could be done.

“5K), although I could not use mv left
arm ns yet. T spent the rest of that day
and all of the two following davs in
digging dirt from the entrance and car-
rying it back into the far comer of the
dueout.

“On the seventh day after regaining
consciousness | was tired and stiff from
my unwanted exertions of the three pre-
vious days. | could see by this time
that it was a matter of weeks— two or
three. I\t least—before | could hone *b
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liberate myself. | might I* rescued at
an earlier date, but, without outside aid.

it would take probably three more weeks
of labor before | could dig my way out.

writing, but some impulse urges me to
write each day.

"THREE weeks have pitted since |

1 Already dirt had caved in from the L Wwas buried in this living tomb.

top, where the timber? had sprung
apart, and | could repair the damage to
the roof of the stairway only in a crude
wav with one arm. but my left arm
was much better. With a day’s rest. |
would be able to use it pretty well. Be-
sides. I must conserve my energy; So
I spent the seventh day in rest and
prayer for my speedy release from a
living grave.

“1 also reapportioned ray food on the
basis of three more weeks. It made the
daily portions pretty small, especially
as the digging was strenuous work.
There was a large supply of candles, so
that 1 had plenty of light for ray work.
But the supply of water bothered me.
Almost half of the small keg was gone
in the first week. | decided to drink
only once a day.

‘eThe following six days were all days
of feverish labor, light eating and even
lighter drinking. But. despite all my
efforts, only a quarter of the keg was left
at the end of two weeks. And the hor-
ror of the situation grew on me. My
imagination would not be quiet. \
would picture to myself the agonies to
come, when | would have even less food
and water than at present. My mind
would run on and on—to death by
starvation—to the finding of my ema-
ciated body by those who would even-
tually open up the dugout—even to
their attempts to reconstruct the story
of my end.

“And. adding to my physical discom-
fort, were the swarming vermin infest-
ing the dugout and my person. A
month had gone by since | had had a
bath, and | could not now spare a drop
of water even to wash mv face. The
rats had become so bold that | had to
leave a candle burning all night in or-
der to protect myself in my sleep.

“Partly to relieve my mind. | started
to write this tale of tny experience-. It
did act a« a relief at first, but now. os |
read it over, the growing terror of this
awful place grips me. T would cea™e

“Today | drank the last drop of wa-
ter iu the keg. There is a pool of stag-
nant water on the dugout floor—dirty,
slimy and alive with vermin— always
standing there, fed by drippings from
the roof. As yet | cannot bring myself
to touch it.

“Today | divided up my food supply
for another week. God knows the por-
tions were already small euough! But
there have been so manv cave-ins re-
cently that | can never finish clearing,
the entrance in another week.

“Sometimes | feel that | shall never
clear it. But I iwtt#." | can never bear
to die here. | must will myself to es-
cape. and / thall ttcape!

“Did not the captain often say that
the will to win wa* half the victory? |
shall rest no more. Every waking hour
must be spent in removing the treoch-
erous dirt.

“Even my writing must cease.”

"O h GOD! 1 am afraid, afraid/

“1 must write to relieve my
mind. Last night I went to sleep at
nine by my watch. At twelve | woke to
find myself in the dark, frantically dig-
ging with my bare hands at the hard
eides of the dugout. After some trouble
I found a candle and lit it

“The whole dugout was upset. Myv
food supplies were lying in the mud.
The box of candles had been spilled.
My finger nails were broken and bloody
from clawing at the ground.

“The realization dawned upon me
that | had heen out of my head. And
then came the fear—dark, raging fear
— fear of insanity. | have been drink-
ing the stagnant water from the floor
for days. Tdo not know how many.

“T have only about one meal left, but
T must save it.”

t€J HAD a meal today. For three
days | have I>een without food.

“Rut today T caught one of the rats

that infe-t tin* pIlnc*\ Tie was a big
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one, too. Gave me a bad bite, but I
killed him. 1 feel lots better today.
Have had some bad dreams lately, but
they don't bother me now.

"That rat was tough, though. Think
111 finish thi* digging and go back to
my regiment in a day or two.”

MHEAVEN have mercy! | must be
out of my head half the time
NOWV.

“l have absolutely no recollection of

having written that last entry. And I
feel feverish and weak.
‘“If I had my strength, | think I

could finish clearing the entrance in a
day or two. But | con only work a
short time at &stretch.

“l1 am beginning to give up hope.”

"W IL D spells come on me oftener
now. 1 awake tired out from ex-
ertions, which | cannot remember.

"Bones of rats, picked clean, are‘scat-
tered about, yet | do not remember eat-
ing them. In my lucid moments | don't
seem to bo able to catch them, for they
are too wary and I am too weak.

‘T getsome relief by chewing the can-
dles, but I dare not eat them all. | am
afraid of the dark, 1 am afraid of the
rats, but worst of all is the hideous fear
of myself.

“My mind is breaking down. | must
escape soon, or | will be little better
than a wild animal. Oh, God, send

help! | am going mad!”
“Terror, desperation, despair— is this
the end?”

"POR along time | have been resting.

“l have had a brilliant idea.
Rest brings back strength. The longer
a person rests the stronger they should
get | have been resting a long time
now. .Weeks or months, I don't know

which. So | must be very strong. |
feel strong. My fever has left me. So
listen! There is only a little dirt left

In the entrance way. | am going out
and crawl through it. Just like a mole.
Right out into the sunlight. | feel
much stronger than a mole. So this is
the end of my little tale. A sad tale,

but one with a happy* ending. Sun-

lightl A very happy ending.”

A ND that was the end of the manu-
script There only remains to tell
Fromwifleris tale.

At first | didn't believe it But now
I do. | snail put it down, though, just
as Fromwilier told it to mer and you
can take-it or leave it as you choose.

“Soon after we were billeted at
Watou,” said Fromwiller, | decided to
go out and see Mount Kemmel. 1| had
heard that things were rather gruesome
out there, but I was really not prepared
for the conditions that I found. 1| had
seen unburied dead around Roulers and
in the Argonne, but it had been almost
two months since the fighting on Mount
Kemmel and there were still many un-
buried dead. But there was another
thing that I had never seen, and that
was the buried living!

“Ab | came up to the highest point
of the Mount, | was attracted by a move-
ment of loose dirt on the edge of a hup
shell hole. The dirt seemed to be fall-
ing in to a common center, as if the
dirt below was being removed. As |
watched, suddenly | was horrified to see
a long, skinny human arm emerge from
the ground.

“It disappeped, drawing back some
of the eartn with it There was a move-
ment of dirt over a larger area, and the
arm reappeared, together with a man's
head and shoulders. He pulled him-
self up out of the very ground, as it
seemea, shock the dirt from his body
like a huge, gaunt dog, and stood erect.
I never want to see such another crea-
ture!

“Hardly a strip of clothing was vis-
ible, and, what little there was, was so
torn and dirty that it was impossible to
tell what kind it had been. The skin
was drawn tightly over the bones, and
there was a vacant stare in the protrud-
ing eyes. It looked like a corpse that
had lain in the grave a long time.

"“This aprmrition looked directly at
me, and vet did not appear to see me.
He looked as if the light bothered him.
| spoke, and a look of fear came over his
face. He seemed filled with terror.
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“1 stepped toward him, shaking loose
a piece of barbed wire which had caught
10 my puttees. Quick as a Hash, he
turned and started to run from me.

“For a second | was too astonished to
move. Then | started to follow him.
In a straight line he ran. looking
neither to the right or left. Directly
ahead of him was a deep and wide
trench. Ho was running straight to-
ward it. Suddenly it dawned on me
that he did not see it.

“1 called out, hut it seemed to terrify
him all the more, and with one last
lunge he stepped into* the trench and

fell. 1 heard his body strike the other
side of the trench and fell with a splash
iuto the water at the bottom.

U followed and looked down into
the trench. There he lay, with his head
bent back in such a position that I was
sure his neck was broken. He was half
in and half out of the water, and as |
looked at him | could scarcely believe
what | had .-eon. Surely he looked as
iIf he had been dead as long as some of
the other corpses, scattered over the hill-
side. | turned and left him as he was.

“Buried while living, I left him un-
buried when dead.”
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A Fantastic Story

JVith An Odd Twist
At The End

Harkl The Rattlel

By Joel Townsley Rogers

SAT in the Purple Lily—
Tain Dirk, that far too hand-
some young man, with me.

I drank coffee: Tain Dirk
drank liquor—secretly and alone. The
night was drenched with sweating sum-
mer heat, but | feltcold asice. Presently
we went up to the Palm Grove Roof,
where Bimi Tal was to dance.

“Who is this Bimi Tal, Hammer?”
Dirk asked me, drumming his fingers.

“A woman.1

“You're a queer one, Jerry Ham-
merl" said Dirk, narrowing his cold
yellow eyes.

Still he drummed his blunt fingers.
Sharp—tat! tat! tat! Something aeep
insiae me—my liver, perhaps—shivered
end grew white at hearing th&t klirring
sound.

I didn’t answer him right away.
Slowly I sent up smoke rings to circle
the huge stars. We sat in a cave of
potted palms close by the dancing floor.
Over us lav blue-black night, strange
and deep. Yellow as roses were the

tches of stars swimming down the

“It shows you've been away from
New York, Dirk, if vou don't know
Rimi Tal. She's made herself more
famous as a dancer that ever was
Ynecita. Some mystery is supposed to
hang about her; and those simple chil-
dren of New York love mysteries.”

“I've been away three years,"” said
Dirk sulkily, his eyes contracting..

"That long? It was three yeare ago
that Ynecita was killed."

"Well?" asked Dirk. His finger-
drumming droned away.

"1 thought you might have known
her, Dirk.'7

"IT” His wide, thin bps twitched.
“Why, Ynecita was common to half
New York!"

fBut once,” | said, "once, it may be
assumed, she was true to one man only,
Tain Dirk."

Pm not interested in women, said
Dirk.

That was like him. He drank liquor
only— secretly and alone.

was interested in Ynecita, Dirk.
<We used to talk together—"

"She talked to you?” repeated Dirk.

"Strange how she died! No trace, no
one arrested. Yet she'd had her lovers.
Sometimes | think, Dirk, we'll find the
beast who killed Ynecita."

Tain Dirk touched my wrist. His
blunt fingers were cold and clammy.
Incomprehensible that women had loved
his hands! Yet they were artist's hands,
and could mold and chisel. Wet clay,
his hands!

JIWhat makes you say that, Ham-
mer?"

I looked up at the stars. "It wos a
beast who killed Ynecita, Dirk. Some
vile snake with blood a« cold as this
lemon ice. Those marks of teeth on her
upper arm! Deep in, bringing blood 1

J1
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What madman Kkilled that girl? Afacf,
Isay!”

Dirk twisted. He wiped his brown
forehead, on which sweat glistened in
little beads like scales. “Too hot a night
to talk about such things, Hammer.
Let's talk of something else. Tell me
uDout this Bimi Tal.”

“You’'ll see her soon enough,” 1 said,
watching him. “A girl of about your
own age; you're not more than twenty-
four, are you?”

“Born first of January. *99.”

“And famous already!”

“Yes,” said Tain Dirk.
heard of me.”

“Oh, I've heard lots of you,” | said;
and saw he didn't like it.

“You've heard I'm fast with women,
eh?” asked Dirk, after a pause.

| gues3you’ve

“But Ynecita—"
“Why do you talk of hert” asked
Dirk, irritably. “l1 never knew her.”

“Those marks of teeth on Ynecita's
arm— two sharp canines, sharp and
hooked; barely scratching the skin—
like fangs of a snake, Dirk—"

Tain Dirk’s hand crept to his lips,
which were thin, red, and dry. .The
light in his eyes darkened from yellow
to purple. Softly his blunt fingers be-
f&n to drum hislips. Tat! tat! tat! But
silent as a snake in gross.

“ A curious thing about teeth, Dirk—
you're a sculptor; maybe you’'ve ob-
served it—a curious thfng that no two
are quite alike. We took prints, Dirk,
of those marks in the arm of Ynecita—"

Dirk’s thin lips opened. His coarsely-
formed, but marvelously sensitive, fin-
gers felt the hardness of his teeth. That
gesture was sly. At once he knew I'd
seen him. He crouched back in his
chair, his strong, broad head drawn in
between his shoulder?.

“Who are vou?” he hissed.

Again the klirring of his fingertips—
a dusty drumming.

“Why, I am only Jerry Hammer—
a wanderer, and a soldier of bad
fortune.”

“Who are you!”

“Brother of Stella Hammer, who was
known as Ynecita, the dancer.”

Upon the Palm Grove Roof, beneath
those gigantic stars the orchestra began

THE RATTLE!

to play. A brass and cymbal tune. The
air was hot. From far in the pit of
streets rose up the noises of the city.
Loud! Discord shot with flames. |
trembled.

Tain Dirk’s fingers drummed.
head commenced to sway.

His

{JIMI TAL danced barefooted on the
glazed umber tiles of the Roof.
Her dark red hair was free on her

naked shoulders. Stamp! stamp! stamp!
her feet struck flatly ou the tiles. Her
head was bent back almost to the level
of her waist. Bracelets jangled on her
wrists and ankles.

“1 am the daughter of the morning!
| shout, | dance, / laugh away........... ”

Shaking her clump of red hair; her
strong muscled limbs weaving; laugh-
ing at me with all her eyes. How like
she looked to a man dead long years
before! How like her glances to the
glances of Red Roane! On her breasts
two glittering shields of spangles. About
her waist a Kkirtle seemingly woven of
long strands of marsh grass, rustling,
shivering with whispers. The sinews of
her trunk and limbs rippled beneath
her clear brown skin.

The head of Tain Dirk swayed side-
ways, slowly. The drumming of his
fingers on.the table was a reiterative
rattle. His eyes—liquid, subtle—dulled
with a look near to stupidity, then
blazed to golden fire. Thin ana wide
were his unsmiling lips. His tongue
flicked them. Tat! tat! tat!

“She's a beauty!” whispered Dirk.

His terrible eyes seemea to call Birali
Tal as they had called other women.
Mesmerism— what was it? Singing, she
pranced toward the den of potted palms
where we were sitting. Her skirt rustled
like the marshes. Wind of summer.

Little searchlights, playing colored
lights on Bimi Tal. grew darker. Red
and violet deepened to brown and green.
Still the hot stars above us. In that
artificial paper Palm Grove, with the
silky puffy women and the beefsteak-
guzzling men looking stupidly, wasbom
the mystery of the great savannahs.

Dirk’s head nodding. Dirk’s thin lips
slowly opening. Dirk’s golden eyes
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glimmering. Tat! tat! tat! Dirk’ssteady
fingers.

The great savannahs and the tropic
marshes. Bimi Tal dancing. Stealthily,
the music softened from that brass and
cymbal tune. It rustled. It crawled. It
reared fanged head?.

For a little while I did not see Bimi
Tal nor Dirk, but the stenmy Ever-
glades. Winter noon. Grass leaves sil-
vered by sea-wind; puddles stirring at
the roots of the grasses. Silence boom-
ing like the loud silence of death

Bimi Tal was dancing her snake
dance. Dirk’s lips quivered.

The marsh wind makes a little stir
(it is the whispering flute.) The marsh
waters make & Little moan (it is the
violin).

N fHERE was the soul of Bimi Tal

dwelling that tropic winter so
many Yyears ago? On her mother's
breast, a little bud of love, crooned over
with the song of sleep? Or meshed in
bleeding poinsettia or rose? Or a soul
yet unborn ?

I close my eyes. The vision does not
fade. Florida; the marshlands; winter
noon. January’s first day, 1899. Where
wes lovely Bimi Tal on that stifling day
we saw the fanged thing coil, and aeatn
struck us there by Okechobee?

Your eyes, Bimi Tal, are the laugh-
ing eyes of Red Roanel. . .

Now the snake dance. The piccolo
screans.

Life immortal in your glistening lips,
Bimi Tal; in your deep bosom promise
of everlasting fecundity. Passion and

of the earth |l Life is immortal.
«our laughing eyes, Bimi Tal, will
never dull. Yet | saw Red Roane
die. . . .

