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ABOUT HIM! 

. < 

�11-E.BIIE ·· CH.ECKS . �. ; . . 

SO that was it, eh! That's what they were 
saying-:the last thing he suspected. 

Now he could understand Lydia's insistence 
that they go home early, �d the distant 
manner of the Johnsons. He stood there 
·flushed and humiliated. He would have 
given a thousand dollars to escape entering 
that room again, and to avoid their gaze ol 
disguised disgust. 

ALWAYS SUSPECT YOURSII.F 
There are two conditions that rob a man o f 
his popularity and cheat him out. of his 
�tim�. . . . 

One is the presence of body odors. and the 
other is halitosis (unpleasant breath). Their 
existence is seldom suspected by the victim. 
Why risk offendingotherswhenyou canover
c:ome the trouble by the use of Listerine, the 
safe antiseptic and the quick deodorant? 

An'ER YOUR BATH 
It is folly to expect mere soap and water to 
counteract body odors. Only a deodorant 
can perform this service. And Liaterille., 
as testa show, inatantly overcomes odon 
that ordinary antiaeptic:a eannot hide ia 
12houra. 

After your bath, douse LiSterine on the 
guilty areas. It freshens. It cleans. It sweet
�. It deodorizes. 

MAKEs BlttATH PLEASuT 
Most people have halitosis (Wlpleasant 

· breath) from time to time, because it is prin
cipally caused by fermentation of tiny food 
particles that the tooth brush has misaed. 
Dental authorities attribute 90% of dis-
agreeable breath to this cause. . 

Listerine is the surest remedy for it. be
cause it is both a germicide and a-deod<nn� 
Because of its power to destroy bactt:ria, lt 
immedia�y halts fermentation and cbecb 
infection. Having thus struck at the cause of 
odors, it gets rid of the odors themaelfts.It ia 
folly to waste time with ordinary antiseptics 
which do not possess this double actioQ. 

KEEP MOUTH CLEAN 
Gargle with Listerine every night and every 
morning. It halts fermentation. Prevents in
fection. Arrests decay of the teeth and makes 
the breath sweet and agreeable. 
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ant-iCipate . anything · more than an 
hour or two of dismal boredom. 

The little shop was empty of cus
tomers. Knowing my ·proclivities, 
the owner and his one assistant be
came tacitly non-attentive after a 
word of recognition, and· left me to 
rummage at will among the curi
ously laden shelves. Wedged in be
tween other but less alluring titles, 
I found a de-luxe edition o{ Goya's 
"Proverbes." I began to turn the 
heavy pages, and was . soon en
grossed in the diabolic art of these 
nightmare- nurtured drawings. 

It has always been incomprehen
sible to me that I did not shriek 
aloud with mindless, overmastering 
terror, when I happened to look up 
from the volume, and saw the thing 
that was· crouching in a corner of 
the book-shelves before me. I could 
not have been more hideously star-

. tied if some hellish conception of 
Goya had suddenly come ·to life 
and emerged from one of the pic
tures in the folio. 

What I saw was a forward-
slouching, vermin-gray figure, . 
wholly devoid of hair or down or 
bristles, but marked with faint, 
etiolated rings like those of· a ser
pent that has lived in darkness. It 
possessed the head and brow of an 
anthropoid ape, a · semi-canine 
mouth and jaw, and arms ending in 
twisted hands whose black hyena 
talons nearly scraped the. floor. The 
thing was . infinitely bestial, imd, at 
the · same time, macabre; · for its 
parchment .skin was shriveled, 
corpselike, mummified, in a manner 
impossible to convey; and from eye 
sockets well-nigh. deep as those of 
a skull, there glimmered evti slits 
of yellowish phosphorescence, like 
burning sulphur. Fangs that. were 
stained as if with p()ison or gan
grene, issued from the slavering, 
half-open mouth; and the whole at
titud� of the creature was that· of 
some maleficent monster .in readi-. 
ness to spring. 

T
HOUGH I bad been for years 
a professional writer of stories 

that often dealt with occult phe
nomena, with the weird and the 
spectral, I was not at this time pos- · 
sessed of any Clear and settled be:
lief regarding such phenomena • . I 
had never before seen anything that 
I could identify as a phantom, nor 
even an hallucination; and I sho'uld 
hardly have said offhand that a 
bookstore on a busy street, in full 
summer 'daylight, was the likeliest 
of places in which to see one� But 
the .thing before me was assuredly 
nothing that could ever exist among 
the permissible forms of a sane 
world. It was too horrific, too �tro
cious, to be anything but a creation 
of unreality. 

Even as I stared across the Goya, 
sick with a half-incredulous fear, 
the apparition moved toward me .. I 
say that it moved, but its change of 
position was so instantaneous, so 
utterly without effort or visible 
transition, that the verb is hope
lessly inadequate. The foul specter 
had see.med five or six feet away. 
But now ·it was stooping directly 
above the volume that I still held 
in my hands, with its loathesomely 
lambent eyes peering upward at my 
face, and a gray-green slime drool
ing from its mouth on the broad 
pages. At the same time I breathed 
an insupportable fetor, like a min
gling of rancid ·serpent-stench with 
the moldiness of antique charnels 
and the fearsome reek of newly de
caying carrion. 

I.n a frozen timelessness that was 

perhaps no more than a second or 
two, my heart appeared to suspend 
its beating, while I beheld the 
ghastly face. Gasping, I let the 
Goya drop with a resonant bang on 
the floor, and even as it. fell, I saw 
that the vision had vanished. 

T
OLEMAN. a tonsured pome 
with shell-rimmed goggla, 

rushed foi'Ward .to re�ieve the fal-
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len volume, exclaiming: "What is 
wrong, Mr. Hastane? Are you ill?" 
From the meticulousness with 
which he examined the binding in 
search of possible damage, I knew 
that his chief solicitude was con
cerning the Goya. It was plain that 
neither he nor his clerk bad seen 
the phantom; nor could I detect 
aught in their demeanor to indicate 
that they had noticed the me phi tic 
odor that still lingered in the air 
like an exhalation from broken 
graves. And, as far as I could tell, 
they did not even perceive the gray-. 
ish slime that still polluted the 
open folio. 

I do not remember how I man
ag�d to make my exit from the 
shop. My mind had become a seeth
ing blur of muddled horror, of 
crawling, sick revulsion from the 
supernatural vileness I had beheld, 
together with the direst apprehen
sion for my own sanity and safety. 
I recall only that I found myself on 
the street above Toleman's, walking 
with feverish rapidity toward my 
cousin's studio, with a Jreat parcel 
containing the Goya volume under 
my arm. Evidently, iri an effort to 
atone for my clumsiness, I must 
have· bought and paid for the book 
by a sort of automatic impulse, 
without any real awareness of what 
I was doing., 

I 
CAME to the building in which 
was my destination, but went on 

around the block several times be
fore entering. All the while I 
fought . desperately to regain my 
self-control and equipoise. I re
member how difficult it was even 
to moderate the pace at which I 
was walking, or refrain from break
ing into a run; for it seemed to me 
that I W.s fleeing all the time from 
. an invisible pursuer. I tried to ar
gue with myself, to convince the 
rational part of my mind that. the 
apparition had been the product of 
·aome evanescent trick of light and . 

shade, or a temporary dimming of 
eyesight. But such sophistries were 
useless; for I had ·seen the gargoyl
ish terror all too distinctly, in an 
unforgettable fullness of grisly de
tail. 

What could the thing mean? I 
had never used narcotic drugs or 
abused alcohol. My nerves, as far 
as I knew, were in sound condition. 
But either I had suffered a visual 
hallucination that might mark the 
beginning of some obscure cerebral 
disorder, or had been visited by a 
spectral phenomenon, by something 
from realms and dimensions that 
are past the normal scope of human 
perception. It was a problem either 
for the alienist or the occultist. 

Though I was still damnably up
set, I contrived to regain a nomi
nal composure of my faculties. 
Also, it occurred to me that the un- · 
imaginative portrait busts and tame
ly symbolic figure-groups of Cy
prian Sincaul might serve admira
bly to soothe my shaken nerves. 
Even his grotesques would aeem 
sane and ordinary by comparison 
with the blasphemous gargoyle that 
bad drooled before me in the book
shop. 

I entered t�e studio building, and 
climbed a worn stairway to the sec
ond floor, where Cyprian had estab· 
Jished himself in a somewhat capa
cious suite of rooms. Aa I went up 
the stairs, I bad the peculiar feel
ing that somebody was climbing 
them just ahead of me; but I could 
neither see nor hear anyone, and . 
the hall above was no less silent 
and empty than the stairs. 

C
YPRIAN was in his atelier 

when I knocked. After an in
terval which seemed unduly long, I 
heard him call out, telling me to 
enter. I found him wiping hia . 
hands on an old cloth, and aur- . 
mised that he had been modeling. 
A sheet of ·ught burlap had been 
thrown over what waa plainly an 
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ambitious but unfinished group of 
figures, which occupied the center 
of the long room. All around were 
other sculptu!"es, in clay, bronze, 
marble, and even the terra-cotta and 
steatite which he sometimes em
ployed ' for his less conventional 
conceptions. At one end of the 
room . there stood a heavy Chinese 
screen. 

At a single glance I realized that 
a great change had occurred, both 
in Cyprian Sincaul · and his work. 
I remembered him as an amiable, 
somewhat flabby-looking youth, al
ways dapperly dressed, with no 
trace of the dreamer or visionary. 
It was hard to recognize him n4MV, 
for he had become lean, harsh, ve
hement, with an air of pride and 
penetration that was almost J,.uci
ferian. His unkempt mane of hair 
was already shot with white, and 
his eyes were electrically brilliant 
with a strange knowledge, and yet 
somehow were vaguely furtive, ·as 
if there dwelt behind them a mor
bid and macabre fear. 

The change in his sculpture was 
no leas striking. The respectable 
tameness and polished mediocrity 
were gone, and in their place, in
credibly, was something little short
of genius. More unbelievable still, 
in view of the laborioUSly ordinary 
groteaquea of his earlier phue, W.s 
the trend that his art had now 
taken. All around me were frenetic, 
murderous demons, aatyrs mad With 
nympholepsy, ghouls thai seemed 
to sniff the odors of the charnel, 
lamias voluptuously coiled· about 
their victims, and leas namable 
things that belonged to the out
land realms of evil myth and ma-
lign superstition. 

· '  

Sin, horror, blasphemy, diablerie 
-the lust and malice of pandemo
nium-all had been caught with im
peccable art. The potent night
marishness of these· creations was 
not calculated to reassure m:y trem-

. bling nerves; and all at once I felt 

an imperative desire to escape from 
the studio, to flee from the baleful 
throng of frozen cacodemons· and 
chiseled chimeras. 

M
. Y expression must have . be-

. trayed . my feelings to some 
extent. 

'"Pretty strong work, aren't they?" 
said Cyprian, in a loud, vibrant 
voice, with a note of harsh pride 
and triumph. "I can ·see that you 
are surprised-you didn't look for 
anything of the sort, I dare say." 

"No, candidly, I didn't," I admit-. 
ted. "Good Lord, man, you will be
come the Michelangelo of diabolism 
if you go on at this rate. Where 
on earth do you get such stuff?''. 

"Yes, I've gone pretty far," said 
Cyprian, seeming to disregard my 
question. ••Further even than you 
think,· probably. If you could know 
what I know, could see what I have 
seen, you might make something 
really worth-while ·out of your 
weird fiction, Philip. You are very 
clever and imaginativ�. of course. 
But you've never had any experi
ence."· 

I was startled and puzzled. ••Ex
perience? What do you mean?" 

"Precisely that. You try to de
pict the occult and the supernatural 
without even the most rudimen
tary first-hand knowledge of them. 
I tried to do something of the aame 
sort in sculpture, years ago, with
out knowledge; and doubtless you 
recall the mediocre mesa that I 
made of it. But I've learned a thing 
or two since then." 

,.Sounds as if you. had made the 
traditional bond with th� devil, or 
something of that sort,"· I observed, 
with a feeble and perfunctory lev
ity. 

· Cyprian's eyes narrowed slightly, 
with a strange, secret look. 

"I know what I know. N.Ver 
mind how or why. The ,-orld In· 
which we live isn't the o_nly world; 
and some of· the others lie cloeer •t� 
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hand· than you think. . The boun
daries of the seen and the unseen 
are sometimes interchangeable." 

R
ECALLING the malevolent 

phantom. I felt a peculiar dis
qui�tude as I listened to his words. 
An hour before, his statement 
would have impressed me as mere 
theorizing, but now it assumed an 
ominous and terrifying significance. 

"What makes you think I have 
had rio experience of the occult?" I 
asked. 

"Your stories hardly show any. 
thing of the kind-anything factual 
or personal. They are all palpably 
made up. When you've argued with 
a ghost, or watched the ghouls at 
mealtime, or fought with an incu
bus, ·or suckled a vampire, you may 
achieve some genius characteriza-. 
tion and color along such lines." 

For reasons that should be fairly 
obviaus, I had not intended to tell 
anyone of the unbelievable thing 
at Toleman's. Now, with a singu
lar mixture of emotions, of compul
sive, eery terrors and desire to re
fute the animal versions of Cyprian, 
I found myself describing the phan
tom • 

. He listened with an inexpressive 
look, as if his thou�hts were occu
pied with other matters than my 
story. ·Then, when I had finished: 

"You are becoming more psychic 
than I imagined. Was your appari
tion anything like one of these?" 

With the last words, he lifted the 
sheet of burlap from the muftled 
group of figures beside which he 
had been standing. 

I 
CRIED out involuntarily with 
the shock of that appalling rev

elation, and almost tottered as I 
stepped back. 