Beneath the shifting lights, Bimi Tal
leaped and spun, scarcely treading the
floor. Her eyes sparkled at me. She
did not see Tain Dirk. Stamp! Stamp!
Stamp! Her bare feet struck the tiles,
tightening the muscles of her calves.
Her bangles rang.

I could not keep my eyes from Dirk.
His broad brown-and-golden head
swnved continually. His thin lips

worked, and | caught the flash of his
teeth. Ilis eyes drow”d, then flashed
open with sudden flame. Tat! tat! tat!
The rattling of his fingers was never
still.

That swaying head! It was loaded
with the wisdom of the serpent that
harkens to the wind, swaying with the
marsh grass, winding its golden coils,
curving its neck to the Min— Hark! The
rattle!

. Red is the sun. Two men plow
through the marshes. 0 endless pain
(the harsh viol auiversl, a life struggles
in the womb. Who will die, and what
will die, that this new life may be bom?
Whimpering agony. And an old crone
tinging a song. :

All people who sat within the Palm
Grove were hushed, watching Bimi Tal.
Fat hands fanning powdered breasts;
silk handkerchiefs wiping ox necks;
sweat beneath armpits. Still heat. Far
away thunder. The stars going by..

Music swelled. Beneath its discord
sounded a steady drumming rhythm.
The arms of Bimi Tal waved about her
head. She shouted for joy of life.

The pale eyes of Dirk, basking in
mystery, gleamed into fire, blazed up in
fury and hate undying |l His dry lips
opened. | saw his teeth.

. Through the breast-high grasses
surge on the two marching men. Their
boots sough in the muck. (Softly strums
the bass viol.) Something waiting in
the marshesl Something with golden

eyes and swaying beam Hark! The
rattle! Beware, for death is in the
path!

Bimi Tal was close to Dirk, not see-
ing him. She laughed and waved her
jangling arms at me. Dirk’'s eyes
sparkled with madness, his lips were
tightened terribly. Bimi Tal was almost
over him. His fingersdrummed. Louder
played the music.

. Hark! The rattle! Gaily the
two men. plow through the bladcd
grasses. The coiled thing waits, hate
within its eyes. They are nearer—
nearer! (Drums begin to beat).

In an avalanche of sound, crashed
viol and violin, and stammering drum.
Dirk’s drawn head lunged upwaid with
his shoulders, his lips opened and lifted.
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Venomous his look. Deathly his in-
tensity.
V.

S8TRONG and voung, fresh from the

Cuban wars, bed Roane and | went
north from the keys through the Ever-
glades of Florida.

Through the fens as in God’s first
day. Through the reptile age, alive yet
and crawling. Through strangling vege-
tation, which steams and rots beneath
eternal suns. Through the everlasting
Everglades, with their fern and frona
and sorrowful, hoary cypress, Red
Roane and | went north. Onward with
laughter. What joy lay in our hearts!
We sang many songs.

Fern and flower embracing in fecun-
dity. Grasses thick with sap. Blossoms
wilting at a touch. Mire teeming with
creeping life. Above all, the gay sun.
Beneath all, the coiling serpent eyes
and the opened fangs. Hark! The rattle!

We sailed lagoons in crazy craft;
dreamt on shady shores through sultry
noons; shouted to the dead logs on*river
banks till they took fear, and dived
and splashed away. We pitched our
tents by black waters. We beat brave
trails through the fens.

“1'd like to stay here forever,” said
Red Roane.

By what way | go with what drinks
I drink, in what bed | lie down, I re-
member you who got your prayer, Red
Roane—you who are in the swamp
grass ana swamp water forever.

Beating our way slow and heavily,
at high noon, of the new year’s first day
in 1899, near Okechobee m the marshes,
came we two on a hidden hut. It was
fashioned of the raff of the slough—
dead fronds, rotting branches, withered
marsh grasses. Its sad gray-green were
in the living wilderness like a monu-
ment to deatn. Better the naked swamp.
Better the clean quickmire for bed.

An old crone, moaning within that
dreary hut, drowned out the sharp,
short gasps of another woman. Red
Roane came up singing, slapping his
deep chest, swinging his muscular arms.
Sunlight on his brown face, and sun-
light in his red hair. At the hut's door,
facing us. lounged a man with yellow

THE RATTLE!

eyes. Poor white trash. A gun was in
bis arms crook. He spat tobacco juice
at the earth. There was loathing, mur-
der venom in his face!

Red Roane faltered back from that
stare. He stopped short, and laughter
left him. His brave eyes were troubled
by that madman’s hate. Yellow eyes
staring— eyes of a rattlesnake!

An old Indian crone peered out be-
neath the crooked elbow of the ruffiian
in the doorway, she who had been
dolorously singing. With a scream, she
thrust out her skibny old arm, point-
ing it at Red Roane.

Y<He dies!” she screamed. “We want
his soul!”
Another woman, hidden, moaning

within the hut; a woman in her travaiil.
New life from the womb— a life must
die! I grasped the arm of Red Roane.

“Come away!” | said. “Come away
from these mad witches!”

In three steps that gray-green hovel
was hidden in the cypresses. A dream
it seemed. But we could yet hear the
old witch woman singing. * Something
dragged at our heels, and it was not suc-
tion of the muck.

Toe to heel, Red Roane paced me,
and we sang a song together. A crimson
flower, short-stemmea, vellow-hearted.
was almost beneath my boot. | stooped
— who will not stoop to pick a crimson
wild flower? A rattling, like the shak-
ing of peas. A klirring like the drum-
ming or a man’s fingertips. Hark! The
rattle!

A yawning head flashed beneath my
hand, striking too low. Heavy as a
hard-flung stone, the snake’'s head
struck my ankle; yawning gullet, white-
hooked fangs of the deathly rattlesnake.
Out of the crimson flower that beast of
gold and brown. Its yellow eyes flick-
ered. Its thin lips were dry. How near
| had touched to death!

“Thank God for those heavy boots,
Jerry !”

With blazing eves the snake writhed,
coiling for another strike. It3 sharp
tail, pointed upward, vibrated continu-
ouslr with dusty laughter. Its golden
rippling body was thick as my arm.

Red Roane swung down his heavy
marching stock. Crath! Its leaden end
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struck that lunging mottled head.
Halted in mid-strike, that evil wisdom
splattered like an egg, brain pan ripped
wide.

The rattler lashed in its last agony,
its tremendously muscular tail beating
the ground with thumping blows, its
yellow eyes still blaring with hate, but
closing fast in doom.

| tried to say “Thanks. Red!™

So#ne mesmerism in those yellow,
dying eyes! Shaking with dfcgust. Red
Roane bent above that foul fen watcher,
put down his hand to pick up that
stricken sin, over whose eve* thin eye-
membrane already lowered in death.

“Don't touch it, Red! Wait till the
sun goes down.”

Hark! The rattle! Those opaque eyes
shuttered bock. Those yellow glances,
though in mortal pain, were still furious
and glistening. Those horny toil-bells
clattered. Fangs in that shattered, in-
sensate head yawned, closing in Red
Roane’'s arm above the wrist

I see him. Sweat upon his broad
broom forehead; his laughing eyes
astounded: his thick strong body shiver-
ing; wind stirring up his dart red hair.
Behind him the brown-green marshes,
grasses rippling, a stir going through
their depths. His cheeks had never been
SO red.

Before 1 could move, he unlocked
those jaws and hollow fane?, gripped
hard in his arm with mortal rigor. He
shivered now from the knees. His face
went white.

“Cut!” he whispered. “I'll sit down.”

With hunting knife | sUshed his
arm, deep driving four crossed -cuts.
He laughed, and tried to *hooi. Howl-
ing would have been more pleasant.
I sucked those wounds, out of which
slow blood was spouting from in artery.
We panted now. both of as. He leaned
heavily on my shoulder— he. the strong.
I bound his ami. my own fingers so
numb | fumbled at the work. Sweat
on Red Roane's faee was cold, and cold
hi« wrist-.

My anus clung nljout him. He
swnved. almost toppling, clutching at
gra- stems with fading laughter. |
picked up his marching .-took and beat
that golden, gory thing within the mire.

Beat it till clay-white flesh, and bone
and skin were one with the mucky mire
of the swamp. But still its heart ebbed
with deep purple pulsing. A smashing
blow, and that, too, died.

“It's over!” Grimly 1| flung the
bloody stave into the swaying grass.

“Yes, Jerry,” whispered Red Roane,
“it's nearly over.”

I could not believe it. Red Roane,
the strong man, the shouter, the singer,
the gay-hearted lover! Is death then, so
much stronger than life?

“A woman, Jerry,” he whispered,
“in Havana— Dolores! She dances— "
“For God's sake, Red, wake up!”

“Dances at the—"”

“Red! Red Roane! I'm here, boy!”

Out from the way, whence we had
come, faintly I heard a cry. Who wept
thus for the soul departing, sang paean
for the dead? Was it wind over the
stagnant grasses? Frail in the solitude,
rose that wail again. The whimper of
new-born life! 'In the squatter's hut the
child had fottiul its soul!

“Dolores!” whispered Red Roane.
Beneath that braien sky he whispered
the name of love. ‘TDolores!”

Past a hundred miles of swamp, past
a hundred miles of sea. did Dolores,
the dancer, hear him calling her?

“Dolores!”

I hope she heard, for he was a good
lad, though wild.

With a throat strangling in sobs, |
sang to Red Roane. His eyes were
closed, yet he heard me. Old campaign
eongs, soncs of the march and the
bivouac. !"archenr' tunes.

Then he whispered for a lullaby, and,
last of all. for a drinking song.

V.

IJIMI TAL bhad danced up to us—
Bimi Tal, daughter of Red Roane
and of Dolores, the dancer.
She laughed and tossed her dark red
hair. Her broad nostrils sucked in the
hot night wind.

“7 am the daughter of the morning!
“1 *hout, | dance. | laugh away.

" Follow. lover! Hear my learnings
"l. the laugher, do not *tny. . . .°
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Stamp! Stamp! Stamp! Her body
rippled. She cost her eyes nt me.

Tain DirkV head was rising. His
thin, dry. ml lips opened wide. His
golden eyes burned with undying hate.
Tat! tat/ tat! his fingers drummed.

eeln N minute. Terrywhimpered
Bimi Till, not pausing from her dance.

Her lovely eyes looked downward,
seeing Dirk. She screamed. The music
silenced. She struck her arm at him.
not knowing what die did.

Mad! the Man was mad! His jaw
was opened wide. He bit her arm above
the vri$t.

Before the rush of frantic people had
fallen over us, | struck his venomous
face. With both fists, blow on blow.
Blood came form his damned lips.

THE RATTLE!

Whnt nudne** had .-seized him | don't
know. Likely it was memory surging
back through dead life— the venom of
the rattler, hate undying. But of that,

who can mv? A strange thing is
memory.
Yet | knew for sure that to him,

the mad -culptor. born in that hut in
the hot iwraiiualk*. had passed the 60ul
of the dying rattlesnake.

Hands dragged me hack from him.
I shouted and tore. lie quivered,
wounded heavily. His nervous fingers
faintly clattered on the table, drum-
ming with dreadful music. Police came
in.

“Look!l I ahouted to them. "Look
at those marks of teeth on Bimi TalVv

wrist. Two deep fangs. There* the man
who killed Ynecita, the dancer!"

“Jungle Death”

By ARTEMUS CALLOWAY

Is a “Creepy” Yarn

You will find it in the April

WEIRD

TALES



A “Spooky” 7TW* tVith a

Gnm Background

The

GHOST

By BRYAN

F EVERY one of the sixty guards

and officials at Granite River

Prison had been asked for the

name of the most popular guard
on the force, there would have been
sixty answers— “ Asa Shore*.” If each
of the fifteen hundred convicts in the
prison hnd been asked which guard was
most disliked by the convicts, fifteen
hundred answers would have been the
same—“ Asa Shores!”

If some curious person had asked of
each convict and each guard. “Who is
considered the most desperate, the
hardest, the shrewdest criminal in the
prison?” the answer would have been
unanimous, “Malcolm Hulsev, the
‘lifer/”

True, it does not seem reasonable that
Asa Shores should be liked by every
guard and official and disliked by every
convict. To those not familiar with the
duties of prison guards it would seem
that Asa Shores' method of handling
the convicts, if disapproved of by fif-
teen hundred convicts, would surely be
disapproved of by at least one of the

sixty guards. But the explanation is
simple.
Asa Shore-' great great-grandfather

hnd followed the prisons as mariners
follow the .-ens. Then Asa's grandfather
took up the work and followed it. with
an iron hand and an inflexible will,
until one day a oHI-mnde knife in the
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hands of a long-time “eon” entered his
back at a point where his suspenders
crossed, deviating enough to the left to
pierce his heart. Came next Asa Shores’
lather, who went down in attempting
to quell the famous Stromberg oreak
of 1895.

Asa, therefore, his prison methods
impelled perhaps by heredity, looked
upon ever} wearer of gray behind the
walls as a convict, nothing more, noth-
ing less. He neither abused or favored
any convict. A one-year man was to
Asa a convict and no better than the
man who was serving a life sentence.

The crime for wnich any convict
was sent up was of little moment to
Asa; neither did he bother about who
among the inmates were considered
desperate. The fact that a man wore

rson gray was sufficient, whether he

a six-months sneak-thief or a nine-
ty-nine-year murderer.

When Asa shot and killed Richard
(“Mutt”) Allison, when the latter at-
tempted to e?*cape, the warden had said:

“There was really no need of killing
that half-witted short-termer, Asa. He
was Mg only a year and was perfect-
ly harmless. A stiot in the leg or foot
would have been better.”

And A>n\* reply had been:

“l1 hnd no iaea who the man was.
though 1 have seen him dozens of
time”. and | did not know how long he

0



GO
wa? Going. Ibut I would have made no
ditfcroinv if I had known. He was a

convid. Mr. and he was attempting to
escajic. If he wo? only half-witted, as
you say, he should have been in the
insane k-vlum, not in the penitentiary.”

So that was that.

I Asa ever gave a convict a smile it
had never been recorded. It is a known
fact that he was never seen to frown
upon a convict. He wits, in .-hurt, the
smileles*. unyieding personification of
“duty/* and ever} convict hated him
for what he was. When Asa shot he
shot to kill—and he never missed. Four
little white crosses on the bleak hill-
side near the prison proclaimed his
flawless marksmanship.

WIliv was this big sandy-haired,
steel-blue-eved, middle-aged Asa Shores
liked by tis brother guards? There
were mant reasons why. It was as if
Asa's unnatural, cold, vigilant, unfeel-
ing attitude toward the convicts was
offset each day when he came off duty
by a healthy, wholesome desire to drop
duty as a work-horse sheds an irritating
harness. He was the life of the guards’
auarters; a big good-natured, playful
fellow, who thoroughly enjoyed ajprne-’
lical ioke, whether he"be the victipn of
the joke or the instigator. If he had a
temper he had never allowed it to come
to the surface. He excelled in all sports
in the gymnasium, and somewhere,
somehow, he found more funny stories
than anv other man on the force. The
trite old saying that “he would give
a friend the shirt off his back” fitted
him like a new kid glove. He gave
freely to his friends, and, in giving,
seemed to find real joy.

After twelve years' service on the
guardline, Asa was still an ordinary
wall guard. This would seem discourag-
ing to many: but not so to Asa. It was
not generally known that he drew a
larger salary than did the other wall
guards. He was an excellent wall guard.
Hence, he was kept on the wall, while
newer men on the force were promoted
to better ignitions. But Asa drew the
salary of a -hift captain and was there-
fore content.

He did not even seem to mind when
he was taken from comfortable Tower
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Nunilicr One, morning shift, and de-
tailed permanently to Tower Number
Three on the egrave-yard” shift at
night from eight P. M. to four A. M.
This change was deemed necessary for
several reasons. First, because Asa
positively refu-cd to discriminate be-
tween short-termors and long-termers,
or desperate men and harmless ‘‘nuts,"
when using his ritie to stop a <break”
nr the attempt of a single convict to
escape.

Tnc men being locked in their cells
at night. .Ysa, as a night guard, would
have little opportunity to practice rifle
~hooting with a running convict as the
target. Another reason for detailing
him to Tower Number Three was be-
cause trouble was expected some night
at that point in the yard, and with
sure-fire Asa on the job the officials felt
that any attempt of the convicts to
escape would be promptly frustrated.

One of Asa’s wnolesome habits, when
no convicts were near him. was singing.
It was not ringing, really, but Asa
thought it ns ana he shortened the
long, lonesome hours at night on Tower
number three with songs— tong, rather,
because he knew and sang but one. It
was not a late or popular song, and, a
All sang it, it sounded like the frog?
that croak in the marshes at night:

“When 1 die and am buried

deep,

Uﬁl retwm at night to take a
peep

“At those rcho hated me.

“1'l hamt their hornet and
tpoil their tleep,

“Chill their blood: the skin
trill ereep

"On who Jutted me.n

thom e.

Not a pretty song; nor did it make
cheerful those guard* who passed near
Tower Number Three while making

the night round:. But Asa loved that
song.

TT WAR while the wall was being ex-

tended another two hundred feet tu
make room within the inclosure for n
new cell hou*e that Asa shot the “lifer,”
Malcolm HuUev.
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The end wall, extending from Tower
Number Three to Tower Number Four,
had been torn down and the stones
moved two hundred feet farther south
to be u-ed on the new wall. A temporary
barbed-wire fence had been erected
about the area in which the convict*
worked on the new wu»i. Extra armed
guards were Rationed at intervals of
fifty feet outside the indosuie to guard
the working convict?.

Malcolm Hulsey had successfully
feigned ilines? one day and ns allowed
to remain in hi? cell. Cell lioo?e guards
had seen him lying in his bonk, only
the top oi his head showing above the
blankets. At lock-up time the cell house
guards making the count, »w a foot
protruding from under the blankets in
Hulsey's bunk and what ‘they believed
to be the top of his head shoving at the
head of the bed.

At ten-fifteen that night the eaglc-
ered Asa Shores, on Tower Number
‘Three, saw a dark figure slip under the
loner wire of the temporary fence and
ran. Asa fired once and saw the man
fall.

Then Asa, to complv with the prison
rales, yelled “holt!” 'the command, of
course, was needless, Hulsey having
halted abruptly when a thuty-thirty
rifle boll plowed through hb» shoulder.

After tne convict had been carried
to the hospital, Ilia cell was opened by
the curious guards. A cleverly carved
wooden foot protruded from under the
blankets at the foot of the bed, several
bags of old clothing reposed under the
blankets and a thatch of block horse-
hair showed at the head of the bed.

Before Hulsey left the hospital the
new wnll was completed. Tower Num-
ber Four, ncross from Tower Number
Three, had been torn down and a new
toner Number Four built on the new
corner of the wall, two hundred feet
further «outh. On the other comer,
across from New Tower Number Four,
wes New Tower Number Three. OlId
Tower Number Three was left standing
until further order?. Asa Since* re-
mained on the graveyard shift on Old
Tower Xtimlier Three.

While off duty one dnv Asa, prow-
ling about inside the walls, rart Mal-
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colm Hulsey. The “lifer” was *till a bit
pale and weak from the gunshot wound.

"One thing 1d like to have you ex-
plain. Mr. Shore*,” said .Hulsey. “You
plugged me in the shoulder, then yel-
led ‘halt!” Why didn't vou command
me to stop before firing?*

“Well, it was this wav, Hulsey,” Asa
replied, unsmiling and looking the con-
vict squarely in the eye. “l aimed nt
the spot where 1 calculated your heart
ought to be, but the light was poor
and | had to shoot guick. | naturally
supposed you were dead when |I.com-
manded you to halt, and, believingjrou
dead. | could see no reason for being in
a hurry with the command. Sorry I
bungled the job that way, but my in-
tentions were good.”

“But,” the scowling “lifer” persisted,
“you haven't told me yet why you shot
before commanding me to halt.”

“Oh, that?” Asa drawled with a de-
precatory shrug of his massive should-
ers. “That is merely a matter of form
with me. | very often, after shooting
a convict, yell 'halt’ some time the next
day—or week. Besides, if you had a
nice chance to bump me off. vou
wouln’t say, ‘Beware, Mr. Shores, |I'm
about to kill you. ”

For a half minute convict and keeper
gnred into each others eyes.

“1 get yuh,” Hulsey finally said.
“And | guess you're right. | Havwe an
idear though tHat mv turn comes next,
Mr. Shores; and there’ll be no pre-
liminary command or argument.”

“Fair enough, Hulsey, ' Asa replied
as he turned away.

A T L AST the big new cell house was
completed.

Asa wondered whether he would be
left on Old Tower Number Three. It
had been decided, he knew, that the old
tower would be left on the wall but per-
haps not used.

To celebrate the completion of tlie
new building, the warden declare*! u
holiday and issued orders that all the
iInmates be given the privilege of the
vnrd that dnv. There was to I>e wrest-
ling. boxing, foot-meing and other
sports.

Asa Shores* sleeping quarter? was a
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low-ceilinged room on the ground floor
in one of the towers of the old oell
house. Asa hod been warned a number
of times that his room was not a safe
place to sleep in the day time. Convicts
in the yard could enter the room at
any time during the day, without being
*een by the yard guards orwall guards.
Though the one door to the room was
thick and heavy, Asa seldom if ever
locked it.

Asa bad risen -in the afternoon, com-
plaining to himself about the noise
ucing made by the convicts in the yard.
His peevishness vanished, however,
after a cold wash, and he sang as he
stood looking out at one of the windows
and brushing his hair:

'When 1 die and am buried
deep,
T il return at night to take a
peep
“At those who hated me.
“1'l ha'nt their homes and
il their sleep,
their blood, the skin
il creep,
"On those who—"

-t

® K

Asa’s song ended there—ended in a
horrible curgle. A “trusty” found him
an hour later lyinc in a pool of blood
near the open window.

His throat had been cut by a sharp
instrument in the h*nd of a person un-
known.

Hulsey the “lifer” was questioned,
of course, but there was absolutely noth-
ing to indicate that it was he. who com-
mitted the murder.

The guards looked sadly upon all
that remained of Asa Shores and said
to each other in hushed voices:

“It had to come. Asa was too good a
convict guard not to be murdered.”

And though the prison stool pigeons
kept their ears and eyes opened, though
each guard became a detective, the
murder of Asa Shores remained a
mystery.

Old Tower Number Three was closed
and the doors locked. There war no
iImmediate use for it; out the warden
was contemplating the advisability of
having another guards’ entrance gate

cut through the wall under the tower.

In this case? of course, the tower would *
be used ogam.

JSMNIGHT Captain Jesse Dunlap sat

alone in the guards lookout, in-
side the walk, at one o'clock on the
morning following the murder Asa
Shores. Bill Wilton, the night yard
guard, was making his round about the
buildings in the yard.

Captain Dunlap lazily watched the
brass kidicotocs on the report board be-
fore him. The indicator for Tower
Number One made a half turn to the
left and a small bell on the board rang.
The captain lifted the receiver from the
telephone st his elbow and received the
report, “Tower Number One. Ander-
son on duty. All O. K.”

Dunlop merely grunted a response
and replaced the receiver on the nook.
Presently the indicator for Tower Num-
ber Two turned to the left, the bell
tinkled, and Dunlap again took the re-
civer from the hooa.

“Tower Number Two. Briggs on
duty. All O. K.” came the report over
,the wire.

Then come New Tower Number
Three; next Tower Number Four. From
the three outside guard-posts came the
reports, and one from the cell house,
each guard turning in his post number,
his name and the usual “0O. K.”

All the indicators on the board, ex-
cept that for Old Tower Number Three,
were now turned. Captain Dunlap re-
laxed in his chair, sighed heavily and
lit his pipe. Lazily his eves wandered
back to tne indicator board.

The unturned indicator for OlId
Tower Number Three held his gaze and
utter sadness gripped him for a moment
Night after night, promptly on the
hour, he bad seen the indicator for Old
Tower Number Three flip jauntily to
the left and had heard the tinkle of
the little bell on the board. It had al-
ways seemed to him that the indicator
for Asa Shores’ tower turned with more
pep than the other indicators, that the
Dell bad tinkled more cheerily, that
good old Asa Shores’ report carried a
note of cheerfulness that lightened the
lonesome watches of the night.
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Now the old tower was cold. even as
K id Asa was cold; the doors were
and barred. Never again,
thought Dunlap, would be heard Asa
Shores’ familiar song on the quiet night
air. What were the word* to that song?

“When lam dead ami buried
deep,

“I'll return at night to take a
peep

“At those trho hated— *

Captain Dunlap suddenlv $at erect
in his chair. The pipe fell from his
lips and clattered on the floor, as his
lower jaw dropped and his eyes opened
wide to store at the indicator board;
for—

The indicator for Old Tower Number
Three was moving— moving, not with
a quick turn to the left, but in a hesi-
tant, jerky way that caused the root of
every hair on Captain Dunlap's head
to tingle. Never before had the captain
seen an indicator behave like that. In
fact, the indicator system was designed
and constructed in such a way that,
being controlled by electric contacts,
the various indicators would snap into
position when a push button ih each
tower was pressed oy the guard on duty
in that tower.

In short, an indicator, in accordance
with all the rules of electricity as ap-
plied to the system, must* remain
stationary or jerk to the left when the
button in the tower was pressed. But
here was indicator for Old Tower Num-
ber Three wavering, trembling to the
left, only to fall back repeatedly to a
vertical position. Then again, jerkily,
hesitantly to the left, as if a vagrant
soul strove to brush aside the veil that
banished it from the living.

Captain Dunlap sat rigid .and
watched the uncanny movements of
the bright bra-? indicator. Vague,
fleeting, chaotic thoughts of crowed
wires, practical jokers, wondering -miU
tumbled one after another through his
brain.

If only the bell would not tinkle! If
it did ring? Well, death then, though
it had taken away what wo? mortal of
Asa Shores had not conquered his eter-
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duty.

Farther to the left wavered the in-
dicator, hesitatingly, uncertainly, then
—the bell ranal!

A weak, slow ring, it was. that
sounded strange and unnatural in the
deathlike silence of the dimly lighted
lookout.

vigilance and strict attention to

APTAIN DUNLAP was a brave

man. He had smilingly faced
death a dozen times in Granite River
Prison.

But always his danger was known to
be from living, breathing men. Abject
terror gripped him now; a nameless
terror that seemed to freeze the blood
in his veins, contract every' muscle and
nerve of his body, smother his heart.

But even then reasoning struggled
for recognition in his mind. What if
it were a port of Asa Shores, a part of
him that remained on earth to defy
death and carry on? Hasn't Asa al-
ways been Captain Dunlap’s friend?
Wfcy should ne fear the spirit of a
friend?

Dunlap reached forth a trembling
hand, took the receiver from the hook
and slowly, reluctantly, placed it to his
ear. How he wished, Doped, prayed
that no voice would come over the wire |

But it did come, preceeded by a faint
whispering sound:

“Old t-t-t-tow— " a long pause, then
weakly, almost inaudibly, as if the
message came from a million miles
awar—*“0OlIld t-t-tower n-n-n— three.
S-S-Sho—"

Another pause, a jumble of mean-
ingless words, then a. chuckle. God!
Asa’s familiar chuckle 1

“On duty. AIll O-O—all 0—"

A light lauj*h, a sharp buzzing sound,
a sigh, the faint tinkle of a bell, then
silence!

Dunlap heard no click of a receiver
being replaced on a hook. The line
was apparently still open.

«Still holding the receiver to his ear,
the captain moistened his dry lip- with
the tip of hia tongue. His free hand
went involuntarily to his forehead in
a vague uncertain gesture and carne
away damp with perspiration. Mait
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»Yanswer that ghost call? Must be
~«ak to the thing that held the line.

When be at last spoke bis voice wa&
liuskv. a strange voice even to him:

MVho—who did it. Ast*? Who—
who—if you are dead—if this is you,
Asa, tell fe— icho did it”

Again that nuecr, unfamiliar buzz-
ing round. Then, from OId Tower
Number three, or from beyond the
crave perhaps, came a faint, whisper-
INg. uncertain voice:

&lle—he—it was . . . D

The voice ended in a gurgle.

Dunlap replaced the receiver on the
hook, and os he did so his eves rested
on the indicator board and he gasped
sharply; for the indicator for Old Tower
Number Three went wavering, trembl-
ing back to a vertical position on the
time dial!

This unheard-of behavior of the indi-
cator was the deepest mystery of all.
The indicators, each controlled indepen-
dent of the others by push buttons in
each tower, were constructed mechani-
cally to turn only from right to left

"The indicator for Old Tower Number
Three had turned back from left to
right/

QAPTAIN DUNLAP mode no effort to
solve the mystery.

Old Tower Number Three was secure-
ly locked and could not be approached
except by crossing over the wall from
New Tower Number Three on the South-
east corner of the wall, or from Tower
Number Two on the Northeast corner
of the wall. Dunlap himself had dosed
and locked the doors and windows of
the tower. There was but one key to
the tower doors, and that key was iIn
Dunlap’s pocket.

Unlike the other towers, Old Tower
Number Three could not be entered
from the ground outside the wall. It
wes built solidly of stone from the
around up, and the only entrances were
Ihe two aoors communicating with the
top of the wall on either side of the
tower.

Besides, strict orders had been given
that no one enter the tower unless
ordered there by a shift captain. And,
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too. in the glare of the arc lights near
the wall, it would he inpr9s>ible for any-
one to ciw the wall to the tower, with-
out being seen by other wall guaitls.

Could the mysterious report havo
come from one of the other wall towers?
Impossible for this reason* When the
push button in one of the vail tonwers—
soy. that in Old Tower Number Three
—was pressed by the man on duty there,
the indicator on the board in the cap-
tain’slookout turned to the left aouarter-
tum on the time dial, the <trdll uell on
he board rung and all telephone con-
nections with the other wall towers were
automatically cut off until the captain
had replaced the telephone receiver on
the hook after receiving the report from
Old Tower Number Three.

Duni&p mid nothing to Bill Wilton
when the latter returned to the yard
lookout, after making his round in the
yard. It would be best he reasoned, to
say nothing to anybody about the mys-
sterious call. They would only lough
at him if he told tnem about it. If the
indicator had not returned to a vertical
position on the time dial he would have
some proof en which to base his wild
story of tbeWhost call. But the indi-
cator had, before his own eyes, returned
to its former position after the call.

An hour later, at two A.M., Duni&p
fearfully watched the indicator for Old
Tower Number Three. Reports from all
other posts bad been received. Then,
just once, the indicator trembled uncer-
tainly, made almost a quarter turn to
the left and mapped back to a vertical
position. At three o'clock it did not
move. Nor did it move at four o’clock.

A week pawed. Not a tremor disturbed
the “ghost tewer” indicator.

Then, one morning at one-thirty
oclock, an unearthly, piercing scream
in the cell-house awaked half the men
in the building and sent the cell-house
guard scurrying down to cell twenty-one
on the corridor; for it wa« from this cell
that the blood-chilling scream had come.

The bloodies,-, perspiration-dampened
face of Malcolm Hul*ey, the “lifer,” wes
pressed against the bar* of the cell door
when the guard arrived. The convict’s

(Continued on page J84)



Here's An Extraordinary Yarn

Thi GNhOoUul and
the COrpse

By G. A.

HIS is Chris Bonner’'s tale, not

T mine. Please remember that.

I positively will not stand

sponsor for it. | used to have

&deal of faith in Chris Bonner's ver-

acity. but that is a thing of the past. He

is a liar; a liar without conscience. |

& good as told him so to his face. |

wonder what kind of fool be thinks I
ami

Attend, now, and you shall hear that
remarkable tale he told me. It was,
and is, a lie. | shall always think so.