. Before me, in a monstrous semi
circle, were seven creatures who 
might a11· have been modeled from 

· the gargoyle that had confronted 
·me across the folio of Goya draw-

inga. Even in several that were still 
amorphous . or incomplete, Cyprian 
had conveyed with a damnable art 
the peculiar mingling of primal 
bestiality and mortuary putrescence 
that had signalized the phantom. 
The seven monstere bad closed in 
on a cowering, naked girl, and were 
all clutching foully toward her 
with their hyena claws. The stark, 
frantic, insane terror on the face of 
the girl, and the slavering hunger 
of her assailants, were alike unbear
able. ·The group was a masterpiece, 
in its consummate power of tech
nique--but a masterpiece that in
spired loathing rather than· admira
tion. And following my recent ex
perience, the sight of it affected me 
with indescribable alarm. It seemed 
to me that I had gone astray from 
the normal, familiar world into a 
land of detestable mystery, of pro
digious and unnatural menace. 

Held by an abhorrent fascination, 
it was hard for me to wrench my 
eyes away from tbe figure-piece. At 
last I turned from it to Cyprian 
himself. He was regarding me with 
a ccyptic air, beneath which I sus
pected a covert gloating. 

"How do you like my little pets?" 
he inquired. "I am going to call 
the composition 'The Hunters from 
Beyond.'" 

Before I . could· answer, a woman 
suddenly appeared from behind the 
Chinese screen. I saw that she was 
the model for the girl in the unfin
ished group. Evidently she had 
been dressing, and she was now 
ready to leav.e, for she wore a tai
lored suit and a smart toque. She 
was beautiful, in a dark,· semi
Latin fashion ; but her mouth was 
sullen and reluctant, and her wide, 
liquid eyes were wells of strange 
terror as she gazed at Cyprian, my
self and the uncovered statue-piece • 

C
YPRIAN did not introduce me. 

He and the girl talked to
gether in low tones for a minute or 
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two, and I was unable to overhear· 
more than half of what they said. 
I gathered, however, that an ap
pointment was being made for the 
next sitting. There was a pleading, 
frightened note in the girl's voice, 
together with an almost maternal 
concern i and Cyprian seemed to be 
arguing with her or trying to re
assure her about something. At 
last she went out, with a queer, sup
plicative glance at me--a glance 
whose meaning I could only sur· 
mise· and could not wholly fathom. 

"That was Marta," said Cyprian. 
''She· is half Irish, half Italian. A 
good model ; but my new sculptures 
seem to be making her a little ner
vous." He laughed abruptly, with a 
mirthless, jarring note that was like 
the cachinnation of a sorcerer. 

"In God's name, what are you 
trying to do here?" I burst out. 
"What does it all mean? Do such 
abominations really exist, on earth 
or in any hell?" 

He laughed again, with an evil 
subtlety, and became evasive all at 
once. "Anything may exist, in a 
boundless universe with multiple 
dimensions. Anything may be real 
--or unreal. Who knows? It is not 
for· me to say. Figure it out for 
yoursdf, if you can-there's a vast 
field for speculation--and perhaps 
for more than speculation." 

With this, he began immediately 
to tallt of other topics. Baffied, mys
tified, with a sorely troubled mind 
and nerves that were more un
strung than ever by the black enig
ma of it all, I ceased to question 
him. Simultaneously, my desire to 
leave the studio became almost 
overwhelming--a mindless, whirl
wind panic that prompted me to 
run pell-mell from the room and 
down the stairs into the wholesome 
normality of the common, Twen
tieth Century streets. It seemed to · 
me that the rays which fell through 
the skylight were not those of the · 
sun, but of some darker orb; that 

the .room was touched with unclean 
webs of shadows where shadow 
should not have been; that the stone 
Satans, the bronze lamias, the terra
cotta satyrs and the clay gargoyles 
had somehow increased in number 
and might spring to malignant life 
at any instant. 

Hardly knowing what I said, I 
continued to converse for a while 
with Cyprian. Then, excusing my
self on the score of a nonexistent 
luncheon appointment, and promis
ing vaguely to return for another 
visit before my departure f.rom the 
city, I took my leave. 

I WAS surprised to find my cou
sin's model in the lower hall, at 

the foot of the stairway. From her 
manner, and her first words, it was 
plain that she had been waiting. 

"You are Mr. Philip Hastane, 
aren't you?" she said, in an eager, 
agitated voice. "I am Marta Fiu
gerald. Cyprian has often mentioned 
you, and I believ� that he admires 
you a lot. 

"Maybe you'll think me crazy.'' 
she went on, "but ·I had to speak 
to you. I can't stand the way that 
things are going here, and I'd re
fuse to come to the place .any more, 
if it wasn't that 1-:-like Cyprian so 
well. 

· 

"I don't know what he has done-
. or what has been done to him-but 

he is altogether different from what 
· he used to be. His new work is so 

horrible--you can't imagine how it 
frightens me. The sculptures be 
does are more hideous, more hellish 
all the· time. Ugh I those drooling, 
dead-gray monsters in that new 
group of his-1 can hardly be�r to 
be in the studio with them. It isn't 
right for anyone to. depict such 
things. Don't you think they are 
awful, Mr. Hastane? They look 
as if they had broken loose from 
hell�d make you think that h�l 
can't be very far �way. It is wrong 
and wicked for anyone to-even 
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imagine �hem; and I wish that Cy
prian would stop. I am afraid that 
something will lulppen to him-to 
his mind-if he goes on. And ru 
go mad, too, if I have to see those 
monsters many more times. My 
God I No one could keep sane in 
that studio." 

SHE paused, and appeared to 
hesitate. Then: 

· "Can't you do something, Mr. 
Hastane? Can't you talk to h� 
and tell him how wrong it is, and 
how dangerous to his mental 
health? You must have a lot of in
fluence with Cyprian-you are his· 
cousin, aren't you? And he thinks 
you are very clever, too. I wouldn't 
ask you, if I hadn't been forced to 
notice so many things that aren't as 
they should be. 

"I wouldn't bother you, either, if 
I knew anyone else to ask. He has 
abut himself up in that awful stu· 
dio for the past year, and he hardly 
ever sees anybody. You are the first 
person that he has invited to see 
his new sculptures. He wants· them 
to be a complete surprise for the 
critics and the public, when he 
holds his next exhibition. 

.. But . you'll apeak to Cyprian, 
won't you� Mr. Haatane? I �·t do 
anything to atop him-he seems to 
ezult in the mad horrors he creates. 
And be merely laughs at me when I 
try to tell him the danger. How
ever, I think that those things are 
making him a little nerv·ous some
times-that he is growing afraid of 
his own morbid imagination. Per· 
haps he will listen to you." 

If I had needed anything more to 
unnerve me, the desperate pleading 
of the girl and her dark, obscureJy 
baleful hintings would have been 
enough. I could see that abe loved 
Cyprian, that abe was frantically 
amdoua concerning him, and hys
terically afraid ; otherwise, she 
woulcJ not have approached an utter 
atranJer in this fashion. 

"But I haven't any influence with 
Cyprian,'' I protested, feeling a 
queer embarrassment. "And what 
am I to ·say to him, anyway? What
ever he is· doing is his ow_n affair, 
not mine._ His new sculptures are 
magnificent-! have never seen any
thing more powerful of the kind. 
And how could I advise him to stop 
doing them? There would be no 
legitimate reason; he would simply 
laugh me out of the studio. An ar· 
tist has the right to choose his own 
subject-matter, even if he takes it 
from the nether pits of Limbo and 

· Erebus.". 

THE girl must have pleaded and 
argued with me for many min

utea in that deserted hall. Listening 
to her, and trying to convince her 

. of my inability to fulfil her request, 
was like a dialog in aonie futile 
and tedious nightmare. During· the 
cQurse of it, she told me a few de
tails that I am unwilling to record 
in this narrative; details that were 
too morbid and too shocking for be
lief, regarding the mental alteration 
of Cyprian, and his new subject
matter and method of work. There 

. were direct and oblique hints of a 
growing perversion; but somehow 
_it seemed that much more was be
ing held back; that even in her 
most horrifying disclosures she was 
not wholly frank with me. At last. 
-with some sort of hazy promise that 
I would speak to Cyprian, would 
remonstrate with him, I succeeded 
in getting away from her, and re
turned ·to my hotel. 

The afternoon and evening that 
followed were tinged as by the tyr
rannous adumbration of an ill 
dream. I felt 'that I had stepped 
from the solid earth into a gulf of 
seething, menacing, madness-haunt
ed shadow, and was lost hencefor
ward to all rightful sense of loca· 
tion or direction. It was all too 
hideous-and too doubtful and un
real. The change in · Cyprian him-
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self was no less bewildering, and 
hardly less horrifying, than the vile 
phantom of the bookshop, and the 
demon sculptures that displayed a 
magisterial art. It was as if the 
man bad become possessed by some 
satanic -energy or entity. 

EVERYWHERE that I went, I 
was powerless to shake off 

the feeling of an intangible pursuit, 
of a frightful, unseen vigilance. It 
seem.ed to me that the worm-gray 
face and sulpharous eyes would re
appear at any moment; that the 
semi-canine mouth with its gan
grene-dripping fangs might come to 
slaver above the restaurant table at 
which I ate, or upon the pillow of 
my bed. I did not dare to reopen 
the purchased Goya volume, for 
fear of finding that certain pages 
were still defiled with a spectral 
slime. 

I went out and spent the evening 
in cafes, in theaters, wherever peo
ple thronged and lights were bright. 
It was after midnight when I final
ly ventured to brave the solitude of 
my hotel bedroom. Then there were 
endless hours of nerve-wrung in
somnia, of shivering, sweating ap:.. 
prehension beneath the .electric· 
bulb that I had left burning. Final
ly, a little before dawn, by no con
scious transition and with no pre
monitory drowsiness, I fell asleep. 

I remember no dreams--only the 
vast, incubus-like oppression that 
persisted even in the depth of slum
ber, as if to drag me down with its 
formless,. ever-clinging weight into 
gulfs beyond the reach of created 
light or the fathoming of organized . 
entity. 

I T was almost noon when I 
awoke, and found myself -"star

ing into the verminous, apish, mum
my-dead face and hell-illumined 
eyes of the gargoyle that had 
crou�hed before me in the comer 

· at Toleman's. The tl�ing was stand-

ing at the foot of my bed; -ind be
hind it aa I stared, the wall of the 
room, which was covered with a 
ftoral paper, dissolved in an infinite 
vista of grayness, teeming with 
ghoulish forms that emerged like 
monstrous, misshapen bubbles from 
plains of undulant ooze and skies 
of serpentine vapor. It was another 
world, and my very sense of equi
librium was disturbed by· an evil 
vertigo as I gazed. It seemed to me 
that my bed was heaving dizzily, 
was turning slowly, deliriously to
ward the gulf; that the feculent 
vista and the vile apparition were 
swimming beneath me; that I would 
fall toward them in another mo
ment and be precipitated forever 
into that world of abysmal mon
strosity and obscenity. 

In a start of profound alarm, I 
fought my vertigo, fought the sense 
that another will .t han mine was 
drawing me, that the unclean gar
goyle was luring me by some un
speakable mesmeric spell, as a ser
pent is . said to lure its prey. I 
seemed to read a nameless purpose 
in its yellow-slitted eyes, in the 
soundless moving of its oozy lips; 
and my very soul recoiled witk 
nausea and revulsion as I breathed 
its pestilential fetor. 

Apparently, the mere effort of 
mental resistance was enough. The 
vista and the face receded; they 
went out in a swirl of· daylight. I 
saw the design of tea roses on the 
wallpaper beyond; and the bed be
neath me was sanely horizontal 
once more. I lay sweating with my 
terror, all adrift on a sea of night
mare surmise, of unearthly threat 
and ·Whirlpool madness, till the 
ringing of the telephone bell re
called me automatically to the 
known world. 

I sprang to answer the call • . It 
· was Cyprian. though I should bard· 

ly have recognized the dead. hope
less tones of his voice, from which 
the mad pride and self-assurance of 
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tho previous day had wholly van
ished. 

. "I must. see you at once," he said. 
"Can you come to the studio?., 

I was about to refuse, to tell him 
that I · had been called home sud
denly, that there was no time, that 
I must catch the noon train--any
thing to avert the ordeal of another 
visit to that place of mephitic evil 
-· -when I heard his voice again. 

. "You simply must come, Philip. I 
can't tell you about it over the 
phone, but a dreadful thing has 
happened: Marta bas disappeared/' 

I CONSENTED, telling him that 
I would start for the studio as 

soon as I had dressed. The whole 
nightmare had closed in, had deep
ened immeasurably with his last 
words; but, remembering the haunt
e.d face of the girl, · her hysteric 
fears, her frantic plea and my vague 
promise, I could not very well de
cline to go. 

I dressed· and went out with my 
mind in a turmoil of abominable 
conjecture, of ghastly doubt, and 
apprehension all the more hideous 
because I was unsure of its object. 
I tried to imagine what had hap
pened, tried to piece together the 
frightful, evasive, half-admitted 
hints of unknown terror into a 

. tangible coherent fabric, but found 
myself involved in a chaos of shad-

. owy menace. 
I could not have eaten any break

fast, even if I bad taken the neces
sary time. I :went at once to the 
studio, and found Cyprian standing 
aimlessly amid his baleful statuary. 
His look was that o� a man who has 
been stunned by the blow of some 
crushing weapon, or has gazed on 
the very face .of Medusa. He 

�greeted me in a vacant manner, 
with dull, toneless words. Then, 
like a charged machine, as if his 
body rather t_han his mind were 
ap�ng, he began at once to pour 
forth the atrocious narrative. · 

"THEY took her,'' he said, aim
. ply. "Maybe you didn't know 
it, or weren't sure of it; but I've 
been doing all my new sculptures 
from life--even that last group. 