He came marching into my igloo up
thereat Aurora Bay. That isin Alaska,
you know, on the Arctic 6ea. | had
been in the back-country trading for
pelts for a New York concern, and due
VJbad luck | didn't reach the coast until
the third day after the last steamer out
had gone. And there | was marooned
for the winter, without chance of get-
ing out until spring, with a few dozen
ignorant Indian? for companions.
Thank heaven | had plenty of white
man’'s grub in tins!

A? | said, here came Chris Bonner
marching in on me the same as you
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would go down the block a few doom
to call on a neighbor.

“And where the devil did you drop
in from?” | demanded, helping him off
with his stiff parka.

“Down there,” he answered, jerking
an elbow toward the south. *“Let's have
something to eat, MacNe&L I'm hun-
gry as hell. Look at the pack, will
youl!”

I had already looked at the pack he
had cast off his ahouldere to the fur-
covered floor of the igloo. It was as
lean os a starved hound. | heated acan
of beef bouillon and some beans, and
made a pot of coffee over the blubber-
fat fire that served for both heat and
light, and put these and some cracker?
before my guest. He tore into his meal
wnlfthly,.

“Now a pipe and some tobac, Mac-
Neal,” he ordered, pushing the empty
dishes odde.

I gave him one of my pipes and my
tobacco-pouch. He filled and lighted
up. Fie seemed to relish the smoke;

I imagined he hadn't had one for some
65
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time. He eat silent for a while staring
into the flickering flame.

“Say, MacNeal/' he 6poke at length;
“what do you know about a theory that
says once on a time this old world of
ours revolved on its axis in a different
plane? I've heard it said the earth tip-
ped up about seventy degrees. What
d’'you snow about it? ’

That was a queer Ihing for Chris Bon-.

ner to ask. He was simon-pure proa-
pector and | had never known him to
get far away from the subject of mining
and prospecting. He had been hunting
gold from Panama to the Arctic Circle
for the past thirty years.

“No more than you do, probably,” |
answered his question. “lwe heard of
that theory, too. 1'd say it is any man’s
guess.”

“This theory holds that the North
Pole used to be where the Equator is
now,” he said. “Do you believe that?”

“1 don't know anything about it,
Chris,” | replied. “But | do know that
they have found things up this way
that are now generally recognized as
being peculiarly tropical in nature.”

“What, for instance?”

“Palms and ferns, a species of parrot,
saber-tooth tigers; and also mastodons,
members of the elephant family. All
fossils and parts of skeletons, you under-
stand.”

“No human beings, MacNeal? Any
skeletons or fossil9 of those up this
way?”’

“Never heard of it Prehistoric

“Huh,” he said.

He pondered, puffing at his pipe, his
eyes on the fire. He looked perplexed
about something.

“Look here, MacNeal,” he said sud-
denly. “Say a man dies. He’s dead,
aint her
~ “No doubt of it,” I laughed, wonder-
ing.

“Couldn't come to life again, eh?”

N“Hardly. Not if he were really dead.
I’'ve heard of cases of suspended anima-
tion. The heart, apparently, quits beat-
ing for one, two or possibly ten minutes.
It doesn’'t in fact, though; it's simply

that its beating can’t be detected. When

a man s heart stops beating he’s dead.”

Bonner nodded.

“'Suspended animation,”” he mut-
tered, more to himself than to me. “That
must be it. That's the only thing that'll
explain it; nothing else will. If it could
cover a period of ten minutes, whv not
a period of twenty or even a hundred
thousand* years—

“I1fvoud like to turn in and get some
rest, Chris; i'll fix you up,” |1 broke in.

He caught the significance of my tone
and grinned.

“You think I'm crazy, eh?” he said.
“I'm not. It's &wonder, though, con-
sidering what I've seen and what |—
here, let me i*how you something!”

pJE THRUST a hand into his lean
L pack and brought forth an object
that at first glance |1 thought to be a
butcher’s knife.

He handed it to me and | at once saw
that it was not & butcher's knife as |
knew such knives. It was a curious sort
of knife, and one for which a collector
of the antique would have paid good
money.

It was a very dark color, almost black;
corroded, it seemed to me, as if it had
lain for a long time in a damp cellar.
It was in one piece, the handle about
five inches long and the blade perh&pe
ten inches. Both edges of the blaae
were sharp and the end was pointed
like a dagger. AnNd it certainly wasn't
steel. | scratched one side of the blade
with my thumb nail and exposed a
creamy yellow under the veneer of
black.

“Port of that's blood you scraped
away. MacNeal.” Bonner said. “Now
what's that knife made of?’9

I examined the yellow spot closely.
The knife was made of ivory. Not the
kind of ivory 1 was acquainted with,
however; it was a very much coarser
grain than any ivory | had ever seen.

“That came out of a mastodon's tusk,
MacNeal,” Bonner said.

| looked at him. He was nodding,
seriously. ™ He apparently believed
what he said, at any rate.

“Nice curio, Chris,” | oommenteo,
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handing the thing back to him.
loom, no doubt.
of the Indian villages, eh?”

He did not speak at once. He sat
puffing, looking at the rire. Once he

uckered bis brows in a deep frown,

waited.

T 've been prospecting, as usual/’ he
sad at length. “Down there around
the headquarters of the Tukuvuk. It’s
an awful place; nobody ever goes there.
The Indiana tell me the spirits of the
dead live there. | can believe it; it's an
ideal place for imps and devils. And
I was right through the heart of it. |
believe fm the first. No”matter how I

there; 1 came up from the south
it summer. You see, | had an idea
there was gold in that country.

‘The place where 1 finally settled
down was in a little valley on one of
the branches of the Tukuvuk between
two ranges of hills running from five
hundred to 'maybe three thousand feet
high. Messy-looking place, it was; all
littered up, as if the Lord bad a few
sizable chunks of stuff left over and just
threw 'em down there to be out of the
way.

“But the gold was there; I could al-
most smell it. 1'd been getting some
mighty nice color in my pan; that's
what made me decide to stay there. |

t there about the middle of July, and

spent the rest of the summer sinking

holes in the edge of the creek and along

the benches above. What | found indi-
cated that there was a mighty rich vein
of the yellow metal thereabouts, with
one end of it laying in a pocket of the
stuff. If 1 could locate that pocket, I
thought, I'd have the United States
treasury backed off the map. But I
wasn't Able to run the pocket down by
taking bearings from my holes, because
the holes didn’t line up in any partic-
ular direction.

“What with my interest in trying to
get a line on that pocket, I didn’'t notice
that the season was getting late. But
I'd brought in enough grub to last the
winter through. «o that didn’'t matter.
Just the same it wa> up to me to get
some sort of shelter over my head, so |
hustled up a one-room shark about

“Heir-

Picked it up in one *
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twelve by twelve | cut from the timber
on the slopes with my hand-ax. Nothing
fancy, but tight enough. | put in a
fireplace and cut and stacked a lot of
wood outside.

“That done, winter was on me; |
simply couldn’t resist the temptation
to have one more try at finding the
pocket that spewed the yellow metal
all around there. As | said, | got no
information from the holes sunk, and
it was pure guesswork. | guessed 1'd
find my pocket on the side of a certain
hill, about two hundred feet above creek
level. A glacier flowed down the side
of that hill through a little gulley, and
my idea was that the ice ground away
at the pocket and brought the metal
down to the creek, and the creek scat-
tered it. This theory was borne out
to some extent by the fact that my best
showings of color always came from
a point a little below the conjunction
of the creek and glacier.

“It was snowing the morning | took
my pan and shovel and started up the
side of the hill, keeping to the edge of
the glacier. It wasnt much of a glacier
for sire; say, about fifteen feet wide.
I could see it winding up the side o\
the hill until it went out of sight
through a cleft about a thousand feet

up. Fed by a lake up there, probably.
“1 had climbed the nill maybe a hun-
dred feet, following the edge of the

§acier, when | caught sight of a dark
otch in the edge of the ice. It was
about two feet under the surface. |
brushed away the film of snow to have
a look. The ice was as clear as a crvstal,
of a blue color. And what d'you think,
MacNeal? It was a man’s body!”

He paused and gave me a quick
glance. He wanted to see how | took
that, I presume.

“The body of a man,” he went on.
“And the queerestrlooking man | ever
saw in ray life. He was lying on his
bellv and | didn’t get a look at the front
of him just then, but | knew it was
a man all right. He was covered all
over with long hair like a— well, like
a bear, sav. Not a stitch of clothes.”

“What did you do?” | asked.

“Why. | win that surprised | let my
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pan and shovel drop and started at the
damn thing with the eyes near popping
out of my head. What would anybody
do, finding a hair-covered thing like
that frozen in a glacier? | won't deny
I was a bit scared, MacNeal.

“Well, | stood there staring at the
thing for | don't know how iong» It
didn7t occur to me, then, to ask myself
how the thing got there. Certainly the
idea of foesils or prehistoric men didn'’t
enter my head. | didn't think much
about anything; | just stood there gap-

ing.

E}’You know me, MacNeal; | guess
I’'m pretty soft-hearted in some respects.
I'd stop to bury a dead dog | found in
the road. 1 knew | wouldn't rest easy
until I'd cut that thing out of the glacier
and given it decent burial. Moreover,
I didn't want it where I'd be seeing it
when | went to work on that hillside
in the spring; and it would surely be
there in the spring, because | imagine
that glacier dian’t move an inch a year.

“So | went back to the shack and got
my ax, and with none too good a heart
for the job turned to and mode the chips
fly. It took me about three hours to get
the thing out of the glacier.. You see,
as | came down to it | went slow; | don’'t
care to hack even a dead man.

“Say, MacNeal, can you imagine what
it meant to me, digging a corpse out
of a glacier down there on the side of
a hill in that devil-ridden country? No,
G can’'t, and that's the truth. You'd

e to go through it to know. It was
hell. 1 don't want any more of it In
mine. Nor what followed, either.”

“What was that?’ | asked when he
deliberated.

“You'll hear,’*he answered, and went
on: (T got the thing out at last, little
chunks of ice clinging to it, and drag-
ged it ashore, if a glacier has a shore.
It froze me to look at the thing with
those little chunks of ice sticking to the
long hair. Once, at Dawson, Fa seen
a man pulled out of the Yukon, ice
clinging to him. That was different,
though; at Dawson there wss a crowd
to sort of buck a man up. | turned the

thing over on its back to see what it
looked like in front.”
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“Well?” said I.

“You've seen apes, MacNeal?”

“This thing looked like that?” |
countered, beginning to connect up his
first queer questions with what he was
telling me. *You don’'t mean it, ChrisF

“1I’'m telling you,” he nodded solemn-
ly. “ An ape man, that's what it wes.
More man than ape, if you ask me.
For instance, the face was flatter thun
an ape’s, and the forehead and <»hm
were more pronounced. The nose was
flat, but it wasn't an ape’s nose. And
the hands and feet were like those of
aman. Oh, it was a man, all right. The
thing that convinced me, | think, wes
the knife gripped in its hand.”

“The knife you have there?” |
Inquired.

“This very knife,” he answered.

“What then, Chris?” | urged him to
go oft.

“1 had a good look at that thing and
started for my shack. Yes, MacNeal,
I ran, and I'm not ashamed to say so.
It scared me. Ugliest thing | ever saw.
Eyes wide open, glaring and glinting,
and the thick lips parted to snow the
nastiest set of fangs | ever saw in the
mouth of man or beast Why, | tell

u the damned thing looked olivet

wonder | scooted. You would have
done the same. Anybody would.

“Back in the shack, | sat down on my
bunk to think it over. And it was while
| sat there trying to puzzle it out that
I remembered that theory about the
earth*tipping over. That gave me a
hint of what | had run up against Of
course, 1'd heard about fossils and parts
of the skeletons of prehistoric men being
found. Had | found, not a fossil or
part of a skeleton, but the prehistoric
man himself? That knocked the wind
out of me. If that were the case mv
name would go down in history and |
would be asked to give lectures before
scientific societies and such. Consider
it, MacNeal.

“1 tell you, | couldn’'t quite grasp
the thing. It was incredible. There
I was in this year of our Lord, with the
intact corpse of a man who bad lived
God only knows how many centuries
ago. That bodv. understand, could well
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ke the key to the mystery of the origin
of mankind. It might possibly settle
the Darwinian theory forever, one way
or the other. It was a pretty serious
business for me. don't you seer

“Well, | deciaed to preserve the thing
until 1 could get out and make a report
of the find. But how to preserve it?
Of course if | had left it in the glacier
it would have kept indefinitely, like
a side of beef in cold storage. | was
afraid to put iv back in the hole in the
clacier and freeze it in again with water
1 carried from the creek; the creek
water might exert some chemical action
that would ruin the thing. And if I
let it lay where it was the snow would
cover it, form a warm blanket, and
probably cause it to decompose, then
I'd have nothing left but the skeleton.
| wanted to save the thing just as I'd
found it; maybe the scientists would
find a way to embalm it.

“I finally hit on the plan of keeping
itin an ice pack. That would turn the
trick until the weather took on the job.
It hadn’'t turned bitter cold yet 1 tell
you, it was a nasty job keeping that
thing iced with chunks I chopped from
the glacier, and to make it worse the
weather stayed moderate for a couple
of weeks. 'Then, suddenly, the mercury
in my little thermoraoter went down
with a rush and it got stinging cold. |
carried the thing to the shack and stood
it np against the wall outside where it
couldn't be covered with snow, and
lashed it there.

“Can you imagine me going to sleep
in my bunk in the shack every night
after that, with that thing standing
against the wall outside not two feet
away? Of course you can’'t. It fral-
lied my nerves, .and more than once
I was tempted to cut a bole in the ice
on the creek and chuck the damn thing
in where 1'd never see it agin. But no,
I had to save it for the scientists and get
my name in history; that idea got to be
an obsession with me. | knew well
enough that if ever | told people the tale
I'm telling you now, without some proof
of it, I'd get laughed at.”

“No doubt of it.” | sneered.

“The days went by,” he continued.

ignoring my sneer, ‘ and more and more
that thing outside kept getting on my
nerves. The sun went south, and from
one day to another I never saw it. The
never-ending night was bad enough, but
when you add the northern lights and
the howling of the wolves you’'ve got
a condition that breaks a man if he’s
not careful. Furthermore, there was
that ugly-looking devil outside to think
about.

“1 was thinking about that thing con-
stantly, and got so | couldn’t sleep. If
I shut my eyes 1'd see it, anyhow, and
iIf 1 went to sleep 1I'd have a nightmare
over it. Now and then 1'd go out end
stand there in the starlight or the aurora
looking at it It fascinated me, yet the
sight of the thing gave me the creeps.
Finally | began taxing a club or my
rifle along when | went to look at it;
got afraid the thing would come alive
and try to murder me with that knife.

“And that's the way of things for
maybe three months and more. My
thoughts all the time on that thing outr
side.

“Well, that couldn’t go on, you know.
One morning | woke up with the worst
headache a man ever nad. | thought
my head would split wide open. My

blood was like molten iron flowing
through my veins. | knew what it was.
Fever. | had thought and worried

about that thing outside until it got me,
and | was in for a brain-storm. | was
as weak as a cat, but managed to build
up a good fire and pack my bunk with
all the blankets and furs | had and crawl
in. 1 only hoped | wouldn't freeze to
death when the fixe went out.

“l1 no sooner got all set in the bunk
than things let go; I went completely
off. | can’t say positively what hap-
pened for a few days after that Seems
like I remember, though, periods when
I was semi-rational. | think once | got
up to put more wood on the fire.
Another time | saw that thing standing
in the doorway grinning at mo like the
devil it was. | shot at it with my rifle
and later found a bullet in the door.
My shooting couldn’t have been a de-
lusion, at any rate. But the door was
still fastened against the wolves and
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there were no tracks in the snow out-
aide/'

Bonner paused to light his pipe, and
then went on:

“1 don't know exactly how long | was
out of my head. 1'd wound my watch
before | crawled into the bunk the first
time, and 1 half remember 1 wound it
again when | got up to put wood on the
fire, and it was pretty well run down. It
goes forty hours without winding, yet
when my head cleared it had stopped.
I must have been off my nut about tour

“Well, you can lay your bottom dol-
lar I'd had enough of prehistoric men
hanging around the shack by that time.
Let the scientists be damned; ! was
determined* to get rid of that thing the
quickest way possible. The quickest
way, | thought, would be to get the
corpse warm so it would decompose
rapidly, then 1I'd put it outside where
the wolves and ravens would pick the
bones clean. The scientists would have
to be satisfied with the skeleton.

“So 1 made a big fire in the fireplace
and got the shack good and hot, then
went out and brought in the corpse. |

sick at the stomach on that jop, but

t was the only way. | didn't have
the heart to leave the thing outside and
build a fire over it out there. | try to
respect the dead, even if the corpse is
that of a man who had been deaci sev-
eral thousand years and looked more
like an animal than a human being.

“1 laid the thing on th? floor before
the fireplace, then sat down on the bunk
to wait. | watched it pretty close,
because, being dead so long, I thought
when it got warm and started to decom-
pose it would go like butter; | didn't
want the shack to be all smelled up
with the stink of it Probably half an
hour went by, then all of a sudden /
$aw the thing quiver—7”

“Your brain-storm returning,” | in-
terposed.

“Wait,” said Bonner sharply. “It
quivered; not much, but enough to
notice. That sort of got me, then |
reasoned that anything thawing out like
that would naturally quiver a little.
Maybe another fifteen or twenty minutes

assed, then one of the legs moved,
erked, sort of. It startled me. Remem-
ber, there 1 was down there in those
hills alone with that thing. | was pretty
susceptible to weird influences, under-
stand. Anyhow, the leg moved, and— *

“It sat up and asked for a drink of .
water.” | could not help putting in.
Bonner continued, paying no attention
to my sarcasm. He seemed to be talk-
ing aloud to himself:

“1 watched it like a hawk for 9ome
time after that, then as | didn’t see it
move any more | stepped outside to get
some more wood for the fire and to pull
a few good breaths of cold air into my
lungs. That shack was like the inside
of an oven.

“When | went in again | saw that the
damned thing had turned over on ite
back.

“Turned over on its back, | say. And
there was a change in the eyes, too; they
had a half-awake sort of look in them:;
a more alive look, understand. And
breathing! Yes, sir, breathing! Why the
thing didn’t see me when | came in and
shut the door | don't know, but appar-
ently it didn’'t And, believe me or not,
the hand that had held the knife was
open and the knife was lying on the
floor apart from the body.

“Crazy? | tell you no! | was as sane
a | am now.. 1 tell you I saw these
things with my own two eyes; saw them
just as plain as | see vou now. | see you
don't believe me, MacNeal. Oh, well,
I don’'t blame you; | hardly believe it
myself sometimes.”

He uttered a little laugh.

“But there it was, just as I'm telling
you. And | was that gone when | saw
that the thing had turned over on its
back that | dropped the wood | had in
my arm. The crash of it on the floor
brought the thing to its feet on the

jump. You needn't look at me like
that; | tell you it did. 1 take my oath
it did! There it was, crouched like a

panther ready for the spring, the eyes
of it flashing like fire, its lips pulled
back tight across the gums and the yel-
low fangs showing. Can you see that?
No, you can't.”
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Bonner made on expressive gesture
with one hand.

"tlem&rkoble, but the thing hadn’t
seen me vet. It was looking at the fire:
it wes half turned toward me so | coula
see that. Suddenly it screamed in an
outlandish ribberisn and leaped to the
fireplace and tried to gather in an arm-
ful of flames. | take it the thine bad
never seen fire before; didn't Know
what it was; probably imagined it some
kind of wila animal. Naturally the
only thing it got out of that play was
burned arms and bands, and the long
hair sizzled and curled. It leaped back
with a snarl, spitting that funny gib-
berish. Talk, | guess it was; it came
fromway down in the belly and sounded
like pigs grunting.

“1 tell you, MacNeal, | was fair dazed.
But I had the sense left to try to help
myself. My rifle was leaning against
the bunk and | made a quick dive for
it Then, apparently, the thing saw me
for the first time. The way it glared
at me with those glittering eyes was a
caution. | didn’'t stop to argue; |
snatched up the rifle, cocked it and
made a snap shot. The bullet caught
the thing in the left breast and the
blood gusned. Of course you don't be-
lieve it But blood, I tell you, gushed
from the breast of a thing that had been
froren in a glacier for thousands of
yean |

“Well, here it came like a cyclone. |
didn't have time to shoot again. Smell?
That thing smelled like carrion; almost
strangled me. Maybe you know how
the cage of a wild animal stinks if it
ain't cleaned out for a week or two. This
thing smelled like that, only worse. |
can smell it yet. Lord I’

Bonner wrinkled his nose and shiv-
ered.

“But there we were at grips, the thing
making those belly noises and smelling
like a thousand garbage piles. It had
the strength of ten men; | sensed that.
It jerked the rifle from me and bent the
barrel of it double with a twist of the
wrists. The barrel of a thirty-eight cali-
ber Winchester rifle— bent it as easy

reyou or | would bend a piece of copper
WIre.

“Then we were at it, fighting like a
couple of wild cats all over the shack.
I'm no slouch of a man myself, Mao-
Neal, when it comes to a rough-and-
tumble; but that thing handled me like
a baby. I could see my finish. We
threshed about the floor, me fighting
like a devil, it fighting like forty devils.
We kicked into the fire and out again
and scattered live coals all over the
place, and the shack took fire.

“1 was iust about gone when my hand
accidentally fell on* the handle of the
knife the thing had dropped on the
floor. | hung on to it and poked away
at that thing for all I was worth, driv-
ing the blade clean up to the hilt with
every punch.”

“That knife?” | broke in.

“This knife,” answered Bonner.
“There’s the dried blood on it yet But
I think it was really the bullet that did
the work. iLmust have cut an artery.
Anyhow, the blood kept gushing out of
the thing’'s breast; it got on my hands
and made ’'em slippery. | knew the
thing couldn’t pour out blood like that
and keep going; that's what put the
heart in me to keep on fighting. And,
as | say, | think it was the bullet that
did the work in the long run. A lucky
shot, otherwise | wouldn’t be here now.

“1 felt the thing sagging and going
limp in my hands, ana its grip began
to relax. | saw my chance ana put up
a knee and broke the grip and Kicked

it away. It staggered around a moment
or two, clutching its breast with its
bloody paws, gnashing its fangs and

taring murder at me; then it crashed
own to the floor and fell smack into
the flames.

“l saw plain enough there was no
chance of saving the shack, so |
snatched up what I could lay my hands
on in the way of food and clothing and
blankets, and tore out. | don’'t re-
member putting the knife in my pocket,
but that's where | found it later. The
shack burned down to nothin”, and
that thing burned with it; probanly not
a bone of it left. The scientists were
out of luck and the mystery of mankind
would remain unsolved.
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“l didn't stop to investigate, of
course; my job was to make tracks. |
knew about this village and came on.
How | got here | don't know; this is a
terrible country to cross afoot in the
winter. 1I'd turned my ten huskies
adrift to shift for themselves when |
reached the valley where all this hap-
pened; | didn't have the grub to keep
them going. | had to wall: here.

“And that's all, MacNeal. You can
say what you please; | know what |
saw with my own eyes and von can't
change my mind About it. Suspended
animation? Yes, for a period covering
many centuries. It would be a mighty
fine thing if we could picture what hap-
pened away back there yrhen this old
earth tipped over.

“Perhaps we'd see a man, a man that
was half ape, crossing a creek with a
knife in his band on the way to murder
an enemy sleeping on the opposite bank.
Then suddenly the earth tipped over—
climatic conditions in those days were
such as to freeze things up in a flash—
things are held in the grip of the ioe

just as the dust and lava held 'em in
the days of Pompeii, and—

“Well, who's to say what happened?
Anything was possible. We don’t know
the conditions of those days. Anyhow,
here 1 come thousands of years later and
dig a man, with a knife in his hand,
out of a glacier. 1 heat his body in
order to decompose the flesh. Instead
of decomposing; he comes to life and |
have to kill him. He’s been hibernat-
ing in a glacier for centuries. | don't
know what to think about it”

Bonner refilled and lighted his pipe,
then looked at me qucstioningly.

“Chris,” 1 said, “lI tell you frankly
that I don't believe a word you have
said. You tell me you were out of your
head for a few days. That accounts for
it You had the jim-jams and imag-
ined all that, then try to spring it on
me as actual fact

He looked hurt. He looked the
knife in his hand steadily for several
long moments, then thrust it toward me,
his eves boring into mine.

“Then where in hell,” he demanded,
“did I get this knife?”

“The Living Nightmare.
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FEAR

ByDavid R. Solomon

But
they changed the whole trend of

the argument
The men of the engineering gang
were lying around the camp-fins, pre-
paratory to going out on the job. It
wes cool in the shade of the thick tnet
with the damp feel of early morning
hanging over everything, nrther out,
over the river, the sun gave promise

of better weather later in the day.

Smoking, waiting for the laggards to
dean up their plates, the engineering
gang—according to invariable man-
custom—had begun experiences, jokes,
arguments. Over all hung the pungent
smeH of strong, fresh coffee, and much

frying bacon.
Baldy Jenkins, tbe eighteen-year-old

had started it.

HERE were only five words.
They neither Affirmed nor de-
nied wnat had gone before.

“Wish | had* a million dallan,” he
remarked.
Red Flannel Mike gave tbe ball a

roll.

“You do not,” he denied stoutly.
“Be givin' you a million—and the Lord
hisself only knows what you’'d be a-do-
ingwid it”

“Hall 1 don't,” said Baldy. “Bet I
could tell you right now how Td spend
every penny of it”

“Betyou don't” broke in Mother of
the gang. “Fellow never dees know
what hee goin’ to do till it hits him,
square between the eyes.”

“Offer me a million,” insisted Baldy
Jenkins.

“Aw, not that way. Take somep’n
where two men might act different You

don't know what you'd do. | don't
No man does—no more'n that kid over
there does.”

His lazy gesture indicated a small,
khaki-trousered figure. The eyes of the
rest of the gang followed.

At first glance she might have been

a lad of ten or eleven years. Closer in-
spection, however, showed the mop of
flaxen hair, bobbed off at the level of
her earn, and the tender, little-girl face.
She was inarching around the camp
like an inspector-general of an army,
into thk, that everything.
e “e'Cert dm woSdn't™ affirmed Rod
Flannel Mike. <Doultor's kid's just like
you or me. She’'d have to be up against
it to know—an’ maybe not then.”

“Huh! Even that kid. . . . "
Baldy snatched up thegaontlet

They were off. Hot and
waged the battle.

The advocates of the unexpected
gained ascendancy. Louder and more
extravagant grew their claims. No man
ooold predict anything. No man knew
what ne would do. rut him face to
faoe with any situation, any danger,
and he would act differently from the
way he thought he would!

It was then that Coulter spoke.

He did not raise his voice. If any-
thing, it was lowered. Hitherto, he
had sat, silent, listening to the buttle
of words, his bandaged left arm swung
tightly at his side.

“l don't know shout that,”
he said.

Sudden quiet fefl- There came a
restless stirring, then tacit agreement.
These men of rougher employmennt—

royally

was all
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axmen, chainmen, engineers— centred
their gaze upon Coulter's bandaged left
arm.

They knew what he was thinking
about/ They, too, had seen. They
agreed with him that he could have but
one possible reaction to one set of cir-
cumstances.

All of them were employees, of one
branch or the other, of tne Consolidated
Lumber Company. Coulter was in the
legal department. There had arisen a
nice question as to the exact ownership
of a certain tract. Rather than take
chances with the heavy statutory pen-
alties for cutting trees upon another's
land, they hod sent a lawyer upon the
ground. "His work was finished. He
was ready— more than ready—to re-
turn.

Citv-bred, city bora, Coulter had wel-
comed the chance to see a Southern
swamp. He had read, all his life, of
Dixie, the land of the magnolia and oot-
ton. of the mockingbird and the honey-
suckle. He had welcomed his mission.
He had even brought his daughter,
Ruth, along.

That was not at all unnatural, how-
ever. Wherever Coulter had gone for
the last ten years, there, too, had gone
Ruth. They had not been separated
longer than & day since the gray dawn
that the other Ruth had placed the tiny
bundle in his arms and turned her face
to the wall.

The child was all that was
their love save memories.
Coulter's sole interest in life.

Coming to this camp, Coulter had
clad her in khaki, and turned her loose
in the open. It had done her good.

The eyes of the stained figures
around the camp-fire followed his gaze.
Thev knew something of what he was
thinking. They had heard him, in the
midst of hi* pain, setting his teeth,
gasp: wGet— Ruth away—where she—
can t hear!™

That, from a man whom they hod to
restrain from Kkilling himself to get
freedom from the torture, was enough.

Coulter's ignorance of the South and
of the woods had been, perhaps to
blame. He did not know. All tnnt he
could remember tra* that he had W n

left of
She was

bending over the spring, his left arm
resting upon the brink. He had not
seen the moccasin until it was too late.

Vividly, erven yet, he saw the darkish
head and body, the supple, writhing,
the swift dart and the nash of pain—
and then agony; much agony, deep,
soul-biting torture.

T* HERE was no doctor at the camp.
X There bad been a delay before,
stupefied, he thought to let them know
he had been bit. And then—more
agony; agony piled upon agony.

Not concealing their.doubts as to
their chances of saving his arm or him,
they had slapped the rough torniquet
upon his aim. and had twisted down
upon the stsex until he moaned, un-
willingly, in pain. Then they had dip-

one of the big hunting knives into
fling water, and had cut his arm at
the bite marks— gashing it across, with
great, freee-handed strokes, then back
again at right angles; squeezing the cuts
to make him lose the poisoned blood.

Then they had cauterized the wound.
Sick, half afaint, to Coulter it seemed
that they were deliberately thinking up
additional tortures. The white-hot iron
that seered his flesh,%ormenting the
agonized ends of nerves that already
had borne past the breaking point, was
the final, exquisite touch or agony.

Coulter was one of those men who
bear pain—even a slight pain—with
difficulty. Even the sight of blood made
him faint. This was horrible beyond
anything he had ever dreamed. The
physical racking; the feel of the steel
blade cutting through his own flesh and
sinew, down to the bone, made him bite
his lips till they spurted blood, in the
effort to keep from screaming aloud.

He had not know they were through.
He thought they were preparing addi-
tional crucifixion for him.

Red Flannel Mike had slapped the
gn from his hands and made him un-

rstand, somehow, that it was all over;
that they were through. But they
watched him the.rest of the night.

That was why, as the argument rase
around the morning camp-fire, Coulter
was very sure that he knew what he
would <X under one set of circum-
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stances. He knew one experience that
nothin? on earth could send him
througn again. All that, and more,
Wes in his tone, as he spoke.

At his words there came a restless
stirring around the fire. Those men of
the engineering gang had seen some-
thing of his experience. They knew
what he was thinking. The abrupt
ending of their argument showed that
they agreed with Coulter.

He saw, and understood; and, seeing,
smiled bitterly. They knew only a part
of it.

To every man there is his one fear.
The bravest man that ever trod the
earth had his one especial dread. To
some, it is fire; to others, cold steel;
others still, the clash of physical con-
tact. But, probe deep enoogh beneath
the skin of any man alive, and you find
ih

Snakes were Coulter’s fear.

He could not explain it He did not
knowwhy he, &man city-bred and born,
had this obsession. It had been with
him since he could remember. As a
child, once be had gone into\a convul-
sion of fear over some pictures of snakes
in a book.

The old women of the family nodded
their heads wisely, and muttered things
about a fright to his mother before his
birth. Coulter did not know. All that
he was certain about was that the
thought, even, of the writhing, slip-
pery, squirming bodies, made his whole
being shudder with revulsion, made
tingles of absolute horror go up and
down his back.