· Marta was posing for me this fore
noon--only an. hour ago--or less. I 
had hoped to finish her part of 
the modeling to-day; · and she 
wouldn't have had to come again 
for this particular piece. I hadn't 
called the Things this time, since I 
knew she was beginning to fear 
them more and more. I think she 

. feared them on my account more 
than her own-and they were mak
ing me -a little uneasy too, by the 
boldness with which they sometimes 
lingered ·when I bad ordered them 
to leave, and the way they would 
sometimes appear when I didn't 
want them. 

"I was busy with some of the final 
touches on the · girl-figure, . and 
wasn't even looking at Marta, when 
suddenly I knew that the Things 
were there. The smell told me, if 
nothing else-I guess you know 
what the smell is like. I looked up, 
and found that the studio was full 
of them-they had never before ap-

. peared in such numbers. They were 
surrounding Marta, were crowding 
and jostling each other, were all 
reaching toward her with their 
filthy talons; but even then, I didn't 
think that they could harm her. 
They aren't material beings, in the 
sense that we are, and they really 
have no physical ·power ·outside 
their own plane. All that they do 
haYe is a sort of snaky mesmerism, 
and they'll always try to drag you 
down to their own dimension by 
means of it. God bel p anyone who 

· yields to them; but you don't have 
to go, unless you are weak, or will
ing. I've never had any doubt of 
my power to resist them, and I 
didn't really dream they could do 
anything to Marta. 

"It startled me, though, when I 
saw the whole crowding hell-pack, 
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and I ordered them to go pretty 
sharply. I was angry--and some
what alarmed, too. But they mere
ly grimaced and slavered, with ·that 
slow, twisting m�vement of their 
lips that is like a voiceless gibber
ing, and then they closed . in on 
Marta, just as I represented them 
doing hi that accursed group of 
sculpture. Only there were scores 
of them now, instead of merely 
seven. 

. '.f.·.�:. :- . . "I CAN'T describe how it hap-
pened, but all at once their foul 

talons had reached the girl; they 
were pawing her. were pulling at 
her hands, her arms, her body. She 
screamed--and .. I J;lope I'll never 
hear another scream so full of black 
agony and soul-unhinging fright. 
Then I knew· that she had yielded 
to them-either from choice, or 
from excess of terrcc-and knew 
that they were taking her away. 

"For a mo�ent, the studio wasn't 
there at all-only a long, gray, ooz
ing plain, beneath skies where the 
fumes of hell were writhing like a 
million ghostly. and distorted dra
gons. Marta was siaking into that 
ooze, and the Things were all about 
her, gathering in fresh hundreds 
from every side, fighting each other 
for place, sinking with her like 
bloated, misshaped fen-creatures 
into their native slime. Then every
thing vanished-and I was standing 
here in the studio, all alone with 
these damned sculptures." 

He paused for a little, and stared 
with dreary, desolate eyes at the 
floor. Then: 

"lt was awful, Philip, and I'll 
never forgive myself for having 
anything to do with those monsters. 
I must have been a little mad, but 
I've always had a strong ambition 
to create some real stuff in the. 
field of the grotesque and visionary 
and macabre. ·I don't 1uppose you 
ever suspected, back in my studgy 
phase, that I had a veritable appe-

tence for such things. I wanted to 
do in sculpture what Poe and Love
craft and Baudelaire have done in 
literature, what Rops and Goya did 
in pictorial art. 

"That was what led me into the 
occult, when I realized my limita
tions. I knew that I had to see the 
dwellers of the invisible worlds be
fore I could depict them. I wanted 
to do it.. I longed for this power 
of vision and representation more 
than anything else. And then, all 
at once, I found that I had the 
power of summoning the unseen. 

"THERE was no magic in-
. volved, in the usual sense of 

the world-no spells and circles, 
no pentacles and burning gums 
from old sorcery books. At bottom, 
it was just will-power, I guess-a 
will to divine the satanic, to sum
moJt the innumerable malignities 
and grotesqueries that people other 
planes than ours, or ·mingle un
perceived with humanity. 

''You've no idea what I have be
held, Philip. These statues of mine 
-these devils, vampires, · lamias, 
satyrs-were all done from life, or, 
at least from recent memory. The 
originals are what the occultists 
would call elementals, I suppose. 
There are endless worlds, contigu
ous to our own, or coexisting with 
it, that such beings inhabit. All 
the creations of myth and fantasy, 
aU the familiar spirits that sorcer
ers have evoked, are resident in 
these worlds. 

"I made myself their master, I 
levied upon them at will. Then, 
from a dimension that must be a 
little lower than all others, � little 
nearer the ultimate nadir of bell, I 
called the innominate beings who 
posed for this new figure-piece. 

"I don't know what they are, but 
I have. surmised a good deal. They 
are hateful as the worms of the Pit, 
they are malevolent as harpies. 
they drool with a poieonous hunger 
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not to be named or imagined. But I 
believed that they were powerless 
to do anything outside their own · 
sphere, and I've always laughed at 
them when they tried to entice me 
-even though that snakish mental 
pull of theirs was rather creepy at 
times. It 'was as if soft, invisible, 
gelatinous arms were trying to drag 
you down from the firm shore into 
a bottomless bog. 

"THEY are hunters-1 am sure 
of that-the hunters from Be. 

yond. God knows what they will 
do to Marta now that they have her 
at their mercy. That vast, viscid, 
miasma-haunted place to which they 
took her is awful beyond· the imag
ining of a_ Satan.· Perhaps-even 
there-they couldn't harm her body. 
But bodies aren't what they want
it isn't for human flesh that they 
grope with those ghoulish claws, 
and gape and slaver with those gan
grenous mouths. T-he brain itself
and the soul, too-is their food: 
they are the creatures who prey on 
the minds of madmen and mad
women, who devour the disem
bodied spirits that have fallen from 
the· . cycles of incarnation, have 
gone down beyond the possibility 
of rebirth. 

''To . think of Marta· in their 
power-it · is. worse than hell or 
madness. Marta loved me, and I 
loved her, too, though I didn't have 
the sense to realize it, wrapped as I 
was \in my dark, baleful ambition 
and impious �gotism. She was 
afraid for me, and I believe she sur
rend�red voluntarily to the Things. 
She must have thought that they 
would · leave me alone if they se
cured another victim in my place." 

He ceased, and began to pac� idly 
and feverishly about. I saw that 
his hollow eyes were alight with 
torment, as if the mechanical tell
ing of his horrible story had in 
some manner served to requicken 
his crushed mind. Utterly and 

starkly appalled by his hideous rev
elations, I could say nothing, but . 
could only stand and watch his tor-
ture-twisted face. · 

INCREDIBLY, his expression 
changed, witl:t a wild, startled 

look that was instantly transfigured 
into joy. Turning to follow . his 
gaze, I saw that Marta was stand
ing in th� «:enter of the room. She 
was nude, except for a Spanish 
shawl that she must have worn 
while posing. Her face was blood
less as the marble of a tomb, and 
her eyes were wide and · blank, as if 
sh� had· been drained of all life, of 
all thought o� emotion or memory, 
as if �ven the knowledge of horror 
had been taken away from her. It 
was the 'face of the living dead, the 

-soulless mask of ultimat� idiocy; 
and th� joy faded · from Cyprian's 
eyes as he stepped toward her. 

He took her in his arms, he spoke 
to her with a desperate, loving ten
derness, with cajoling and caressing 
words. She made no answer, how- · 
ever, no movement of recognition 
or awareness, but star�d beyond him 
with her blank eyes, to which the 
daylight and the darkness, the void 
air and her lover's face, would 

_henceforward be the same. He and 
I both knew, in that ·instant, that 
she would nevex: again respond to 
any· hiunan voice� or to human love. 
or terror; that she was like an 
empty cer�ment, retaining the out
ward form of that which the worms 
have eaten in their mausolean dark
ness. Of the noisome pits wherein 
she had been, of that bournless 
realm �nd its pullulating phantoms, 
sh� could tell us nothing : her 
agony had ended with the terrible 
mercy of complete forgetfulness. 

LIKE one who confronts the 
Gorgon, I was frozen by her 

wide and sightless gaze. Th�n. be� 
hind her, where stood an �ray of 
carven Satans and lamias, the room 
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.-seemed to recede, the walls and 
floor dissolved in a seething, · un� 
fathomable gulf, amid whose p�sti
lentiai vapors the statues were min
gled in momentary and loathsome 
ambiguity with the ravening faces, 
t�e hunger-contorted forms that 
swirled toward us from th�ir ultra
dimensional limbo like a devil
laden hurdcilne from Malebolge. 
Outlin�d against that boiling, meas� 
ureless . cauldron of malignant 
stortri, Marta stood like an image of 
glacial death and silence in the 

· arms of Cyprian. Then, once more, 
after a little, the abhorrent vision 
faded, leaving only the diabolic
statuary. 

I think that I alone had beheld 
it; that Cyprian had seen not�ing 
but the dead face of Marta. He 
drew her close, he repeated his 
hopeless words of tenderness and 
cajol�ry. Then, suddenly, he re
leased her with a vehement sob of 
despair. Turning �way, while she 
stood and still looked on with un� 
seeing eyes, he snatched a heavy 
sculptor's mallet from tJ;le table on 
which it was lying, and proceeded 
to smash with· furious blows the 
newly-modeled group of gargoyles, 
till nothing was left but the figure 
of the terror-maddened girl, crouch
ing above a mass of cloddish frag
ments and formless, half-dried clay. 

Speakil\2 Heads 

MAGICIANS of old were very suc-
ceuful in turning to their pUrposes 

the thea.. infant science of Acoustics. In 
.the Labyrinth of Egypt, which contained 
twelve palaces and 1500 subterranean 
apartments, the gods were made to apeak 
in a voice of thunder; and Pliny, in whose 
time this singular structure existed, in
forma us that some of the palaces were 
110 constructed that their doors could not. 
be opened without starting peals of 
thunder in the interior. . 

When Darius Hyataspes ascended the 
throne, and allowed his subjects to pros
trate tnemselves before him as a god, the 
divinity of his character was impressed 

. upon his worshippers by the burst of 
thunder and flashes of lightning which 
accompanied their· devotion. It is not 
known for a fact how this thunder was 
achieved, but it is not improbable that 
th�y used the same sort of instrument 
that is now often used in our theaters for 
the same purpose-a thin sheet of iron, 
three or four feet long. Held by one 
comer between the finger and thumb, and 
shaken horisontally in a db:ection at right 
angles to the surface of the sbee� a great 
variety of sounds can be producea, sounds • 
varying from the deep growl of distant 
thunder to the loud and explosive bursts 
which rattle in quick succession from 
douds tbat are hanging low and directly 
overhead. · 

Among the most spectacular of the · 
mcient priests• acoustic devices were 
the . apeakins heads, which were con- · 
atruC:ted for the purpose of r-epresenting 

the gods and uttering oracular rcsponaeL 
Of these, probably the &()caking head of 
Orpheus, which uttered tts responses at 
Lesbos, was the most famous. It was cele
brated not only throughout Greece but 
even in Persia, and it had the credit of 
predicting, in the equivocal language of 
the heathen oracles, the bloody deatia 
which terminated the expedition of Cyrus 
the Great into C�a. 

Odin, the mtghty magician of tho 
North, who imported into Scandinavia the 
magical arts of the East, possessed a 
speaking head said to have been that of 
the sage Minoa, which he had encased ia 
gold, and which uttered r�sponses that 
had all the authority of· a divine revela
tion. The celebrated mechanic Gorbet:t. 
who filled the papal chair A.D. .1000. 
under the name of Sylvester II, con
structed a speaking head of brass� Al
bertus Magnus is -id to have executed a 
head in the Thirteenth Century which not 
only spoke but moved. It was made of 
earthenware; and Thomas· Aqninas is 
said to have been so terrified when ho 
saw it that he broke it in pieces, upoa 
which the mechanist exclaimed, "There 
goes the labor of thirty years!" 

· It is known that usually in these apeak
inc heacia the sound was convered into 
the mouth by concealed pipes Within the 
head and leading back to someone se
creted in another room.. Lucian CZIJI'eu!F 
states that the imposter Alexander pu.do 
his figure of Aesculapius speak by trans
mitting his voice through tbe gullet of 
a crane to the mouth of the statue. 



The Curse of A111en-Ra 
A Complete Novelette 

By Victor Rousseau 
CHAPTER I 

Pequod Island 
sluggish wata: separated it from 
the mainland. 

Pequod 'Island, in the lower 
TIE scene all around me was re�cb,es . C)f Chesapeak� Bay, was 

bout � rep�lsiv� a one as barely a hundred feet distant. I 
had ever set eyes upon. could hav, wa�ed w:ais.t-�gh tC) it, 

On every sid·e the ft�t, dun but for tb,e �ucking quick-mud 
m.-ahes, with their heavy growth which, I Jmew, wo�l.d engulf me if 
of eedge, stretched away. In front I att�pte4 any sucb, d�ing. 
of me--yes, that · And there was 
must be Pe.quod no n� to at-

MuiiDIIIy eyelids stir il!l Farraat's 
I s. tJ � n d. for a laborato17• tempt it* for ali 
•trip of foul and '---------------- ancient fe� 
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was already poling hia antediluvian "Don't you see I want to cross?" 
bark ·across the narrow channel ·in "Aye, ye want to cross, do ye? 
my direction. I stopped at the edge But what do ye want to croaa for? 
of the trail and waited for him. Who d'ye want to aee ?" I man-' 

He bailed �e. using iridistinguish- aged to make out. 
·able words in a local dialect that "I want to aee Mr. Neil Farrant, 

was unintelligible· to me.·Then, just if you've got to know," I answered. 
out of reachp he held the punt with "I didn't know thia island was pri
hi'l pole and peered at me out of vate, though." 
hia deep-set ey.es under their white, "Neil Farrant? What, him that's 
thick eyebrows, while be . chewed got the mummies down to Tap's 
and worked his chin with its Point?" There we a look of fear 
stained, shaggy gray beard. in the old ferryman's eyes. "He 

.. Wellp what are you waiting won't see ye. Won't aee nobody. 
there for?'' I asked imp.atiently. There waa scores turned away when 

305 
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he first brung them here. Pestered 
the life out of him, they did. Uni
versity perfesson and all-but he· 
wouldn't see none of them." 

"Well, this is different," I an
swered. "My name's Jim Dewey, 
and Mr. Farrant baa especially re
quested me to call and help him 
with his work." 

"Jim Dewey?" The ferryman 
turned the quid of tobacco in his 
mouth. "Yeah, I seem ter r�mem
ber Mr. Farrant saying you could 
come." 

But he still stood ther.e, leaning 
upon his pole, eyeing me with rumi
nating, brooding suspicion. 

"W eU, why don't you bring the 
boat near enough for me to step 
down?" I asked. 

"See here, mister, how'd I know 
you ain't come to try to help one 
of Doctor Coyne's loonies to es
cape?" he asked. 

"What the devil do you mean? 
Who's he?., I answered. But before 
the old man could speak again it 
flashed across my mind that Neil 
had told me the island was oc
cupied principally by the bouse and 
extensive grounds of Doctor Rolf 
Coyne's private sanitarium, where 
some of the wealthiest and most 
hopelessly insane. of Virginia and 
other States were housed. 

THAT was why Neil, who had 
been associated with Doctor 

Coyne for three or four years be
fore his departure for Egypt, as 
assistant to. the University of North 
Virginia Excavation l?und, had 
chosen this lonely spot in which 
to wOf"k out certain experiments 
with the mummies that he had 
brought back. And I, because we 
had been friends through our fo!Jr 
years at the University together, 
was to be permitted to assist in hla 
task. 

He had written me in guarded 
terms that had aroused my 
curiosity, had asked me to wire 

him whether 1. could come, and I 
had wired back my acceptance. 

The old ferryman winked at me. 
"There's fellers wouldn't stop at 
helping the most desp'rit of them 
loonies to git away, if they was 
well paid for it," he said. '"And 
they got a�y more than once. 
That's why we don't have no bridge 
betw.'een the island and the main
land. I'm Old Incorruptible, I am. 
That's what the doctor calla me. If 
you're. a friend of Mr. Fai-rant'a, I 
reckon you &ot the right to cross, 
but if you're thinking of gittin' 
some of them poor devils away, 
Iemme tell you Doctor Coyne's 
bloodhounds will run ye down and 
tear ye to· pieces." 

"Well, I'm not going to wait here 
all day while you're making up 
your mind whether I'm a fit penon 
to cross," I reto(ted. "So bring your · 
boat up to the bank, or get back 
where you came from, and I'll 
phone Mr. Farrant you refused to 
take me over-." 

The ancient chewed a minute or 
two on that, then reluctantly poled 
up to the bank. Clutching my suit
case, I stepped aboard, and the old 
man pushed back through the 
muddy water toward the opposite 
shore. 

"H OW much to pay?" I asked, 
as we finally landed. 

"Y e can make It what ye like, 
mister," he answered. "Money don't 
mean nothing to me. Old Incor
ruptible, the doctor called me, and 
that's what I am. Ye can make it 
a quarter, or ye can make it fifty 
cents:• 

Having no change, I handed him 
a dollar, and told him to keep it. 
His eyes bulged avariciously as he 
pocketed the bill. "Now which way 
to Mr. Farrant's house?" I asked. 

"Down to Tap's Point.'' replied 
the ancient. "Faller ·that road 
through the village, and you'll come 
to the house a quarter mile or so 
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beyond. But liaten, mister." He 
seised me by . the arm aa I was 
about to stride down the weed:. 
grown road. uye won't never come 
back. None of them done, who 
opened the graves in which them 
mummies lay. Only Mr. Farrant, 
and that was· because he wu a 
healer. Mr. Burke and Mr. Watrous, 
and that English lord whose name 
I fergit---«11 of them died, because 
of the curse that was put upon 
anyone opening them dead princes' 
and princesses' graves. 

.. Folks think we don't know 
down to Tap's Point, but we seen 
it all in . the Sunday newspapers, 
and we ain't minded to have them 
dead mwnmies prowling round our 
homes and killing our children. I'm 
warning you, mister, the first per
son who's killed on Pequod Island, 
there's going to be a reckoning. 
Excepting you. If you want to 
commit suicide, you're welcome to 
it. But keep them mummies out of 
our homes." 

He leaned forward and tapped 
me on the shoulder. "When you 
see them hawks, look out for trou
ble," he whispered. "The hounds 
knows, and we knows. You'd better 
not have· come." · 

"You talk like a madman," I re
torted. It irked me to think that 
the silly legend of a curse, fostered 
by the admittedly strange deaths of 
so many members of the expedi
tion, had become known among 
these clowns. But the old man only 
went. on chewing toba�co and 
grinning at me derisively; and I 
turned from him and, with my suit
cas·e in my hand, went striding 
down the track· of a road that ran 
toward Tap's Point. 

PEQUOD ISLAND was more 
pi�tureeque than I had supposed 

from the sight I bad obtained of 
it from the flat shore opposite. In 
a few minutee I waa pauing be
tween . stretches of juniper and 

stunted cypress. Then . I saw, far 
back through the. trees, a great 
building, a cluster of buildings, 
which I knew must be Doctor 
Coyne's private sanitarium. There 
was an open apace with tennis nets, 
and men were· playing. Others were 
strolling in the grounds. Every
thing was open and unfenced-why 
shouldn't it be, with the Bay on one 
side, and that stretch of muddy 
water on the o�her, and the blood
hounds? 

I passed the grounds of the sani
tarium and came to a straggling 
village= beside the water, where a 
few fishing boats, drawn up, pro
claimed the nature of the livelihood 
of the oc�upants. Two or three men, 
slouching about, stared at me sul
lenly, and a woman glared defiantly 
from an open doorway, and mut
tered something as I went by. An
other clutched a small child to her, 
as if I were some kidnaper. 

I passed the clowns, head erect, 
carrying my suit-case, I was still 
filled with indignation at the mon
strous stories in circulation, all due 
to the fact that Neil Farrant had 
managed to bring back, in some un
authorized way, three or four of 
the mummy cases from the tomb of 
the kings ·that .had recently been 
opened in Upper Egypt. And from 
what I remembered of NeH, I didn't 
for a moment suppose that he 
placed any stock in the absurd 
stories of a curse. 

I had never known a more hard
headed fellow than my classmate. 
In fact, I had wondered a good 
deal at the guar�ed nature of his 
letter, and his remarks about cer
tain experiments. 

Well, the village was past me, 
�nd Tap's Point lay b�hind. The 
thi-ead of . foul water bad broadened 
into a bay, on which three or four 
of the fishing boats were �ngaged 
in hauling in their booty. The sun 
was quite low in the west. · The 
s(:ene bad suddenly . become wild 
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and beautiful. In front of me was 
a grove · of trees, but there was sea 
debris right up to -their edge, and I 
guessed that at times storms had 
submerged this corner. of the island. 

Then unexpectedly I saw Neil's 
house. It was an old farmhouse, ex
tending over quite a large stretch 
of ground, and built solidly of 
stone. At s_ome early date· it had 
probably been the country home of 
some Colonial gentleman. 

THE edge of the sun had dipped 
down into the bay. Nothing 

was stirring i"n the quiet of the eve
ning. The sails of the boats hung 
listlessly; I could no longer see the 
fishermen aboard. But something 
was hanging overhead. It was a 
hawk. And another hawk joined it, 
coming apparently from _the direc
tion of the sanitarium. Then a third 
and fourth came into view. 

Fish hawks, I thought. Nothing 
remarkable about . their presence 
there. But what was it that the old 
fool had said about hawks? "When 
you see them hawks, look out for 
trouble !" · 

Well, I saw them, and a fifth, 
and a sixth, and I had no presenti
ment of trouble. Only a sense of 
pleasure in the mildness of the -eve
ning as I approached the door of 
Neil's house. I noticed that the win
dows were all tightly shuttered in 
front and on both sides of the 
house, and wondered at that a little. 
for Neil had been a fresh-air fiend 
in our early days. I passed up the 
worn, crazy-stone path and tapped 
at the door. · 

I was conscious that the hawks 
had been follo�ing 

'
me, but I 

thought nothing of tha�. I knew 
that hawk-s would follow fishermen 
--at least, fishing hawks; and the 
fact that some eight or nine of 
them were circling above my head 
aroused no particular emotion in 
me. I tapped at .the door of the 
aback. anticipating the moment of 

Neil's delighted recognition of me. 
No answer cam�. and I tapped 

again, more loudly. Then I heard 
Neil's voice inside: 

"Who is it? What do you want 
here?•• 

Strangely harsh and uncouth it 
sounded. But I guessed that he had 

. been made the victim of the crazy 
suspicions of the villagers. 

"It's Jim Dewey. Didn't you ex
pect me?" I called. 

"'Jim Dewey? Why didn't you 
wire me, man, as I asked you to 
do ?" 

"I did wire. I guess the tele
graphic system is a little slow in 
this part of the world.'' I answered. 
"Aren't you going to let me in?" 

"Sure, but-you're alone, are you, 
Jim? There's nothing with you?" 

"Of course not," I answered. 

THERE sounded the shuftling -of 
Neil's feet inside the door, then 

the cautious removal of a chain. 
Inch by inch the door opened, until 
Neil stood before me. I was amazed 
at the transformation in him. The 
desert heat and sun had broWned 
and wasted him, there was a three 
days' stubble of a beard upon his 
face, his clothes hung· lo_ose about 
his wasted frame. H e  Jooked years 
older. 

"Well, Neil, you don't seem half 
glad to see me,'' I said, putting out 
my hand. 

I saw his hand advance; then he 
glanced over my shoulder, and a 
cry burst from hi11 lips. I thought 
he was going to slam the door in 
my face. 

"The hawks! The hawks ! Keep 
them out!" he shouted. 

And as we stood there. the birds. 
huger than any hawks I had ever 
seen, suddenly swooped for the 
door with incredible velocity. I was 
half inside and half outside, and 
in an instant the two of us were 
involved in a tangle of fluttering 
pinions. 
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The birds seemed to have gone 
mad. They swooped down upon us 
with the utmost fearlessness, yet it 
was not we who seemed to be the· 
object of their attack . . They were 
apparently imbued with the sole 
d.eterminatton of ·getting inside the 
house." I saw Nei.l seize one of them 
in his hands and almost rend the 
head from the body. It Buttered out 
, through the doorway, and then, as 
if magically recovering, soared on 
high and swooped down at us again. 

I did my best against the evil
smelling feathered throng, but my 
face and hand-s were quickly a mass 
of scratches as the talons tore at 
me. 

Then somehow we bad won. The 
last of the winged intruders had 
been driven from the house, and 
Neil had dragged me inside and 
closed the door. For a few moments 
the foul birds fluttered against it, . 
then soared away. 

At the same moment I heard one 
of the hounds in Doctor Coyne's 
. sanitarium give tongue, · then an
other and another. And I became 
aware that the sun had set, and 
darkness was fast settling about us. 

I stared at Neil, who was cov
ered with scratches too. 

''Well, we kept them out, Jim," 
he said. ''Better come up to the 
bathroom and let's put some iodine 
on these scratches." 

.. Why don't you shoot those 
birds?" I . asked him. ''They must 
be mad.'' 

.. They-:d<m't die, Jim," answered 
Ne�l. "That's the tro·uble. 1'11-tell 
you about it." 

CHAPTER II 
The Curse of Egypt 

AFTER we bad washed ana dis
infected our scratches, Neil 

led the way down to the ground 
Boor of the building. We passed 
through • poorly furnishe«! living 
room, filled with the ugly furniture 

of the seventies, fitted · up with 
bookcases filled with books, which 
seemed to deal principally with 
Egyptology and medieval works on 
astrology and such subjects. Thence 
through another room, and so into 
a very long room at the back, which 
must once have been some kind of 
storeroom. 

It was built entirely of· stone, 
and the numerous windows were 
heavily shuttered, the shutters 
being kept in place with iron bars. 

Neil switched on a cluster of 
electric lights in. the ceUing, and I 
perceived that this was his museum. 
The room was filled with priceless 
trophies that he had brought back 
from Egypt. There were two chairs 
from a tomb. papyrus scrolls, a 
glass cabinet with various objects 
resting upon shelves. The room was 
filled with the pungent odor of 
spkes. 

I hardly noticed any of these 
things, however. My attention was 
immediately riveted upon five 
wooden caskets, mummy cases. 
placed on a dais against the wall 
and held in position by brackets. 
On the exterior of each was beau
tifully painted . the representation 
of the body within. 

One of these was the painting of 
a girl, of such exquisite and noble 
beauty that I could hardly take my 
eyes away from it . 

You know how closely the ancient 
Egyptian type approximates to cer
tain of the finest types of to--day . 
Except that the eyes were conven
tionally too large, the lineaments 
were perfect. The little, slightly 
tilted nose, the small chin, the ex
pression of breeding, of a certain 
wistfulness, the success of the ideal 
that the artist had endeavored to 
portray almost took away my 
breath. ,· 

I saw Neil looking at me and 
smiling slightly. For the first time 
be looked more like his old self 
than the haggard, grim-face.d man 
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whom I had met half an hour be
fore. 