Yes, the gang agreed with him. Yet
thev had seen only a part of what he
had gone through. They had seen and
appreciated only his physical suffering
—and that was the least park

Coulter's nerves were in ragged
shreds. He started and jumped at the
slightest sound. Hia experience had
intensified a thousandfold hit nervous
horror of reptiles.

The woods, the swamp, were full of
them. He ran upon them constantly.
All the time he was longing for his
hour of liberation, when he could re-
turn to the city and to freedom.

The unexpected flutter of a thrush,

as he walked through the woods, would
send his heart into his throat and his
pulse to pounding in fear. Night after
night he woke, cn&ined hand and foot
with dread that a snake had crawled
up, in the dark, beside him. All the
stories he had ever read of their crawl-
ing up into camps and getting into the
bedding, came to him, lingered with
him, tortured him. He was no more
asleep before he would awake, bathed in
a cold sweat, afraid to move, afraid to
lie still.

-All that, subconsciously, was in his
words, in his manner, in his whole ex-
pression, as he said:

“1 don’'t know about that.”

'T*HERE came the silence of convic-
x tion. Even Red Flannel Mike,
most zealous exponent of man’s lack of
knowledge of hHnself, was silenced.

“Somebody said something about the
kid.” Baldy, the eighteen year old,
soiled his advantage. ‘Til bet that even
she—"

Baldy stopped abruptly. His whole
frame stiffened. His eyes were riveted
upon little Ruth. One by one, the rest
of the gang turned to follow his gaze.
Each followed his example.

Ruth’s scream cut the air a moment
before Baldy’'s gasp of horror:

“My God! Tne kid’s got a moccasin
on her!”

e The child was dose enough for the

group to see clearly. Her head was bent
back, straining away from the writhing
horror. The sleek head slithered to and
fro, darting, threatening, winding here
and there about her. She seemed frozen
with fear.

Baldy had started forward.
ped.

‘T—get me a gun!” he barked.
agun |l Quickf9

The reptile drew back its head. There
came an interruption:

White to his lips, staggering upon hi*
feet, Coulter came forward. liis face
was ghastly pale. His unwilling feet
buckled under him, threatening, each
moment, to give way and pitch him
forward upon his face.

Slowly ne edged closer.
head poised, watchful.

He stop-

“Get

The slender
Coulter™ move-
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menu were scarcely discernible. Sud-
denly bis well arm shot out, seizing,
snatching at that loathsome body.

There was a quick movement of the
snake, far too rapid to be anticipated or
avoided. The head drove forward. He
felt the white hot flash of pain.

The rest was a haze of horror to him.
It was rather as if he were a spectator
at something concerning someone else.
He did not command his body. He
knew only, vaguely, what was happen-
ing.

There came the feel of a sleek body
in his hands, the lash and writhing
against his arms of something that
fought to break away; then the grind-
ing of his heel upon a head, aim the
flinging, against him, in death agony.

Everything faded out, then.

fJIS RETURN to consciousness was

** marked by a hazy lightness of
Xnemorv.

In the bitten arm he could feel,
mounting higher and higher, the

numbness that had marked the other
experience. His heart, too. seemed to
be acting queerly—just as it had done
before.

Red Flannel Mike's broad back was

bent from him os he mixed at some-
thing in a basin. They had carried him
to his own tent

Coulter’'s holster was hanging from
the tent pole. The numbnes crept
higher in nis arm. Soon would begin
the cutting el his flesh, the darting
flames of pain . . .

He could not go through with that
again! He could not bear it Better far
to finish with the gun what Mike hod
stopped before.

Softly he slid the gun from the
holster, and nrised it for action. His
finger pressed upon the trigger.

The weapon was dashed suddenly
from his hand.

“What the bell!” roared Mike. “You
fool, what's the matter with you?”

“Give—give me that gun v

“You're as bod* as Baldy Jenkins.
Been in the woods all his life— and mis-
takes a coach whip for a moccasin, just
because both of 'em are darkish.

“That wasn*t any more moccasin
than a polar bear . . . Yes, 'course he
struck you. Any snake ’'ll do that—
but it ain’'t always poison. Your arm
ain’'t even go’'nerbe sore.

“Never mind about this gun. [I'll
give it back to you— later our
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TROUBLE.

UARRIER entered the taxi with
an uneasy sense of crisis.
He was not imaginative; his
digestion was excellent; even at
forty, an age when most men nowadays
have begun to feel the strain of fierce
business competition, Quarrier was al-
most the man that he had been ten
years in the past.

Nerves ana Quarrier were strangers;
he smoked his after-dinner cigar in a
rigorous self-denial that made it his sole
dissipation; he was in bed and asleep
when other men were comfortably far-
ing forth in search of such diversion as
the metropolis had to offer.

But the face of that taxi-driver— he
had seen it somewhere before. It was
a dark, Italian face, with high cheek-
bones. and a straight, cruel mouth, like
a wedge, between lean cheeks scarred
and scabbed with late-healed dcairicts
and pocked blue with powder bums.

Not an inviting face. And the taxi
wes old. Glancing at the cushions, as
they had roared past on arc-light at the
street oorner, Quarrier had thought to
se the dingy leather sown thick with
stains, broad patches, as if—nsif . . .

But pshaw |l As he told himself. He
wes getting fanciful; perhaps his liver,
a last, had played him false. A mi-
graine. doubtless— he’'d have a look in
on old Peterby in the morning, Peter-

by was a good, plain old-fashioned prac-
titioner— no nonsense about him . . .

He had gone to the offices of the In-
tervale Steel Company on a mission, an
Important one. As a matter of fact, it
was vital—almost a matter of life and
death. But he smiled grimly now in
the dark recesses of the cab as he re-
flected that, os it chanced, his last-inin-
ute decision had left those documents
where they would be beyond the reach
of— Hubert Marston, for instance.

He had nothing on his person of any
special value; he would be poor picking,
indeed, if. as it chanced, that taxi driver
with the face of a bravo might, behind
the sinister mask that was his face, be
the thug he seemed, hired, perhaps, by
the Panther of Peacock Alley.

An extravagant appellation, doubt-
less, but that was Marston: Suave, sinis-
ter, debonair—the social routovrier
equally with the manipulator. He had
acquired the name naturally enough,
for most of his operations were carried
on in the hotels and clubs.

He had an office hard by the “Alley"
and it was from its ornate splendor that
he lIssued, on occasion, gardenia in but-
tonhole, cane hooked over his arm,
dark face with its inscrutable smile
flashing upon the habitufe with what
meaning only he could say. And he
did not choose to tell.

And Marston had wanted those docu-
ments; they spelled the difference to
him between durance and liberty— aye.
between life and death . . .

7
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For Hubert Marston had made the
one slip that, soon or late, the most
careful criminal makes: He had, yield-
ing on a sudden to his one rare impulse
of hate, commissioned the murder of a
man who stood in his way, and— he had
paid for it, as he had thought, in' good
crisp treasury notes, honest as the day,
certainly 1 But the payment hod been
made at second—2>r third-hand— that
was Marston’'s way. And for once it
had betrayed him.

For those documents—as he had
found out, too late— were counterfeit
treasury notes. The ffo-between had
seen to that, paying the hired Killer
with them, ana pocketing the genuine.
And Quarrier, himself the watch-dog of

click, he remembered where it was he
had seen that lupine countenance— the
dark face of the driver separated from
him by the width of a single pane of
glass.

It had been behind glass that he had
seen it. A month or so previous, at the
invitation of his friend, Gregory Vin-
son, captain of detectives (with whom
he had formerly been associated, prior
to his present connection); he had vis-
ited headquarter*; and it had been
there, in the gallery which is given over
to rogues, that he had marked that face,
its features, even among the many
crooks, thugs, strong-arm men, Yyeggs,
hoisters, pennyweighters, housemen,
and 6cratcnera  And now he remem-

those interests that bered it when it was
Marston would have too late!

despoiled, (he had ‘ ” His right hand
been retained by T H E INCUBUS falling upon the

them for some time
now as their private
investigator) had
found, first, the dis-
gruntled bravo him-
self, obtained the
spurious notes, to-
gether with the
man’s confession,
traced them back-
ward to the go-be-
tween — and now,
hard upon the arch-
criminal’s heels, he
waited only for the morning, and that
which would follow.

Quarrier had given the driver a num-
ber in the West Eighties, but now,
glancing from the window, his eyes nar-
rowed with a sudden, swift concern.

“The devil I’ he ejaculated, under his
breath. “Now, if | thought—"

But the sentence was never com-
pleted. They were in a narrow, un-
familiar street; a street silent, tenant-
len, as it seemed, save for dark door-
ways, and here and there a furtive,
drifting shadow-shape— the tall fronts
of warehouses, with blind eves to the
night, silent, grim.

T he echoing roar of the engine beat
in a swift clamor against those iron
walls— and suddenly, with a sort of
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butt of a blunt-nos-
ed automatic, with
which he was never
without, with his
lefthe jerked
strongly at the han-
dle of the door. But
the door was locked;
he could not open

TALES

Quarrier had
been in a tight
place more than

once ] danger he was
not unacquainted with: it had been

with him in broad daylight, in dark-
ness, grinning at his elbow with dirk or
pistol in the highways and byways of
Criminopolis. He was a fighter—or he
would not have won to the possession of
those documents— the. documents
greatly desired by Hubert Marston— the
evidence of the one false step made by
the Master of Chicane, the one slip that
was to put him, ere the setting of an
other sun, where he would be safe.

Now Quomer. his mouth a grim line,
was reaching with the butt of his auto-
matic to break that glass when, with a
grinding of brakes the taxi whirled
suddenly to a groaning halt.

The door swung open— to the windy

I T!
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night without, and the glimmer of a
dark face at the curb.

¢Here you are, sir,” Quarrier heard
the voice. with; he was certain, a mock-
ing quality in the quasi-deferential
cadence. But he could see merely the
face, behind it a black well of darkness,
velvet black, save for the dim loom of a
lofty building iust across.

Quarrier aid not know how many
there might be, lurking there in the
blackness, nor did he greatly care. The
locked door; the face of the man at the
wheel; the unfamiliar street—shang-
haied by a land pirate, at the very leastl
There could be no doubt pf it.

But it was no time for hesitation. |If
he were in the wrong, and it was all a
mistake— well, he could affsrd to pay.
But—the face of Marston arose before
him, suave, sinister, smiling . . ..
What was it the man had said, on the
occasion of their last meeting at the In-
tervale offices:

“Possession, my dear Quarrier—pos-
session is ten points of the lawless, no-
member that!*’

Quarrier remembered, and with the
remembrance came a swift, sudden
anger. But it was an anger that was
controlled, as a flame is controlled—
though it was none the less deadly.

“Here you are, sir,” repeated the
voice, and now there was in it a some-
thing more than mockery. There was
on edge, a rasp; almost it sounded like
acommand, an order.

Quarrier grinned then— a mere facial
contraction of the lips. Than, muscle
and mind and body, in one furious
projectile, he launched himself outward
through the doorway in a diving tackle.

The white face with its sneering grin
wes blotted out; there came the tpank
of a clean-cut blow; a turgid oath.
Quarrier, rising from his knees, sur-
veyed the limp figure on the cobbles
with a twisted smile; then he turned,
poering under his hand down a long
tunnel of gloom, where, at the far ena,
a light showed, like a will-o-the-wisp
beckoning him on.

He could not tell where he was.
Somewhere in the Forties, he judged—
Hell's Kitchen, probably—although

there was a curious lack of the life and
movement boiling to full tide in that
grim neighborhood of battle, murder,
and 9udden death.

But as his eyes became accustomed to
the stifling dark he found the reason.
It was a street of warehouses, public
stores; and further on, as he looked,
like a ribbon of pale flame against the
violet sky, he saw the river.

He bent his steps away from it, walk-
ing carefully, picking his way on the
uneven flagging. Twice, as he"went for-
ward, it seemed to him that he was
watched—-that eyes gazed at him out of
the blackness; and twice he turned his
head, swiftly to face the silence and the
emptiness of the long, lonely way.

And it seemed, too, that as he went,
the whispering echo of his hasty steps
went on before him, and behind; he
fell to counting them— and suddenly he
knew. They were before him— and. be-
hind. He was in a trap.

There came a leaping, thunderous
rush at his back, and a voice, screaming
between the high walla:

“There he is! Now—go get 'im!”

And it was then that Quarrier, reach-
ing for his pistol, discovered that it was
gone; lost, aoubtiess, in that encounter
with the taxi-driver. But he braced,
spreading his arms wide as a grizzly
meets the onslaught of wolves. But the
wolves were many, and they came on
now, a ravening pack; one, before the
rest, looming as a clack blot against the
staxshine, lunged forward with a growl-
ing oath.

The rest were yet some little distance
away. Quarrier saw the man, or, rather,
he sensed the nearness of that leaning
shadow, spread-eagled like a bat against
the dimness . . Then there casne the
sudden impact of fist on flesh— a strain-
ing heave— and Quarrier, diving under
the hurtling figure, straightened, and
hurled him outward and away.

The flying figure struck among the
rest, head on, to a growling chorus of

imprecations. But still they
came on, thrusting, lunging; a gun
crashed almost in Quarier's face . . .
There came a voice:
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“No shooting, you fool! Th* Big Gun
say

The rest was lost as the pistol clat-
tered to the cobbles. The center of a
whirling tangle of fist and foot, to Quar-
rier it seemea that he fought in a night-
mare that would have no end. He had
gono to one knee under the impact of a
swinging blow, when, from the far
distance, there sounded the rolling rat-
tle of a nightrstick, with the clangor of
the patrol.

Something gripped his ankle—some-
thine at once soft and hard. He lunged,
full length, as a football player at the
last desperate urge of his spent strength.
Then he was on his feet, running, side-
stepping, circling with the skill and
desperate effort of a plunging half-back,
stiff-arming the opposition to right ana
left

Just ahead, the black maw of an al-
ley, a deeper blot of blackness, loomed.
In its heart, like a witch-fire, there swam
upward a, nebulous, faint glow as from
the pit; out of the tail of his eye he
saw it: The dim loom of a house, and an
open door.

He reached the turn—and a figure
uprose before him, even in that dark-

ness brutish,” broad, thawed Ilike'a
grizzly. The great arm rose, onoe; it
fell, like the hammer of Thor.

Quarrier lurched, stiffened, buckling
inward at the knees in a loose-jointed,
slumping fall.

/1.

Hangman’s Hold.

IQUARRIER came to himself, all his
N faculties at full tide.

It was smothering dark—a darkness
not merely of the night but of a prison-
house, silent, musty with the stale odor
of decay and death. Near at hand, after
a moment he heard a slow, ceaseless
dripping, like the beating of a heart, or
the slow drip-drip of a life that was
running out, drop by single drop.

The fancy seemed logical enough;
there seemed nothing of the fantastic in
it; Quarrier waited, there in the smoth-
ering dark, for the quick knife-thrust

THE CHAIN.

that would mean the end—or the dead-
ening impact of the slung-shot.
But, unimaginative as he was, like a
man who has out lately undergone the
poon’s scalpel he feared to move, to
, even while he assured himself that
he was unhurt save for the throbbing in
his temples, and the very bruises that
he felt upon him, but would not touch.
But there was something else. After
a little his hesitant, exploring fingers
found it The length oi line bent in &
sort of running Dowline about his
shoulders and arms. And behind him,
from a staple in the wall, it hung, slid-
ing like a snake in the thick darkness.
He moved his head, slowly, carefully,
like & man testing himself for an in-

visible hurt Ana then—
“Hat” he breathed, deep in his
throat, the shadow of a cry.. For, mov-

ing an inch further to the right, it
‘would have been a noose, tightening as
he moved, strangling him there, chok-
ing him out of sound and sense.

brave as he was, Quarrier shivered,
his shoulden twitching with the
thought AnNd it was not cold. Moving
with an infinite caution, he ran his ex-
ploring fingers along the hempen
strands.