"The Princess Amen-Ra," he said, 
watching me as I stared at the 
painting, "is of a very old dynasty 
of Egyptian kings, concerning 
whose date there is still some dis
pute. It is certain that she ante
dated Moses and the Children of 
Israel by several hundred years. 
Would you like to hear her story, 
Jim? 

"AFTER her · brother's death:• 
he went on, without waiting

for my answer. ••she ruled the king
dom. She lived and died unmarried. 
These others"-he pointed to the 
four other caskets-"are the priests 
and councilors who were associated 
with her. 

"Her reign is legendary, but it is 
called the Golden Age of Egypt. 
During her life the· Nile al�ays 
gave up its proper . quota of fer
tilizing waters, the land remained 
at peace. Everywhere was pros
perity� She was worshiped as di
vine. 

"Only one thing troubled the 
priesthood. It was considered nece;;
sary that she should marry. The 
question was, who was fit to mate 
with her? A foreign spouse· was 
unthinkable, for Amen-Ra was be
lieved to descend from the god 
Osiris. 

"There was a young nobleman of 
Thebes named Menes, who had 
fallen in love with the princess, 
and his love was reciprocated. He 
W.. too powerful · to be condemned 
or banished, yet the astrologers had 
predicted that 15uch a marriage 
would bring down the anger of the 
gods upon the realm. So the priests 
conspired to put the young noble
man to death, together with the 
princess' councilors. for the sake of 
Egypt. 

"On the night of the nuptial 
ceremony the conspirators broke 
Into the palace and murdered Menes 

and the chief councilors who had 
assented to the marriage. yet not 
until one of the latter, by his magic 
arts, had caused the Nile to flood 
the land, and an earthquake that 
shook down the palace walls. The 
princess took her own life by poi
son, in despair. There seems to 
have been a peasant uprising, too, 
which completed the disaster. All 
this is described in that papyrus." 

Neil pointed to the glass-covered 
scroll which stood immediately. be
hind the casket. 
· "The body of Menes was never 
discovered.'• he continued. "But 
those who survived the disaster 
dug out those of the princess and 
her councilors. and these were care- . 
fully embalmed. without removing 
the brain or viscera. which was not 
done until a later period in Egyp
tian history. They were buried in 
the Temple of Set, and unearthed 
by our expedition. 

"ACCORDING to the Egyptian 
belief. after a period of some 

three thousand years the Ba would 
return to reanimate these bodies, 
when the princess and her advisors 
would rearise from the tomb to rule 
the land again· and restore it to its 
ancient glories." 

"The Ba was the soul?.. I asked. 
"The Ba was the soul. as distinct 

from the Ka. the double. or astral 
body. There was also the winged 
Ish. the spirit that dwelled in the 
abode of the gods. But as for Menes, 
it is believed that his body was 
reduced to ashes. You see, the 
lovers had sworn eternal fealty, by 
the god Horus, a pledge that neither 
life nor death should separate them. 
And the priests were horribly 
afraid that Mones would return to 
claim his bride after three thousand 
years, when Egypt's ancient glories 
would return. · 

"Over the sar.cophagus wu in
scribed a curse against anyone 
who should ever tamper with the 
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tombs. The widespread legend suf
tic:ed to keep them inviolate against 
both desert robbers and the Moslem 
invaders of the country. We were 
the first to open them.'' 

"But, Neil, you don't believe in 
that stuff about the curse, do you?" 
I asked him. 

"Well, I didn't.'' answered Neil, 
"when I went along with the 
University of Virginia expedition. 
But what happened? Lord Carding
ham, who had largely financed the 
expedition, fell into an excavation 
and broke his neck. Burke was 
taken sick with a mysterious fever 
and died within a day. Plague, 
they called it-but there . is no 
plague in Upper Egypt. 
� "Watrous. pricked his finger with 
a thorn splinter and died of blood 

;'poisoning. Three .of our natives 
'died mysteriously within a week. ; . 
iLewts and Holmes were taken ill 
:and sent down to the coast. Lewis 
died, and Holmes was drowned 
when his vessel was shipwrecked 
off Sicily. 

"By that time, I was the last one 
eft • .  I was supposed to be immune 

against the curse, because I was 
the physician of the party. I didn't 
believe--but I had seen too much to · 
disbelieve. I determined to sift the lmatter to the bottom. 

"I succeeded, by bribes, in per
:suading some of the natives to load 
the coffins and trophies · upon a fiat
bottomed boat. I managed to get 
them down to the coast and so to 
America. Doctor Coyne, with whom 
I had worked, and one of the lead-· 
ing neurologists of the world, sug
gested that I should have the use of 
this old house, · which he owns, in 
which to carry out my experiment." 

"What experiment.?" I asked, 
looking at Neil incredulously, for 
his face was almost fanatical. 

"F IRST,"' aMwered Neil, ••y 
must have it from your own 

Hps that you are prepared -to asao-

date yourself with me, taking your 
chance of coming under the curse.'' 

"I've told you I'm in to the limit." 
I answered. ••But so far as the curse 
is concerned, I think it's a lot of 
poppycock.'' 

Neil looked at me in a queer way, 
and walked to the papyrus. He be
gan translating : 

"That Menes, the accursed 
one, who has been utterly de
stroyed by fire, may never· re
turn to any earthly habitation · 
. . . the curse of Horus, the 
curse of Anubis, of Osiris, · of 
Hapimou, of the Nile god, of 
Shu, of the winds, of the god 
Mesti, the hawk-headed, rest 
upon him who shall violate 
these toinbs. May he die by. 
water, thorn, and fire . • • •  " 

"Does it r�ly say •thorn,' Neil ?" 
I asked, remembering that Watrous 
had died from a thorn splinter. 

"May he die by pestilence 
and the winds and shipwreck, 
and by the beak and claw of 
Meati. May his bowels be con
sumed by inward fire, and he · 
and· all his perish. May be. • • • 

"But I reckon that's enough," 
continued Neil, looking back at 
me from the papyrus. His manner 
grew almost furtive. ..How would 
you like to take a look at the little 
princess ?" he asked in a low tone. 

••I certainly should," I answered. 
.. Do you mean to say • . • ?" 

uy es, I've opened them all. Of 
course the dampness of Pequod 
Island would play havoc with them. 
But, you see, the experiment . . . .  " 

. He broke off, went to the cabinet, 
and took out a chisel, which he in
serted in the edge of the mummy 
casket. Evidently be had opened · 

• the casket a number of times, .for 
the lid, whi-ch was perfectly pre
served, despite the centuries tb�t 
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had passed, slid of£, disclosing a 
plainer and unpainted coffin. The_ 
lid of this Neil removed in tul'n, 
and I saw before. me the mummy of 
the young girl, swathed in the 
rotting linen fabric, which diffused 
an almost unbearable odor of 
natron and spices. 

Only the contours were visible. 
The linen swathed the whole head 
and body like a winding sheet. Yet 
I could see that it had been un· 
wound and wound repeatedly, and, 
I imagined, by Neil. 

His hands were shaking. He no 
longer seemed aware of my pres· 
ence. Nor of the sudden fluttering 
of wings without the shuttered 
windows, and the rending of claws 
against the bars. 

SOMEHOW the proximity of 
the hawks seemed to me to be 

connected with what Neil was 
doing. I shuddered at the sound. 

· But it  was not repeated, and I 
watched Neil begin to unwind the 
upper layer of linen, so that the 
contours of the mummy's head 
gradually grew plainer. 

I saw tufts of dark hair appear, 
and I was amazed at its perfect 
preservation. It was the eeriest ex· 
perience I had ever known, to stand 
there and see this figure of the 
long-dead Egyptian princess grad
ually coming to light. 

Of a sudden Neil stopped in the 
midst of his work, looked around 
and saw me. For an instant he 
stared at me as if he did not rec
ognize me, ·as if I was some hostile 
intruder. And I, in turn, was as
tonished at the transformation that 
had come over him. 

He looked again as he had looked 
at the moment of our, meeting in 
the doorway. That lean, cadaverous 
form of his looked rather like that 
of a desert sheik than of a twen· 
tieth-century American. 

"Jim-what the devil !" he he
can. and then seemed to recollect 

me. He pulled himself together with 
a visible effort. 

"I'm all worked up over this busi
ness, Jim," he said. "Excuse me if 
I seem queer. I was going to show 
you the mummy of Amen-Ra, but 
I guess she'll keep.'' 

.. Now that you've gone so far, I'd 
like to see the rest," I answered. 
But he was already staring· into 
space as if I had vanhthed com· 
pletely from his consciousness. And 
mechanically his hands went on un
winding the linen shroud. 

One more turn, I thought-but 
there were several, for the material 
was now · as fine as silk, �nd per
fectly preserved. Another turn, and 
another, and still two mor e ;  and 
then, just as I was beginning to 
wonder when the process would 
come to an end, the last layer feH 
away, and the face and tor&O of the 
Amen-Ra were revealed to me. 

I STARED at the face and 
gasped. Tbis a mummy ? . This 

the face of a girl who had died 
countless centuries before? Why, 
she might only just have died. The 
skin, with its delicate olive tinge, 
was perfectly preserved, it even 
seemed slightly flushed, as if the 
blood pulsated underneath its 
peach-smooth surfa-ce. The eyes 
were closed, but there was the hint 
of a pupil beneath the white eye
lid, shaded with long. black lashes. 

And it  seemed to me as if the 
ghost of a smile hovered about the 
mouth, a smile, a loving, mocking 
smile, as if · the d�ad girl's last 
thoughts had been of the man to 
whom she had sworn by the god 
Horus that neither life nor death 
should separate them I 

I looked at that· face. with its 
beauty and high breeding, and the 
tragedy of the old story gripped 
my heart. This girl seemed so alive ! 
It  was incredible that all this had 
happened in the dim dawn of his
tory. 
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Suddenly Neil flung himself 
down before the coffin. His hands 
clasped the sides of the wooden 
case. He looked into the face of the 
dead princess, and a sobbing moan 
came from his lips. 

"Amen-Ra ! Amen-Ra !" he cried. 
"I love you still, and ever I have 
awaited you. I have been true to 
the oath we swore together, and 
Horus, whom we trusted, will yet 
restore us to one another I Do you 
not know me? Wake from your 
long sleep and speak to me. Look 
at me, and tell me that you love 
me still." 

And then strange sounds burst in 
impassioned utterance from his lips. 
I .supposed it was ancient Egyptian 
that he was speaking. I . moved 
forward and laid my hand upon his 
shoulder. 

"Neil," I said, "you mustn'-t · give 
way like this. Pull yourself to
gether, man 1., 

But his whole form was rigid as 
a rock, or, rather, like that of a 
man in catalepsy. And as I hesi
tated, uncertain what to do, once 
more there came that horrid rend
ing of claws against the outside 
of the shuttered windows. 

Of course everything was per
fectly clear in my mind. Neil f'ar
rant's mind had become unhinged 
by brooding over his companions' 
death. He had lived with his mum
mies hourly, almost, since he had 
smuggled -them out of Egypt--and 
he had lived alone. Again I sought 
to bring bim back to himself, but 
with equal unsuccess. 

"Do you not remember Menes, 
Princess Amen-Ra ?" he asked, as 
he stroked the chill cheek. "Will 
you not wake, only for one little 
instant, and temember?" 

And then something happened 
that I knew must be imagination, 
but I went staggering back like a 
tipsy man. I could have sworn that 
the eyelids of the dead princess 
fluttered slightly, and that the faint 

smile about the corners of her 
mouth deepened just the least bit in 
the world. And I stood helpless, 
while Neil kneeled there and fon
dled the mummy's cheek, and again 
I could have sworn that the eye
lids fluttered. 

From the sanitarium came the 
deep baying of one of the blood
hounds, and another and another 
took up the_ cry. I stood there, help
less, watching the living man make 
love to the dead woman. 

CHAPTER III 
Doctor Coyne 

I
T was the sharp ringing· of the 
telephone in the next room that 

startled Neil from · his spell. He 
leaped to his feet and stood star
ing from me to the mummy until 
his clouded brain seemed to clear. 

"Well, Jim, you've seen her," he 
said ; and I could tell from his 
tones that be was utterly unaware 
of the scene that had just been 
enacted. "Pretty little thing, wasn't 
she, and astonishingly lifelike,· evel\ 
yet. I've been waiting for you to 
come down and help· me with my 
experiment to-night� Coyne believes 
in it. It explains all the mystery of 
the whole process ·of mummification 
--all that the explorers and Egyp
tologists have_ been trying to dis
cover-" 
_But he broke off as the telephone 

began again to ring insistently, and 
moved toward the door. He was 
quite his normal self now. 

.. 1 guess that's Coyne," he said. 
"I forgot to tell you that I was 
to bring you over there to dinner 
to-night. Excuse me while I an
swer it." 

He hurried out of the room. I 
was convinced that Nell recalled 
nothing of t�at wild outburst of 
his. He seemed like a man with 
a dual personality. No doubt in hit. 
alternating state of incoherence he 
had imagined himself to be the half-
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mythical Menes, the princess' lover 
of centuries before. 

Again I looked at the face of the 
dead· princess in the light of the 
electric cluster. What fools one's 
imagination can make of one! I had 
been as sure as I could be sure of 
anything that a sort of semivitality 
lingered in her, that her mouth and 
eyelids had moved, though I had 
refused to believe my senses. 

And · my senses had tricked me. 
For now I could see that the face, 
beautiful though it still was, and 
looking almost as natural as life, 
was simply the well-preserved face 
of a mummy. Th�re was no trace of 
vitality about those waxen fea
tures. 

I heard Neil on the telephone: 
"Yes, Coyne, Dewey's here. G_ot 
here about an ltour ago. I've told 
him we're dining with you, and 
we'll be over right away. The ex
periment? To-night, maybe, if 
you're agreeable. Yes, indeed, Jim 
Dewey's the right man. I trust him 
more than I'd trust another living 
soul." 

I heard Neil hang the receiver 
up, and he came back to me. 

"Yes, it's Coyne," he aaid. "He 
wants me to bring you over. He's 
a fine fellow, and you'll enjoy meet
ing him. We'll have to hurry. I 
must wrap .up this mummy first, 
though. The air's. too damp. I 
ough�n't to have ·unrolled the ban
dages, but do you know, Jim," he 
laughed, "I've taken quite a liking 
to the little lady. Odd a fellow 
falling in love with a mununy, eh ?" 

He kneeled down and with deft. 
experienced fingers rerolled the 
linen bandages, until nothing of the 
princess was visible except the con
tours. Then he replaced the ·inner 
and the outer shells. 

"Ready, Jim?" he asked. "Let's 
start, then. It's only five minutes' 
walk over there. You go out first, 
and I'll see that none of those 
damned hawks gets ln.'' 

I STEPPED out of the house. 
. High overhead, against the 
moon, I saw the soaring covey, but 
this time the hawks made no at
tempt to interfere with us, and in 
another moment Neil had joined 
me. closing and locking the door 
b�hind him. 

"I keep this place shut up tight, .. 
he said. "Those villagers have an 
insatiable curiosity, and they 
learned all about the mummies from 
one of the Sunday newspapers. 
There's a fellow named Jones who 
runs the ferry, who's the worst of 
the lot. Always prowling around 
here. Coyne calls him the Old In
corruptible, because he once re
fused an offer of five thousand dol
lars from the brother of one of the 
patients to get his brother out o£ 
the sanitarium.'' 

We walked along side by side, 
striking a track that ran inland i11 
the direction of the asylum. A 
storm was coming up, and great 
waves were pounding the beach 
steadily, yet the air was deathly 
still, oppressive and suffocating. I 
was wonderi11g if Neil remembered 
anything of what had happened . . 

"We'll have to shoot off those 
hawks," he said. "I believe the smell 
of natron from the mummies affects 
them as catnip · affects the feline 
tribe. I've tried to shoot them, but 
they're too wary." 

But he had told me that the 
hawks wouldn't die, and I had seen 
him almost tear the head of one 
from its body, without destroying 
ita lifer 

I glanced sidewise at him. He 
was again the Nell Farrant whom 
I had known, save that he w6s 
leaned and bronzed by the Egyptian 
suns. 

I determined to speak to Doctor 
Coyne about him, if I found the 
doctor approachable. 

We passed beneath some fine old 
live-oaks, of massive size, then 
crossed a wide and well-kept lawn.· 
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There was DO fence, and no sign 
of the bloodhounds. In one place 
were the tennis nets, in another a 
bowling green, with no evidence 
even of night guards. 

There were a number of smaller 
buildings grouped about the main 
one, all of them lit. The institution 
presented a fine, well-kept, and up
to-date appearance. VVhic·h was, in 
fact, in keeping with its reputation, 
for I knew that some of the inmates 
came from the wealthiest families 
in the region. 

We rang the bell of the front 
door, and a nurse in uniform opened 
it. · She smiled at Neil. 

"I believe the doctor's waiting 
for you," she said. "Please step in
side." 

IN another- moment we were in 
the presence of Doctor Coyne in 

a large reception room, beyond 
which I could see the medical office, 
with its cabinet of instruments, 
chair, and other appliances. Neil 
preaented me, and Doctor Coyne 
took my band, giving me a keen, 
searching lOQk as be did so. 

He was an elderly man, between 
sixty and seventy, as I should 
judge, with scrutinizing blue eyes · 
and a deeply . wrinkled face. Judg
ment and character were imprinted 
on it. A man who knew human na
ture in the raw, as such a man 
must necessarily know it. 

"I'm delighted to make your ac
quaintance, Mr. Dewey," he said. 
"Farrant bas often spoken to me 
of you, and �ow anxious he was to 
get you to collaborate· with him in 
his work. I think you are both 
extremely fortunate. And now, since 
dinner is ready, let's go in, with
out formalities." He looked at my 
face. "I hope you didn't get those 
scratches trying to find the way 
across our island?" he asked. 

"No, we wete attacked by some 
hawks," I said, as be started to
ward the dining room. 

Coyne's brow clouded. ••They're 
pests,"· he answered. ..I'm sorry 
you had such an experience · im
mediately upon your arrival. 
They're a sort of fish hawk peculiar 
to Pequod Island, and for some rea- · 

son seem to have turned vicious 
and to attack human beings. We've 
organized shooting parties, but 
they're too wary." 

At : a number of small tables in 
the dining room, men and women 
were already at· dinner. Some of 
them rose and bowed at the doc
tor's entrance, others continued 
their meal as if unaware of his 
presence, or unwilling to pay him 
the courtesy. 

I noticed that there were more 
waiters than could possibly be 
needed. Some of these were stand
ing against the walls, taking no part 
in the service, and I guessed that 
they were probably attendants in 
waiters' garb. 

The doctor led the way to a small 
table at the farther end of the room, 
ftanked by two enormous bow. win
dows, through which I could see 
the lights of the village in . the dis
tance. The pounding of the surf 
was very heavy, and there was still 
that oppressive sense in the air. 

Coyne drew me out over a very 
good meal. I told him about lily 
formed friendship with Neil, and 
of the post at the Biological Insti
tute that I bad relinquished at his 
request, in order to join him in his 
experiments on the Island. 

"Has our friend here shown you 
the mummy of the pretty little 
princess?" asked Coyne. "If . not, 
you've missed a treat." . And, as he 
spoke, he gave me a queer look that 
I could not quite interpret. 

. "Yes," I answered. "She must 
have been a beauty .in her day."· 

"Her story is a most romantic 
one, according to the papyrus," said 
Coyne. "Farrant, y,ou haven't told 
Mr. Dewey about the experiment 
yet?" 
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I glanced at Neil, who answered 
Indifferently, "No, I. haven't tol4 
him. We must try it to-night, 
though, Doctor. I've only been 
waiting for Jim's arrival." 

"Well, we'U see if it can be 
done," replied the doctor. I could 
see tbat he was somewhat ill at 
ease, but could not divine the rea
son. Neil was fidgeting with his 
knife and fork. Somehow it seemed 
to me that we were all at cross 
purposes. 

"I SUPPOSE these people here 
are all convalescents?" I ' 

asked, to change the subject. 
"Unfortunately no,'' answered the 

doctor in a lowered voice. "As a 
matter of fact, I take in general 
only the more or less hopeless 
cases. Occasionally a patient of 

· mine recovers, but usually It is in 
the face of the t�xt books. Now that 
man, for instance,'' he went on, 
l"ndicating a placid, elderly gentle
man in evening clothes, whom I 
had noticed eating his, dinner with 
a wooden spoon, "is liable to out
bunts of homicidal frenzy. I have 
succeeded in convincing him that 
the handling of knives and forks 
seta up injurious galvanic currents 
in his system. You may notice that 
be Is under pretty close observation 
by the attendants. After dinner I 
shall have pleasure in ahowing you 
some of my other cases, which are 
unable to mingle with the rest."' 

At this moment a women at a 
. table near us dropped her knife 
and fork with a clatter. 

"This meat is electrified, Doc
tor I" she cried, leaping to her feet. 
"It's shot through and through 
with "gamma rays t I appeal to you, 
Doctor, do you permit my enemies 
to carry on their murderous work 
under your very nose?" 

"Erutus, bring me Mrs. Latham's 
. plate," said the doctor calmly to a 

colored wa�ter. "Please slt down 
and compose yourself, Mrs. Latham. 

Another plate for Mrs. Latham 
from the kitchen, please. If any 
such attempt has been made, 
madam, we shall spare no eft' orts 
to get to the bottom of the trou
ble." 

"But they're too powerful for 
you !" shrilled the woman. "My 
�nemies can use your laboratory to 
insert gamma rays in my food, and 
after all I've gone thr�ugh, just 
because of my wretched little bit of 
money !" 

An elderly woman in the uni
form of a nurse appeared upon the · 
scene and touched Mrs. Latham on 
the arm. Still expostulating, she 
suffered herself. to . be led away. 
With her departure, the evident 
signs of rising excitement on the 
part of the rest of the diners died 
down, and the meal was resumed. 

"That plate shall be examined in 
my laboratory as soon as possible," 
observed Coyne, as If with the 
purpose of satisfying everybody. I 
was interested in the way the doc
tor had· handled the incident. Soon 
the diners were eating and chatting · 
pleasantly, as if there had been no 
interruption. 

B
UT there was something queer 

about the relations between 
the doctor and Neil. In fact, it 
almost seemed to me as if Coyne's 
attitude toward Neil was a medical 
one--as U Neil, too, was a patient. 
I was watching it and wondering 
when the dinner ended. By ones 
and twos and little groups the 
patients filed· out of the room. Aa 
soon as �e last of them bad gone, 
Coyne rose suddenly. 

"Farrant," he said, "if you really 
mean to try that experiment this 
evening, I can be with you in an 
hour.'' 

"Splendid," answered Neil. "Then 
I'll hurry back with Jim.'' 

"I think it might be better for 
you to have everything re�dy when 
I bring Mr. Dewey with me,'' an-
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swered Coyne. ..You'll remember I 
promiaed to · show him some of 
those · cases of mine.'' 

Neil looked irresolute, whil� 
Coyne's manner had grown almost 
peremptory. "Well, just as you say.'' 
said Neil after a moment's hesita
tion. "Don't disappoint me, though. 
You see--well, I outlined the idea 
to you." 

"I'll come, whatever happens," 
answered Coyne. ccy ou can rely 
upon me.'' 

Neil left the house. The doctor 
watched him go. He turned to me. 
"Poor Farrant!" he said. "He's suf
fering from mental itWtabiHty 
brought on ·by his experiences in 
Egypt and by overwork.'' 

_.You mean that he' a insane?" I 
asked in amazed horror. Of a sud
den everything seemed· to be grow
ing clear to me. 
_.Insanity," replied Coyne slowly, 

"is a mere medical term. Certainly 
Farrant was not brought here as a 
patient." The doctor paused. · "But 
since he has been here • • . •  How
ever, I think it might be better to 
postpone what I was going to tell 
you until we have visited the cases 
that I was speaking about. They 
have an intimate relationship-but 
there, again. • . .'' 

CHAPTER IV 
Rita Ware 

HE broke off oddly, and con
ducted me out of the main 

building and into another opposite 
it, a smaller one separated by a 
graveled driveway. In the lobby a 
uniformed nu�se was sitting. She 
rose up as we entered. Nodding to 
her, Coyne led the way up two 
flights of stairs to an upper story, 
which ran the whole length of . the 
building, and had a number of doors 
on either side of the main corridor. 

Two other nurses were seated in 
wicker chairs in a recess about the 
middle of this. 

.. Anything been happening, Miss 
Crawford?" Coyne inquired of one 
of them, speaking in his brusque 
way. 

"I'm afraid old Mr. Friend is 
going· to pass out to-night,'' she 
answered • .-He's very low.'' 

"We'll take a look at him,'' .said 
Coytle, and turned to me. "Some of 
my oldest patients seem to be about 
to leave this earthly scene, and they 
all seem to have taken it into their 
heads to make their exit together.'' 

The nurse unlocked one of the 
doors, and we entered. On the bed, 
looking . as if he was in his last 
stupor, lay a very old man, with
ered and dried to almost-mummylike 
proportions. It was odd to see how 
he seemed shriveling ittto that con
dition while life remained in him, 
as if he had been embalmed by the 
Egyptians thousands of years ago. 
It seemed impossible that life could 
be �ntinuing in that withered 
frame. He lay perfectly stU.l, breath
ing very faintly, and apparently in 
his last .coma. · 

There came a fluttering of wings 
against the screen of the window, 
which I noti-c-ed was at least twice 
as thick and strong as ari ordinary 
acreen. For a moment one of the 
obscene fowls clung there with its 
claws, its vicious eyes staring into 
mine. 

Then, as the doctor 
threatening gesture with 
it disappeared silently 
night. 

made a 
his band, 
into the 

The doctor turned to the nurse. 
ccif you notice any change, have 
Doctor Sellers administer a strong 
intravenous injection," he ordered. 
uwe must keep him alive as long 
as possible. How about the others?" 
· ccThey're about the same as they 

were," the nurse replied. 
She unlocked several doors suc

cessively. There were three other 
old men, all pretty near the end · of 
their lives' journeys. Two of them 
lay stretched out on their beds in 
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a semiconscious state, the third was 
seated in a chair, staring in front 
of him. He paid not the slightest 
attention to our entrance. 

"This one baa been with me for 
twenty�three years," said the doc· 
tor in a low voice. "How ar-e you 
feeling to�night, Mr. Weiland ?•• he 
asked, touching the old man on 
the shoulder. 

Slowly Welland turned his head 
around, as if it moved by some 
smooth mechanism. I shuddered at 
the look in his eyes. Why, they 
were the eyes of a mummy, painted 
on a mummy case I The old man 
muttered something and then re· 
lapsed into his stupor. 

"Yes, he's pretty far gone," whia� 
pered Coyne to me, and, signing to 
the nurse to leave the room, be led 
me into the little embrasure of the 
window. 