Whoever had devised that noose had
been a sailor. And only a sailor could
undo it

And there in the dark, trussed as he
was, at the mercy of what other peril he
knew not Quarrier permitted himself
the ghost of agrin. His hand went up,
slowly, carefully, the fingers busy wilL
the rope; there came a tug, ana, coil-
ing at his feet like a snake, the noose
slid slithering along the stones.

Quarrier was not a.praying man, in
the ordinary sense, but now he sent
heavenward a silent aspiration of
gratitude for the impulse which, years
previous, had prompted his signing on
as a foremast nand in the China seas.
And the long hours in the doldrums, be-
low the line, had, as it proved, been any-
thing but wasted.

Now, easing his cramped muscles in
a preliminary stretching,.he rose gin-
gerly to his feet, moving with the
stealth and caution of an Indian. He
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wm free of that constricting rope, but
& he moved forward, groping, just
ahead there came to him a sudden mur-
mur of voices, low, like the growling
of savage beasts. There was that sort
of note in it: A fierce, avid mutter, and
presently, as he advanced, he made out
here and there a word.

“Th’ Big Gun . You better watch
vourstep . . . Mar—"

Quarrier found himself in a sort of
corridor, at the far end of which
proceeded the voices. It had all been
done in the dark, so to speak. The taxi,
that driver with the face familiar and
yet unfamiliar, the attack, and now
this. But time pressed. W hy they had
not murdered him out of* hand he did
not Dause to consider; he knew only
that Marston— and he was certain that
it was Marcton’s hand that had been in
r—would, with a clear field, be at the
hiding-place of thoee documents. Even
now, doubtless, he was there.

Quarrier felt mechanically for his
pistol; and then his hand dropped hope-
lessly as he remembered that he was
weaponless.

He listened tensely, holding his
breath, as the voices receded—or, rather,
one of them; be could hear the other
following the departing man with his
complaints.

Evidently they had left a guard of
two. One of them was going*; the other
left behind, and not especially delighted
with his job.

An abrupt turn of the long hallway
brought this man suddenly into plain
view.

Quarrier blinked in the glare from
the single incandescent, flattening him-
self against the wall ; then, with a pan-
therian space, he had covered the inter-
vening space in three lunging strides.

The man, a broad fellow with
a seamed, lead-colored countenance,
turned his head; his mouth opened, his
hand going to his pocket witn a light-
ning stab of the blunt, hairy fingers.

But Quarrier had wasted no time.
Even as the giant reached for his gun
Quarrieris fist swung in a short arc, and
there was power in it. The blow, travel-
ing a scant six inches, crashed full on

the point; the thickset man, his eyes
glazing, swayed, slipped, fell in an aim-
less huddle.

"Well—a knockoutt” panted Quar-
rier, reaching for the pistol.

Marston was the “Big Gun”, of
course. Quarrier had never doubted it;
but hitherto the President of Intervale
Steel hod conducted his brokerage busi-
ness, on the surface at any rate, without
resort to open violence. And Intervale
Steel— You knew really nothing about
it until you took a fiver in it; then, as
it might chance, you Knew enough aijd
more than enough.

Quarrier, glancing at the unconscious
man and pocketing the pistol, departed
without more ado; proceeding along the
hall, he found, witn no further adven-
ture, a narrow door, and the pale stars,
winking at him from, he judged, a
midnight horizon.

But a glance at his watch told him
that it was but nine-thirty; there was
yet time to get to the hiaing-plaoce of
those documents ahead of Marston, if,
as he was now convinced, it had been
Marston’'s thugs who had ambushed
him.

Plunging along the shadowy alley,
after five minutes”™ walk, made at a rac-
ing gait, he found a main-traveled ave-
nue and an owl taxi, whose driver, lean-
ing outward, crooked a finger iMinvita-
tion to this obvious fare, appearing out
of the dark.

Quarrier did not hesitate. The fellow
might be a gunman or worse; he must
take his chance of that.

ITwenty-three Jones!” he called
crisply, with the words diving into the
cab*s interior; then, his head out of the
window, as the taxi turned outward from
the curb:

“And drive as if all hell
youl!”

were after
111
The Shape Invisible.

QUARRIER reached his destination
A without incident, but as he went
up the winding stairway of the office
building to his private sanctum he was
oppressed by an uneasy sense that all
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Those elevators
out of order.

was not a» it should be.
— they were seldom
Perhaps.

But, panting a little from his climb,
he found his floor, and the door of his
private office.

For just a split second he hesitated;
then, unlocking the door, he flung it
wide and went in.

And then, for the third time that
evening, he had .another shock: for,
almost from the moment of his entry
into that sound-proof chamber, he knew
that he was not alone.

For a moment, there in the blaze from
the electrolier, lighted by the opening
of the door, he stood rigid, listening,
holding his breath; croucnea, bent for-
ward luce a sprinter upon his mark.

Quarrier was a big man, and well
muscled; in his day he had been an
amateur boxer of repute. For a big
man, he was ouick, well-poised, sup-
ple and controlled.

A brain of ice and nerves of steel—
that was Quarrier. And at that moment
he stood in need of them.

He had heard nothing, felt nothing,
seen nobody— and yet he knew, beyond
any possibility of doubt, that someone
or something was with him there in
that sound-proof chamber, thirty stories
above the street. And the knowledge—
as certain os the fact that he, Quarrier,
as yet lived and breathed— the know-
ledge that he was not alone was not
reasurring. It was fantastic, it was in-
credible— but it was true/

Everything in that private office was
in plain sight; shelter there was none
for any possible intruder; and yet, by
the very positive evidence of his eyes
he knew, and his pubes quickened at
the thought, that he was not alone.

It had been Quarrieris fancy to rent
the small .mite on the top floor of the
out-of-the-way office building. He liked
the view; the rooms wero remote; they
suited his purpose; they were private.
Anything could happen here, and no
one 20 the wiser: the %IQeh of a heavy
.4b, for instance, would not penetrate

an inch outward beyond those sound-
of walls. And a cry, ashout would
lost there just as a stone is loet, drop-
ped downward into a deep well of silence
— and of oblivion.

Now, if Quarrier's man, Harrison, a
soft-footed, super-efficient body-servant,
had not kept on his hat; or if, say, he
had not had a particularly abundant
shock of hair, added to the fact that
although an excellent servant, he was
somewnat aeaf; and if, too, he had not,
for once, walked and worked in devi-
ousness— this chronicle would have had
a very different ending— for Quarrier,
at any rate.

His hand in the pocket of his coat,
the Angers curled ibout the butt of the
automatic that he had taken from the
guard back there in the cellar, Quarrier,
frgwning, surveyed the room in a slow,
searching appraisal. Those documents
— he had to make certain of them.

From left to right, as his gaze went
round the chamber, he saw a book-case,
a full-length canvas, done in oilsz the
double windows, a door, locked with a
huge, old-fashioned key, leading into
a lumber-room just bevond, a small wall
safe, his desk— which completed the
circle.

" The room was in itself a safe. It was
like a fort: The windows were pro-
tected by sheet-steel aprons similar to
the burglar-guards usea by bank tellers;
the main entrance door, through which
Quarrier had entered, and whi<m opened
upon the corridor and the elevators, was
or steel, with a patent spring combina-
tion lock; the other door, leading to
the lumber-room, was also of steel,
locked, however, with a huge, old-fash-
ioned key, but this latter door had never
been in use.since Quarrier's occupancy.

Nothing short of an acetylene blow-
pipe could have penetrated the walls,
the ceiling, the floor, but they were
smooth, unmarred by scratch or tell-tale
stain.

Now, to understand events (3 they
occurred:

Quarrier was in his private sanctum,
hi* office; it adjoined the lumber-room
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at the right. And a pimple diagram
may *erve perhaps better than a page
of explanation:

OfLco
Lumber .Roane
Connecting
door
entrance entrance
corridor corridor
(kvitort

The electrolier, blazing from its four
nitre lamps, illumined every nook and
cranny of that office; shed its blazing
effulgence upon Quarrier, standing like
a graven image before that wall safe.
And as he stood there, for the first time
in his well-ordered existence a prey to
fear, a face rose out of his consciousness;
be heard again the voice of Marston,
President of Intervale Steel:

“You have them, my dear Quarrier;
keep them— safe.”

Quarrier had never liked Marston;
the man was elusive, like an eel; you
never saw his hand: it was impossible
to guess what moved behind the mask-
like marble of his face, expressionless
always, cold, contained.

But Quarrier had the “documents,”
or. rather, they were there, in that wall
safe, in itself a small fort of chrome-
nickel steel and manganese against
which no mere “can-opener” could have
prevailed— no torch, even.

Now, as he operated the combination,
howas abruptly sensible of a curious sen-
sation of strain; a shock: the short
hairs at the back of his neck prickled
suddenly as if at the touch of an invis-
ible, icy finger. And for a moment he
could have sworn to a Presence just be-
hind him—a something in ambush
grinning at his back— a danger, a real
and daunting peril, the greater that it
wes unmeasured and unknown. .

But with his fingers upon that dial,
Quarrier half turned os if to depart.

He was getting jumpy, his nerves out
of hand— too much coffee and too many
strong cigars, perhaps. That was it.
That kidnapping; it might, after all,
have had nothing to with Marston. The
documents were safe— they simply had
to be. Unless Marston had been there,
and gone; but he would scarcely have
had time.

Perhaps, too, Quarrier might have
obeyed the impulsion of that turning
movement, ana in that case, also, this
story would never have been written.
Quarrier might have done this, but for
the moment, practical and sanely bal-
anced as he was, for a split second he
had the fancy that if he turned his head
he would see— something that was not
good, that was not— well— normal.

eIt was instinctive, elemental, rather
than rational, and, getting himself in
hand, he would, doubtless, have turned
abruptly, leaving the room, if, at that
moment, out of the tail of his eye, he
had not seen the inescapable evidence
of a presence other than nis own.

V.
The Silent Witness.

UARRIER was a large man, and

hard-muscled, a dangerous adver-
sary in a rough-and-tumble, a *good
men with his hands,” as we have seen;
young, and a quick thinker.

In the half of a second it came to
him that Marston might have delegated
his authority (at second- or third-hand,
certainly) to some peterman, some yegg,
say, to obtain possession of those docu-
ments. But the fellow would have to
be a boxman par excellence; that strong-
box was the last word in safes, and,
Quarrier was certain, the final one.

No ordinary house-man could hope to
break into it, and the marauder would
have to depend upon a finger sandpa-
pered to the quick, hearing micros-
copically sensitive, to catch, through
that barrier of steel and bronie, the
whispering fall of those super-tumblers.

And abruptly following this sugges-
tion, a second and a more daunting
thought obtruded: Suppose— just sup-
pose, that their design neld no inten-
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tion of an assault upou the safe; sup-
pose that their plan, the purpose of
that n&znei&s, invisible Presence, had
included, in the first Diace, him— Quar-
rier? In case, after all, he had managed
to escape the trap back there in the cel*
lor? Why—they would use him; that
was it! ‘'they would force him to open
the .<fe. Thbe thing was simple; there
was about it, even, a suggestion of sar-
donic humor, but it was a humor that
did not appeal to Quarrier.

Upon toe instant he swung round,
crouching, his hand reaching for his
pocket in a lightning stab, and coming
up, level, holding the short-barrelled
automatic.

Then his mouth twisted in a mirth-
less grin as his straining gaze beheld the
square room empty under the lights.

A moment he stood, his keen, strong,
thoughtful face etched deep with new
lines of worry, ears strained against the
singing silence, eyes turning from door
to door, and from wall to window, a
pulse in his temple throbbing jerkily
to his hard-held breath. He began the
circuit of the room. Walking on tip-
toe, he approached the door by which
he bad entered, thrust into its socket the
great bolt. The bolt seemed really un-
necessaryj the lock in itself, a spring-
latch affair, was devised so that it held
the stronger for pressure from without

The nick of steel against'steel rang
startlingly loud in the speaking still-
ness; for a moment Quamer had a curi-
ous fancy, a premonition almost, that
it was a wasted precaution— that, in
effect, he was locking and double lock-
ing that door upon an empty room— an
empty strong-box. Pistol in hand, how-
ever, and starting from the door, he
began his round.

The book-case he passed with a cur-
son' examination; nothing there. Next
the* painting; a portrait of his great-
uncle; it held him for a moment; those
eyes had always held him; they were
e«following” eyes; and now for a mo-
ment it seemed to Quarrier that they
held a warning, a message, a command.
But he passed on. . .

A heavy leather settle was next in
order. With a sheepish grimace he

stooped, peering under it, straightened,
going on to the double windows. That
settle had been innocent of guil©; but
as to the windows— he paused an inter
val while he thumbed the patent steel
catches. These were shut tight, the
windows Dblack, e glimmering square
against the windy night without.

Thowing off the locks, one after the
other, he pushed up the first window,
released the steel outer apron, and then,
in the very act of leaning outward into
the black well beneath, ne drew back,
with a quick, darting glance over his
shoulder os his spine pnckled at a sud-
den. daunting thought.

What was that?

For a heartbeat at his back he thought
to hear a rustle, a movement, like th(
shuffle of a swift, stealthy footfall, on
the heavy pile of the Kermansh&h rug.

But once more there was nothing—
no one.

It was thirty stories to the street
beneath, and as he leaned there in the
window his imagination upon the in
st&nt had swayed out down to the dread-
ful peril of the sheer, sickening fall

How simple it would have been for
someone behind him—how easy.

He shivered, the sweat beading his
forehead in a fine mist of fear. A hand
on his ankle—a quick heave—and thee
a formless blur against the night— the
plunge-y-into nothingness.

Turning to the right, he surveyed the
heavy door leading to the lumber-room.
He tried the great key, rattling the
knob. The door was locked; it was
heavy, solid, substantial. A quick frown
wrinkled his forehead.

"Absurd I” be muttered, but there was
an odd lack of conviction in the word.
"Impossible!” he said again. "There’'s
nobody in the room except myself;
there couldn't be.”

But even as he spoke he knew, beyond
the shadow of a doubt, that someone or
something had occupied that room but
a matter of seconds prior to his entry,
and if he, or whatever it was, was not
there now, where was this invisible
presence?

The presence in the room of another
than himself was a phyrical impost-
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bility, unless, indeed, there was, after
al, a fourth dimension, igto which as
aman passes from sunlight into shadow,
the intruder bad stepped, perhaps now
regarding him sardonically from that
invisible plane: A living ghost!

Absurd! And vyet, there was that
other fact— he had seen it: the silent,
the voiceless, yet moving witness— the
positive and irrefutable proof of ¢
presence other than his own.

'J'JHERE, in a locked, bolted, impreg-

nable chamber, unmarked by the
least sign of entry— a main door which
did not have a key, responding only
to &combination known only to him-
self—a secondary door most obviously
locked, and from the inside; windows
of thick glass, triple locked with the
latest in patent catches—someone or
something had entered, passing, as it
seemed, through bolts and bars, through
walls, through steel and stone and con-
crete. like a djinn, or a wraith— through
the keyholet

Matter-of-fact as he was, hard-headed
and practical, Quarrier was aware for
an instant of a flicker of almost super-
stitious fear. But—rot! In all the
space confined by those four walls and
ceiling and floor there was not room
for concealment even for a—cat, for
instance— for nothing human, at any
rate. It was beyond him, even as the
Thing that had entered was beyond him,
though at hand.

Quarrier did not believe in the super-
natural with his mind; but, brave as
be was by nature and training, in that
moment be knew fear. But he pre-
ferred, with his intelligence, to credit
Marston with it; Marston, so far as
morals were considered, might have
been almost anything: you saw it in his
curious eyes, with their pale irises, the
flat, dead color of his skin, like the nelly
of asnake; in the grim, traplike mouth.
Quarrier had never deceived himself as
to the President of Intervale Steel. The
thing was fantastic, unreal—and yet
It might easily be a trap, and worse.
Peril, the more subtile because un-
known, was all about him; he felt it,
like an emanation. What was it that

the psychological sharps would call it?
An aura, as of some invisible and deadly
presence, seeing, although unseen.