"BEFORE I show you my last 
patient, Dewey," be said, "I 

think we ought to come to an un· 
derstanding. Especially in view of 
the experiment that poor Farrant 
is planning to perform to�night. 
You are going to see--whether it 
succeeck or not-extraordinary 
things of whose existence I myself 
was for a long time skeptical. I 
was forced to believe in them after 
--after Farrant came to the Island. 

"He's spoken to me a lot about 
you, Dewey, and I don't mind ad· 
mitting that I've looked up y9ur 
record. Also,. I'm a pretty shrewd 
judge of men. Our acquainta�ce has 
been short, · but I believe you are 
peculiarly the proper person to as
sist in the experiment. In short, 
I have faith in you, Dewey, and I 
perceive in you that very rare . 
thing : an open mind. 

''I told you Farrant is not him
self. It is a case of what is known 
as dual personality. Of course s-pch 
cases are not rare, but they are · 
rarer than they are supposed to 
be." 

I didn't know what he was drlv· 
ing at. I looked over his shoulder, 
to meet the mummy eyes of old 
Mr. Weiland, seated· in his chair. 
Why was Coyne showing me his 
patients, and what had these to do 
with Farrant and his mummies? 
Somehow I believed there was a 
close connection. The doctor had 
hinted at one. 

· 

"You are famiHar with the litera
ture upon . the subject?" asked the 
doctor. · 

As it happened, I was, and I told 
him so. He seemed delighted. 

"I run this sanitarium on what 
mig.ht be called unorthodox lines," 
he said. "It has been suspected for 
a long time that cases of dual per· 
sonality, so-called, are really cases 
of possession." 

"By-what·?'' 
'·'By other entities, l>ewey." 
"You mean-by the dead?" I 

blurted out. 
"By other entities, liv�ng or 

dead," Coyne answered. "The-re is 
undoubtedly another entity that is 
endeavoring to take possession of 
Neil Farrant. I think that, on oc
casion, it has succeeded. And i.t is 
possible that you have already no· 
deed it." 

"But-but. • . ." I stammered. 
The suggestion that th� long-dead 
Egyptian, Menes, was attempting 
to control the body o£ Neil Farrant 
violated all the canons of common 
sense for me. I saw the doctor ob
serving me with his shrewd ga.ze. 

"Let us go and see our last 
patient, Dewey," was the only com
ment he vouchsafed, and led the 
way out into the hall, where the 
nurse was waiting for us. 

"Min Ware?" he asked. 
"She's exact·ly the same as she's 

been for .the past two weeks," the 
woman replied. 

"I'll see her," said Coyne. "This," 
he explained to me, "is a case of 
what is called dementia praecox. 
For;- weeks at a time the patient 
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will remain-in the aame atate, with
out apparent consciousness. Miaa 
Rita Ware comes of a noted· south
ern family, and was at one · time 
engaged to marry a fine young 
fellow, the son of a millionaire 
cotton-mill proprietor. She broke 
the engagement. Soon after, symp
toms of insanity developed. She has 
been with me for nearly a year.u 

"I S there no hope for her?" I 
asked. 

.. Dementia praecox, a dieease of 
adolescence, is generally considered 
incurable," replie4 Coyne. "In some 
cases, with my methods, I have ac
complished a good deal. But, as I 
said, they are unorthodox, and I 
have to rely mainly on myself, 
though Sellers, a young fellow 
whom I am training-.well, he's 
learning to apply them." 

He shrugged his shoulders again. 
HWell," he said to the nurse, "let's 
take a look at Miss Ware.'' 

The nurse . led the way to a door 
at the end of the long corridor, and 
unlocked it. The room within was 
much: larger than the other rooms 
that I had seen. In the light of the 
small electric bulb that burned over 
the bed, I could see that it was · 
tastefully furnished, with pictures, 
bright hangings, and rugs. 

Seated in a large .wicker arm
chair, her face turned away from . 
us, . was a young woman. Like the 
others, she gave no sign of recog
ni.zing us as we entered the room. 
Doctor Coyne moved round in front 
of her and peered into her face. He 
raised an arm, which, when he re
leased it, dropped immediately back 
into its position.· 

.. Come here, Dewey, please," said 
Coyne in an authoritative tone. 

_"Keep your aelf-contro.l. Look into 
her face, and-you may begin . to 
understand." 

I moved toward the chair. And at 
that instant the storm broke with 
maniacal fury. ·The light in the 

room went out, the lights that 
streamed through the windows of 
the buildinga upon the lawn van
ished instantly. There came a vivid 
lightning ftasb, and a thunderclap. 

· And the storm· broke. Not within 
a few seconds, but instantaneously. 
The howling of the wind aeemed 
to rock the building. A d�luge of 
water poured in through the open 
window. Simultaneously, from out
aide, came what sounded like the 
shriek of a lost soul. 

For an instant, in the light of 
the ftash, which split the heavens 
in twain, I saw the hideous faces 
and atrong beaks of two of the 
hawks, peering in at me through 
the strong screen. The next, as if 
animated by som� diabolical fury, 
the winged d�vils had torn their 
way through, and were in the room 
-not two, but twenty of them. 

THE nurse scr-eamed. Coyn-e 
ripped out an oath. I put up 

my hands instinctively to protect 
my eyes. But the hawks seemed to 
have no d·esigns on me. One of 
them settled for an instant ·upon 
the head . of the unconscious girl, 
and then the devils were in the 
corridor. 

Coyne was cursing and shouting 
furiously as he ran in pursuit of 
them. "You fool, you fool !" he 
cried at the cowering nur�e. "You 
left those doors open l" He dashed 
into the nearest room, and I saw 
the dim shapes of three of th� 
hawks fty out within a foot of his 
head. 

Then all . the lights spddenly 
went on again. I was staring down 
at old Welland. He had dropped 
back in his chair, and his mummy 
�yes were closed. Death was on his 
�en features. At the same time 
screams came from the tooms ad-
joining : 

· 

"They're dead t They're all dead ! 
The lightning must have killed 
them t•• 
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A panic-stricken nurse with a 
white face came running toward 
Coyne. He simply pushed . her out 
of the way with his two hands. 
"Get those hawks!" be shouted. But 
they were already fluttering out of 
all the rooms that the nurse had in
advertently forgotten to lock, wing
ing out into the corridor through 
the doors, which swung to and fro 
violently as the gale blew through 
the · house. 

They seemed to me no longer 
vicious, but eager to effect their 
escape. And at last one of them 
found the open door of Rita Ware's 
room, and the whole flock followed 
it inside, and through the open 
window into the night. 

The fury of the ·storm was fright
ful. 1· could hear the patients in the 
buildings screaming with terror, 
and the shouts and running foot
steps of the attendants. Flashes of 
forked lightning alternated with 
peals of thunder, and all the while 
the rain came down like a deluge. 
The nurse had fallen in a faint in 
the corridor. One of the othera 
was bending over her, attempting 
to revive her; the third was running 
out of one room into another. All 
three of them had evidently lost 
their heads. 

But Coyne had darted into Rita 
Ware's room in pursuit of the 
birds. Now, as the last of them 
winged its way outside, he lifted 
the girl from the floor, to which she 
had slipped, and, bending over her, 
looked into her face. A cry broke 
from his lips. 

"Thank God they couldn't kill 
her, the devils !" he shouted ex
ultantly. "She's alive, Dewey, she's 
alive !" 

He looked up at me as I came 
through the doorway into the fu.ll 
blast of the gale. Coyne hadn't even 
thought of closing the window, and 
the water was still pouring in. I ran 
past Coyne, forced away the ripped 
screen that was hanging inside the 

room, and got the window down. I 
turned. The doctor was holding 
Rita Ware in his arms, as if she 
had been a statue. 

"Look at her, Dewey t'' said Coyne 
in a husky whisper. 

I looked. I gasped. The beautiful 
face of the unconscious girl was, 

.. feature for feature, line for line, 
the same as the face of the mummi
fied princess, Amen-Ra I 

CHAPTER V 

The Mummies Walre 

COYNE placed her back in the 
chair that she had occupied. 

"Hold her there, Dewey," he said, 
as footsteps came running along 
the corridor. "We've got to get her 
to Farrant's house aa soon · as pos
sible. Don't stir f Just hold her so 
she won't slip down again." 

He hurried out to meet the at
tendants, closing the door behind 
him. There followed a few quick 
interchanges. I gathered that some 
of the patients had become violent 
with terror. 

"No, no 1., cried Coyne · peremp· 
torily. "Let Sellers attend to them. 
He knows what to · do. Then let 
him come here and certify some 
deaths. rve got more pressing 
business." 

While he spoke, I was staring 
into Rita Ware's white face, trying 
to convince myself that the re
semblance waa · a chance one, and 
failing· utterly. I .knew ·now-knew 
for sure that there was some sub
tle connection between this girl and . 
the princess, and that Coyne had 
meant to · tell me about it. I knew 
that Neil's projected experiment 
had some reference to the connec
tion. Dazed, bewildered • . I held the 
unconscious girl, and heard the 
footsteps Clf the attendants and 
nurses die away along the corri
dor. 

Then Coyne was back in the 
room. "Well, Dewey, you've seen. 
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You understand now," he aaid. 
"Dewey, I trust you. I've got to. 
And you've got to work with me, 
for Farrant•s sake and the sake of 
us aU. We've got to get rid of 
those cursed mummies. �hey are 
alive, Dewey!• 

"Alive ?., I gasped. 
"Do you think the Egyptians 

were fools ? Those mummies have 
the brains and internal organs in
tact. It was only at a later period 
in Egyptian history that the priests 
lost the clue and eviseerated their 
dead. Those · mummies are alive, 
dried up, but capable of renewed 
life, just as many of the lower 
forms of life can be dried for 
months and brought back to life 
by being placed in a suitable me
dium. If only Farrant has kept 
thoae hellish hawks out of his 
place !., 

"But what are the hawks ? What 
is their connection with this busi
ness ? Surely they're just hawks 
that have gone mad or something." 
I protested. 

"I've no time to tell you now, 
Dewey. But you've probably 
guessed that Rita Wat'e Ia the re
incarnation of ·the Princess Amen
Ra. 

"Don't misunderstand me or fol
low a wrong · trail of wUd hy
potheses. I ·kn ow that the soul which 
forms the body of a human being, 
after assimilating its life · ex
perience, returns to make a bigger, 
better human being, guided by the 
1essons of the past. The trouble is 
that the soul of Amen-Ra has two 
bodies-two living bodies, Dewey, 
for its former habitation has not 
been destroyed. 

"QNE of them must die, either 
Rita Ware, or the mummy. 

And if it  is Rita Ware who dies, 
we shall be confronted with the · 
mummy of Amen-Ra, living on 
earth, and capable of God knows 
what mischief." 

. .. 'So that explains Miss Ware's 
mental state?., I asked. 

"You•ve hit it, Dewey. The body 
was here, the soul was-but that 
again, I'll explain to you when I 
have time. I · want you to promise 
to cooperate with me. I don•t know 
precisely what experiment Farrant 
is projecting, but I fancy be has 
devised some way of bringing those 
mummies back to life·. 

'•At the crucial moment, when 
the chanee comes, I am · going to 
try to put a spoke in his wheel, 
and destroy those devils, and
bring Rita Ware back to sane and 
normal life." · 

"You mean-" 
"No soul can occupy two bodies 

simultaneously, Dewey. Now the 
immediate job before us is to get 
Miss Ware to · Farrant's place. I've 
ordered my car brought round in 
front of the building. There it 
comes," he added, 1ls the ehug of 
the motor became audible beneath 
us. "Now let's get the poor girl into 
lt. 

"And pray, if you have faith, 
Dewey. The old, bestial Egyptian 
gods may have had no reality, but 
they did represent points of con
sciousness, so to speak, and in that 
sense they are a dreadful reality, 
the embodiment of those dark 
powers that are always waiting to 
seize upon some human mechanism 
in "'Order to manifest themselves. 

.. Come, let us get Miss Ware out 
to the car," he added. "I have sent 
the nurses away, and I want to 
leave before Sellers gets here." 

We picked up the unconscious 
girl. I noticed that a strange 
change had come over her. Every 
muscle of her body, which had been 
limp before, had stiffened, so that 
she was like a person in a catalep
tic trance. The flame of life was 
burning very low. in her, if it wa� 
not extinct already. Her face had 
the waxen hue of death, and .I 
could discern no signa of breathing. 
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Coyne'• finger-tips were on her 
pulse as we halted, holding her. 
••she's alive," he said, answering 
my thoughts. ••she is alive because 
abe is the reincarnation of Amen
Ra, and the thread of the new birth 
cannot be · snapped. Those four old 
men were merely strangers whose 
aoul• were taken for the mummies." 

"'Souls-taken?" I cried. 
..

. 
She is in no danger of death.'' 

he went on, without replying to me, 
••until the struggle between her 
body and the mummy body begins. 
Then we'll need to keep our heads 
and work together." 

I shuddered. All the skepticism 
in me had been killed somehow, 
though nothing had happened that 
could not have been satisfactorily 
explained. Between us we carried 
Rita Ware downstairs. A small car 
was standing at the door, with the 
engine. running, but there was no 
one in it. The uproar on the build
ings had quieted down, though a 
woman was shrieking at a lighted 
window, high up in the main struc
ture. 

But the storm still lashed the 
island with merciless severity. It 
seemed worse than ever. I could 
hear the breakers tearing frantically 
at the shingle on the ocean side, 
and, eves:t as we left the building, a: 
tall tree came crashing down some-
where. 

· 

IT was difficult getting Rita into 
the car. Her body -refused to 

accommodate itself to our efforts in 
the lea.t. It was necessary to prop 
her up on her feet in the rear c-om
partment, as if abe had been made 
of marble, and I · was afraid of 
breaking one of her limbs. 