V.
Through The Keyhole.

HPHE ROOM, or office, as has been
A written, was impregnable to any
but an assault in force, the doors in-
vincible save by the shattering crash of
a high explosive, the windows almost
equally so.

Quarrieris man, Harrison, even,
would be unable to enter the room in
his employer’s absence; so that, know-
ing the combination of the safe, he
could take nothing from it, or bring
anything into it. He left, in the rare
intervals that Quarrier suffered his
ministrations, always with his master,
returning likewise, if he returned at
all, in Quarrieria company.

The recluse had hedged himself about
with care. Marston, with his keen, de-
vising brain, would face a pretty prob-
lem in the recovery of those docu-
ments.

But it was when, on an abrupt
inspiration, Quarrier removed the tele-
Egne receiver from its hook, that he

ome certain that it was a trap.

“Give me Schuyler 9000,” ne had
whispered, his voice hoarse in the
blanketing silence. But even with

the words he knew that the line was
dead, yet it was characteristic of Quar-
rier that, once satisfied that this was so,
he resumed his inventory of the office
where he had left off.

He had completed the circuit of the
chamber with tile exception of the wall
safe and the small, flat-topped writing-
desk by the door. From his position he
could see the desk auite easily; there
was nothing and not>ody either on or
under it. And now, before he twirled
the combination, he laid his hand upon
the doors, pulling at the handles in a
perfunctory testing. And then—

He recoiled, stumbling backward, as
the doors swung wide with a jarring
clang. Fingers trembling, ho jerkea
forward a drawer— put in bis hand. He
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withdrew it—empty. Confronted with
the incredible truth— the thine which
he had feared and yet hod not oelieved
— he stood, stunned. For the docu-
ment* had vanished!

Even in the midst of his excitement
and dismay, Quarrier permitted himself
the ghost of a faint, wintrv grin. But
a few hours before he fiaa himself
bestowed those papers in their particu-
lar resting-place; and, observing a pre-
caution to make assurance doubly sure,
he had stationed a guard at the street
level, men whom he could trust. For,
in the morning he had meant to trans-
fer those documents, to that repository
in the West Eighties from whicn Mars-
ton would never be able to retrieve
them, for with their receipt would come
the final quietus of the President of
Intervale Steel. And that was why
Quarrier had called that number, which
had not answered.

Now the documents were gone and
Marston was safe. But there remained
a final thin thread of hope, and it was
this: 1

The building, a new one, stood alone;
Quarrier oWned it; his enemeies had
in some obscure fashion obtained that
which they sought. And— this being
=0— they were in the building.

Quarrieris orders to that guard had
not included the stoppage or detention
of any seeking ingress. On entering,
he had been informed merely that per-
haps half a dozen, all told, had possibly
preceded him. They had trapped him
— perhaps they might even succeed in
expunging him from the record to-
gether with the evidence, but they—
Marston and the rest—some or all of
them were in the building; they had
to be.

He grinned again, a swift, tigerish
grin, as he considered the trifling clue
which had betrayed them. But for that
he would never have discovered the loot-
ing of the safe.

And it was then, as he stood, turned
a little from the safe and facing the
heavy door giving on the lumber room,
that he straightened, tense, bending to
the keyhole.

The door was sound-proof, as were the

walls, but abruptly, as a sound heard in
dreaans, he had heard it: At the key-
hole, a sound, or the shadow of a sound,
faint and thin, but unmistakable, like
the beating of a heart.

And that sound had gone on, faint
and thin, as though muffled through
layers of cotton wool, persistent, reg-
ular—the faint, scarce-audible ticking
of a watch.

For a moment, even while he consid-
ered and dismissed the thought that
they might have planted a time-bomb
against that door, Quarrier hesitated.
And then, abruptly, he knew: They
were in the lumber-room; he had sur-
prised them; doubtless they waited, hid-
den, for his exit. He had been too
quick for them; they had not counted
on his escape from that cellar, and if
that were so, he, Quarrier, would have
something to say as to their getaway.

Silent, his automatic ready, he had
opened the door into the corridor with
a slow, stealthy caution. Then he was in
the corridor, searching the thick-piled
shadows, where, at the far end, a light
hung between floor and ceiling like a
star. A silence held, thick, heavy,
mournful, daunting, as he began his ad-
vance— a silence burdened with a tide
of threat, sinister, whispering, alive.

Just ahead of him was tne first of
the great batteries of elevators. A pres-
sure upon the call-bell, and in a moment
he would have with him men upon
whom he could rely, men who would
execute his least order without ques-
tion. And then, remembering, he de-
sisted.

For he found it easy to believe that
the same agency which had silenced his
telephone, might have cut him off here
also from communication, but his fin-
ger. reaching for the signal, jerked back-
ward. as, out of the corner of his eye,
he beheld a lance of light spring sud-
denly from the crusted transom of tho
lumber-room door.

Were they coming out?

“Ha!” he breathed, deep in his
throat,

He did not pause to consider how
many of them there might be. or that
his faithful guardiaas of the gate,
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thirty stories below, were probably si-
lenced by the same sinister band.

Silently, his gun held rigid as &rock,
be approached the lumber-room door;
then, a step away, he paused, with a
sharp intake of his breath.

Here, six paces at his left, a narrow
corridor led to a fire-alarm box and a
window directly overlooking the main
entrance and the street. Quarrier,
back to the wall, thrust up a groping
hand to where, just above his head, a
light cluster hung. Three of the bulbs
he unscrewed; then, going to the win-
dow, opened it, leaned outward, and,
with intervals between, dropped them
downward into the darkv

Then, pistol in hand, his feet silent
upon the concrete flooring of the corri-
dor, he approached the lumber-room
door.

On hands and knees, he listened a
moment at the keyhole; then, still on
his knees, his fingers, reaching, turned
the knob, slowly, with an innnite cau-
tion, in his face new creases, grim lines.
His face bitter, bleak, mouth hard, he
straightened, got to his feet, thrust in-
ward the heavy door with one light-
ning movement; stepped into the lum-
ber-room, his gun, swung in a short arc,
covering the two who faced him across
the intervening space.

‘Those documents, Morston,” he
commanded bruskly, 4TI can — use
them.”

His gaze, for & fleeting instant,

turned to the other man, woo. hands
clenched at his sides, his eyes wide with
sudden terror aqgd unbelief, stared
dumbly at the apparition in the door-
way.

But Marston, his face gray, his hand
hidden in his pocket, shrugged, sneered
wryly, his hand thrust out and up-
ward with the speed of light.

But, for the difference between time
and eternity, he was not quick enough.
There came a double report, roaring
almost as one: Marston’s sneer blurred
to a stiff, frozen grimace; he swayed,
leaning forward, his face abruptly
blank; then, in a slumping fall, he
crashed downward to the floor.

Quarrier stooped, swept up the pa-

pers where they had fallen from the
dead man’'s pocket; then he turned
curtly upon his body-servant.

“You may go, Harrison,” he said, as
iIf dismissing the man casually at the
end of his day'’s service.

But if Harrison felt any gratitude for
the implied reprieve, he turned now to

Quarrier with an eager gesture, his
speech broken, agonized:

“He—you must listen, sir— Mr.
Quarrier, he begged. “He—Mr. Mars-
ton— he knew me when— he Kknew
about e e ”

His voice broke, faltered.

“Well— ?” asked Quarrier, coldly,

his face expressionless.

“Mr. Marston,” continued the man—
“he knew— mv record— | was afraid to
tell you, sir. He— he found out, some-
how, that |'d—been— done time,
sir . . He scared me, IT1 admit— he
threatened me—threatened to tell
you . . . You didn't know, of
course .

“Yes— | knew," explained Quarrier,
simply, and at the expression in his
master’'s face the valet’'s own glowed
suddenly as if lighted from within.

“You— knew—" he murmured.

V1.
Chain of Circumstance

11 J1UT there is one thing you can tell
me,” Quarrier was saying. “You
had the combination of the safe, of
course; we'll say nothing more about
that—but— how did you get in?”

Harrison bent his head.

“Well, sir,” he explained, after a mo-
ment, “it was simple, but 1'd never have
thought of it but for—him.” He
pointed to the silent figure on the floor.

“Well— there are just three doors, sir,
as you know,” he resumed. “The en-
trance door of your office, with the com-
bination lock; the entrance door of the
lumber-room here, both giving on the
corridor; and the inside door between
the lumber-room and your office. We
couldn’t get into the office by the en-
trance door from the hall on account of
the combination lock, but we could and
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did get into the lumber-room easily
enough from the corridor—the doors
not even locked, as you know, sir. And
that's how we got into the private office
— from the lumber-room, here, through
the door between.”

“But how— ?” began Quorrier. “That
door is a steel one; it was locked— I'll
swear to that. You didn't jimmy it;
vou didn’'t have a Fourth Dimension
handy, did you, Harrison? But—go
on; it's beyond me, I'll confess.

Harrison permitted himself the ghost

of a grin.
. “Why—just a newspaper, and a bit
of wire, sir—that was now it was done.
I didn't dare unlock the connecting
door— beforehand, sir—from the office
side; | never had the chance. | was
never alone in the office, sir, even for a
second, as you know; but there’s a clear-
ance of nearly half an inch, sir, be-
neath that connecting door— just
enough for the newspaper. From the
lumber-room here | pushed the paper
under the door, into the office, and then,
with the wire, it wasn't so difficult to
push the key out of the lock; the door
was locked from the office side, of
course.

“The key fell on the paper; we pulled
the paper with the key on it back un-
der the door, sir, into the lumber-room
here, and— we just unlocked the con-
nectingdoor there, and walked into the
office.  Afterwards | locked the door
again, from the office side, and | just
did make it out the front door of the of-
fice, when 1 heard your step on the
stair. He was waiting for ipe in the
lumber-room; he said it was safer. Any-
way,! just did make it along the hall
and into the lumber-room by the hall
entrance before you came.”

He paused, a queer expression in his
face.

“But | don't understand how you

knew, if you'll excuse me, sir—how yoa
suspected. Afterward, from the com.
dor, you saw our light when we werv
ready to oome out; we thought you'd
gone for good, of course . . . But noth-
ing was touched, sir, except— that is—
of course—” He stumbleal

Quarrier silenced him with upraised
hand.

“1 didn't euepect, Harrison— I knew,"
he said. “And | heard, through the
keyhole of that connecting door, the
ticldne of that watch of yours; it's big
enougn. That helped, of oourse. But
that was afterward. There was one lit-
tle thing you overlooked, and, for the
matter of that, so did I—-nearly.”

There came the sound of heavy foot-
steps on the concrete flooring of the
corridor, voices: His guards, summoned
by Quarrier’s “light-bombs.”

Quarrier continued, as if he had not
heard:

“Well— it was right under my eyes,
but I almost missed it, at that | saw
it moving, and | knew that eomething
must have made it move.”

He paused, with a faint grimace of
recollection.

“You see— you had your hat on in
the office, didn’'t your . . Yes, |
thought so. You're a bit deaf, too . ..
Well, you should have been—to Man-
ton. But that's past. And you have a
good, thick crop of hair—to far."

Quarrier smiled frostily. “Well, you
struck against it and set it moving—

that was all. Yon never noticed it
Because it was—the chain from the
electrolier; Harrison, and that wes
how—"

“You caught us, sir! I—Fm glad.

You might call ita—"
“— Chain of circumstance,” finished

Quarrier, his eyes outward, gating into
the new dawn.

Another story by HAMILTON CRAIG IE will
appear In the next issue of WEIRD TALES



The

Place of

Madness

By Merlin Moore Taylor

“V TONSENSE. A penitentiary is
FVj not intended to be a place for
J_i coddling and palnpenng those

who have broken the law.”

Stevenson, chairman of the Prison
Commission, waved a fat hand in the
direction of the convict standing at the
foot of the table.

“This man," he wenton, “has learned
iIn some way that the newspapers are
‘gunning* for the warden ana he is seiz-
ing the opportunity to make a plav for
sympathy in his own behalf. I*ll ad-
mit that these tales he tells of brutality
toward the prisoners are well told, but
| believe that he is stretching the facts.
They can't be true. Discipline must be
maintained in a place like this even if
It requires harsh measures to do it at
times."

‘There is no call for brutality, how-
ever," exclaimed the convict, breaking
the rule that prisoners must not speak
unless they are spoken to.

Then, ignoring the chairman's op-
raised hand, he went on: “We are
treated like beasts beret |If a man so

much os opens his mouth to ask a civil
and necessary question, the reply is a
blow. Dropping a knife or a fork or a
spoon at the table is punished by going
without the next meal. Men too ill to
work are driven to the ihops with the
butts of guns. Petty infractions of the
most trivial rules mean the dark cell
and a diet of bread and water.

"Do you know what the dark cell is?
Solitary' they call it here. ‘TUP would

be a better name. Steel all around you,
steel walls, steel door, steel ceiling, steel
door. Not a cot to lie upon, not even a
stool to sit upon. Nothing but the bare
door. And darkness| Not a ray of light
ever penetrates the dark cell once the
door is closed upon you. No air comes
to you except through a small ventilator
in the roof.. Ana even that has an
elbow to keep the light away from you.

“Is it any wonder that even the most
refractory prisoner comes out of there
broken—broken in mind, in body, in
spirit? And some of them go insane—
stark, staring mad—after only a few
hours of it And for what? | spent two
days in ‘solitary* because | collapsed
from weakness at my bench in the shoe
factory.

“See this scar”* He pointed to a
livid mark over one eye. “A guard did
that with the barrel of his rifle because
I waa unable to get up and go back to
work when he told me. He knocked
me senseless, and when | came to | was
in ‘solitary.* Insubordination, they
called it Two days they kept me in
there when | ought to have been in a
hospital. Two days of hell and torture
because | was HL <People prate of re-
forming men in prison. It's the other
way around. It makes confirmed crim-
inals of them—if they don't go mad
first™>

The chiurmim wriggled in his seat
and cleared his throat impatiently.

“We have listened to you for quite
a while, my man,*9 he said pompously,
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“but I, for one, have enough. A dozen
or more prisoners have testified here to-
day, ana none .of them has made a
statement to back up the charges you
have mode.”

‘eAnd why?” demanded the prisoner.
“Because they are afraid to tell the
truth. They Know that they would be
beaten and starved and aeprived of
their ‘good time’ on one excuse or an-
other if they even hinted at what they
know. Yon wouldn’'t believe them,
anyhow. You don’t believe me, yet |
probably shall suffer for what 1 have
said here. But that doesn’'t matter.
They can’'t take any ‘good time' aWay
from me. I'm in for life.”

His voice grew bitter.

“And that is one reason | have gone
into this thing in detail—for my sake
and the sake of'others who cannot look
forward to ever leaving this place. The
law has decreed that we shall‘live and

die here, but the law said nothing about
torturing us.”

“This board guaranteed its protection
to all who were called upon to testify
here,” answered the chairman. “It has
no desire to whitewash any person in
connection with the investigation which
iIs being made, and in order that there
might be no reflection upon the manner
in which this hearing is oonducted
neither the warden, his deputies nor
guards have been permitted to attend.
Unless you have tangible evidence to
offer us and can give the names of
those who can back up your charges,
you may go.”

“Just a minute.” It was the board
member nearest the prisoner who in-
terrupted. Then, to the convict, “You
said, | believe, that only a few hours in
the dark cell often will drive a man in-
sane. Yet you spent two days there.
You are not insane, are you?”

“No, sir.” The convict spoke respect-
fully. “My conscience was dear and
I was able to serve my time there with-
out breaking. But another day or so
would have finished me. You testified
against me at my trial, didn't you? |
hold no grudge against you for that,

sir. | give you credit for doing only
what you thought was your duty. Your
testimony clinched the case against me.
Yet I am innocent—"

The chairman rapped sharply upon
the table.

“1 utterly fail to see what all this has
to do with the matter under investiga-
tion, “he protested irritably. “We are
not trying this man’s case. The courts
have passed upon that. He is just like
all the rest. Any one of them is ready