"Don't be afraid," -said Coyne, as 
he . stepped into the driver's place. 
••It's the living woman against the 
mummy, with the. odds in our 
favor, if things turn out aa I ex
pect and hope. Only remember, 
we're fighting primarily to restore 

Miea Ware to llfe and sanity, and 
then to save N�il Farrant." 

"You don't · know what his ex
periment consists of?" I shouted 
above the roaring of the wind. 

... I do not, but I have gathered 
that he has some scheme for re
storing the dead princess to life, 
together with her attendants. And 
against that we must fight, Dewey. 

..We are dealing with a man who 
ie, in certain states, . a cunning 
madman, and it will require all our 
ingenuity to learn his plans, and 
thwart him." 

Another tree· went crashing down. 
The raging wind aeemed as if it 
would pick the car up bodiJy and 
hurl it from the road. The rain was 
still -coming down in a torrential 
deluge. The sound of the crashing 
waves was terrific. Mud splashed 
our aid-es in torrents as Coyne 
slowly picked his way toward Far
rant's house, through a morass. 
. . We saw the lights in it. Every 
room was illuminated. Suddenly 
Coyne jammed on the brakes. "God, 
look at that I" he ex-claimed. 

A corner of the too£ had been 
ripped away by the gal-e, and the 
slates and some of the bricks of 
the fallen chimney littered the 
track. Two big trees had been 
blown down, and the headlights 
show�d them immediately in our 
way. Coyne and I stepped out, and 
inatantly the deluge _wet us to the 
akin. 

But high overhead I saw the 
flock of hawks wheeling. They were 
immediately above the gap where 
the roof had been. 

"So they got in t" muttered 
Coyne. "That complicates things 
considerably for us, Dewey." 

"Shall we carry Miss Ware in?" 
I asked. 

He grasped my ann. "Don't you 
understand yet?" he cried . .. It's her 
life against that infernal mummy's, 
that damned vampb·e's. The body 
of the princess must be reduced to 
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ashes. That's what I've come for. 
And that's what Farrant must not 
suspect.'' 

We lifted Rita Ware out of the 
car and carried her toward the 
front door. I was afraid of the hell
ish birds, but they made no at· 
tempt to molest us. Round and 
round they circled, now floating 
upon the win4, now swooping with 
apparent aimlessness, till another 
current caught them and sent them 
winging upward again. And so, 
drenched through and through, we 
reached the front door. 

COYNE rapped. No answer came. 
Somewhere inside the house 

we could hear Neil sb,outinit in
coherently. The doctor beat a thun· 
derous tattoo with the old-fnhioned 
iron knocker, and after an interval 
we heard Neil's footsteps within. 
He unbarred the door and stood 
staring at us in that uncompre
hending way that I had noticed be
fore. Then of a sudden he knew us. 

"For God's sake hurry I We're 
. drenched I" shouted Coyne. 

He stood aside grudgingly, and 
we went in. He seemed to take no 
notice of the girl we were carrying. 

"They got inside, the devils !" he · 
shouted. "And they visited you 
first. I know I I'll sbo� you I They 
got through the rip in the roof, 
and they've performed their part. 
The mummies are glad. They're 
having the time of their livea at 
the prospect of freedom. They're 
trying to get out of their caskets 
-Lord, I've been laughing. But 
they're mine, my slaves, obedient to 
my willl" 

He uttered an inaan·e · laugh, 
clutched at the doctor's sleeve, and 
thrust his face into his. 

· 

"They'll have to wait a while, 
even the little prini:ess. I'm not 
going to let them out until I've got 
my experiment under way. But it 
will be one grand . Uttle experi
ment l" he shouted. 

We two were standing in the 
passage, holding the body of Miss 
Ware, which lay between us, stiff 
as a log of wood. Neil looked at it. 

"What's this you're bringing 
me?" he asked. 

"One of my patients," answered 
·Coyne, assuming · that masterful 
manner of his that quickly seemed 
to dominate the other. "I'm going 
to perform a little experiment of 
my own." 

Neil looked into Rita Ware's face. 
"Hum, pretty girl l" he laughed. 
"Well, they're always welcome. 
Maybe the little princess will like 
her for an attendant when she gets 
out. She's used to attendants, you 
know, and we didn't have the luck 
to dig up any." 

I was astounded that Nell seemed 
to detect no resemblance between 
Rita Ware and the prin-cess, though 
the hall was flooded with light. 

"Well, let's go in," said Neil. "It 
won't take long, though I guess it 
will seem longer than it is." 

HE led the way through the 
two rooms into the museum. 

The lights were on, not only in the 
clusters overhead, but in brackets 
on tho walls that bad escaped my 
observation that afternoon. Tho 
room was flooded with light. But in
stantly my attention · was riveted . 
upon the five caskets that stood in 
a row �gainat the rear wall. 

From each of four of them there 
came a creaking, groaning sound, 
followed by a horrible tapping, aa 
of knuckles against wood I 

Neil stepped · toward them. 
"You're lively, old fellows, and I 
don't blame you after aU this time, .. 
he said. "But you'll have to wait 
your . turna. Why don't you take a 
t'esson from the princess ? See how 
nicely abe's behaving I" 

. · He looked at the fifth casket, 
which stood in its place at the end 
of the row, and, in contrMt to th4t 
rest, was absolutely silent. · 
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· A faint ·and muftled groan <broke 
from within one of the caskets. It 
chilled my blood. N�il ·kicked it. 
and there followed the same 
rhythmic tap-tapping that I had 
heard before. 

Only the knuckles of a hand 
could have made that sound. I 
glanced at Coyne, and saw that he 
was almost as overcome as myself. 

With a great effort I took an
other · step �oward the caskets and 

. listened. There was no question but 
that the sounds came from within 
them. The outer lids were on them 
All, and there was no visible move
ment. 

And yet I knew, beyond aU possi
bility of doubt, that the hideous 
mummies were alive in.side them. 
And they were trying to get out! 

And all over ·the caskets I could 
see the footprints of the hawks, 
as if the · obscene birds had been 
perching. there I 

CHAPTER VI 

Neii's Experiment 

FOR a ·moment, I confetss, I was 
overcome with. horror. I stag

gered back against the wall. Neil 
Farrant· roared with laught�r. 

"I tried to convey to you in my 
wire that you might expect queer 
experiences, Jiin !'' he shouted. 
••y ou tell him about the hawks, 
Doctor." 

••newey, it's this way," said 
Coyne. ••The hawk was a sacred 
bird in ancient Egyptian myth
ology. Mesti, the hawk-god, was · 
venerated above all others, except 
Osiris and HortH� His special func
tion was supposed to be to carry 
away the soul of the dead person, 
and bring it back when the cycle 
of mummi-fication ended, and the 
dead were restored to life. Do you 
get me, Dewey?" 

••vou mean-those birds-carried 
the souls of those old men-into 
the bodies of these mummies?" 

"Dewey, I'm not committing my
self to a statement of my beliefs. 
I am simply telling you the myth, 
as Farrant asked me to," answered 
tbe doctor. 

I think I shook my head. No, it 
was too incredible that the hawks 
had transferred the souls of dying 
persons into those casket!�. I was 
trying to retain my normal facul
ties. Yet all the while it went on, 
that horrible rapping, creaking, 
groaning· from within the caskets . 
Neil turned toward them. 

••Au .right, all right, old fel
lows !" he cried. '"I'll let you out. 
But don't be in such a hurry. Give 
a fellow a chance I;' 

He snatched up the chisel and 
began rapidly prying off one of the 
lids. He removed that of the inner 
case, and the pungent odor of aro
matic spices at once began to fill 
the room again. And I cried out iri 
horror at what I saw. So did . 
Coyne ! 

For the shapeless form of the 
mummy insid«! the· case was moving 
within its linen wrappings. It was 
wriggling, undulating, like some 
horrible larva, struggling against 
the bandages that held it. 

I WATCHED it, unable to be
lieve · the evidence of my eyes. 

And yet I knew they were not 
lying to me. The movements went 
on and on. At times the thing 
would fall into quiescence, as if ex
hausted by the efforts that tt had 
made, and then the horrible con
tortions would begin once more. 

· I was so sick with horror that 
many of · the detai.ls of that awful 
scene escaped me. But 1 kn-ew that 
Neil was prying off the lids of the 
caskets in quick succession, and 
that the stench of natron had be
come almost unbearable. And 
within each casket there lay, not 
the quiet mummy that had been 
there for uncounted centuries, but 
a writhing larva that struggled des-
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perately to free itself from the 
wrappings that enclosed it, while 
mewing sounds came from the dead 
lips. 
Then, last of all, Neil lifted the 

lids from the mummy of the prin
cess. Sick though I was, acutely, 
physically si·ck, I moved forward 
to see, impelled by curiosity that 
could not be suppressed. 

A men-Ra's eyes were wide open! 
The eyeballs were not shrunken. 
The iris was · a deep brown, the 
pupils large and luminous. They 
were the eyes of one who saw. She 
saw! She was watching Neil's face, 
and the little s·mile about her lips 
had deepened. 

The swathes of linen, which had 
been carelessly refolded, hung 
loosely about her. But she was 
not attempting, like the other mum
mies, to free �erself from them. 
She was not stirring. 

And she was not a mummy. She 
was a woman. The waxen look had 
disappeared from her skin, which 
had the flush of pulsating blood be
neath it. The tissues beneath we.re 
those of a living person. It was a 
living face that I was looking at. 

And it was · the face of Rha 
Ware. There was not a particle of 
difference between the two faces. 
They might have been twins. But 
t�ey were not twins. They were 
identically the same. person I 

Coyne leaped to the farther end 
of the roo.m, picked Rita up in his 
arms, and laid her down beside the 
casket. ''Farrant,"' he cried, "look I 
For God's sake, look I Can't you see 
that these two are the same ?•• 

Neil glanced carelessly at Rita? 
''The same? How do you mean, the 
same?'' he asked carelessly. "There 
is a certain superficial resemblance, 
but that's all. What on earth are 
you driving at, Doctor?" 

He stepped back to the cabinet. · 
I saw Amen-Ra'a eyes moving, fol
lowing him. And the unconscious, 
liv�ng women and · the conscious 

dead one lay side by side. But it 
was the dead one that had the flush 
of health on the face, deepening 
every instant, and the living one 
who looked as white as death. 

NEIL had taken something out 
of the cabinet. It was a dish 

of obsidian, · of a dull green, and 
deep, shaped almost like a flower 
vase. Into it, from a paper, he 
poured a quantity of grayish pow
der. He set it down on a table 
and looked at us triumphantly. 

"The secret?, asked the doctor 
faintly. He was badly shak�n. his 
self-possession had almost deserted 
him. For the moment it was Neil 
who dominated our little group of 
three. 

"The secret !" shouted Neil, and, 
at his words, the mummies writhed 
again and rapped their bony fin
gers against the sides of their cas
kets, while I leaned against the 
wali, too overcome to be able to 
utter a word. On the face of the 
princess was a smile of triumph, 
as if she understood. Perhaps Neil 
had somehow managed to tell her 
during those conversations he had 
had with her when he was in his 
alternating personality. . 

N eil"s features worked spasmod
ically. "I'm going to let you in on 
the secret now1•• he cried. "Quickly, 
because there•s little time to lose. 
The secret that I learned from the 
papyri. The secret that makes the 
wisest of the . learned Egyptians 
look like fools. The reason why the 
Egyptians embalmed the bodies of 
their dead. 

"They weren•t fools, those old 
Egyptians who embalmed their 
bodies without removing the brain 
and . viscera. They didn't believe that 
the soul would ever retur1:1 to the 
same habitation. They kneW what 
has only been rediscovered of late, 
that time is an illusion. That the 
so-called future life and this life 
exist simultaneously. That the every 
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act of our physical bodies is simul
taneously reproduced in the under
world by the Ba, the soul, and the 
Xa, the ethereal double. 

.. So ·tong as the human organiem 
remained intact, the aouJ would 
continue its active life in that 
underworld, until the cycle of re
incarnation brought its activities to 
an .eDi'l. Destroy the body, and the 
aoul drowses helplenly for some 
three .thousand years. Preserve the 
body, an� tht� soul takes up the 
body's activities without a break or 
change. 

"Do you think that the priests 
who slew Amen-Ra and her coun· 
cilors escaped their vengeance when 
they themselves died? I tell you 
the drama has been going on and 
on, and we are to be the privileged 
spectat()J'S of it., 

"HOW do you mean ?" asked 
Coyne. He had recovered 

his poise to some extent, and was 
watching N"eil closely, seeking to 
discover whether anything lay be
hind his words, or whether be was 
merely dealing with a madman. 

"This incense," answered Neil, 
"which I got from the tomb, her
metically sealed in a phial of glass, 
is the fabled drug of immortality, 
known to the Egyptians · alone of 
antiquity, though the Cretans had 
rumors of ita existence. Ita fumes 
act upon the human organism . in 
somewhat the same way as hashish, 
but infinitely more strongly. They 
destroy the time iiJusion. 

"So long aa it burns, we three 
!Shall be liberated from the bondage 
of time. We shall live in the Ba, 
while our inert bodies remain here. 
We shall be transported to �mcient 
Egypt, because that is the idea 
that dominates our thoughts. We 
shall be spectators of the con
tinuance of that drama that began 
over three thousand years ago 1, 

It 'W.B& incredible that the mum
mies could have understood, and 

yet that horrible knuclde rapping 
began again. I saw one of them, 
with a mighty effort, half raise it
self· in its casket. 

..1 tell you to lie down, old 
fellow !" y�lled Neil, turning to- · 
warcl it. *'Your time's coming. A 
grand time, old boy t You've been 
living it all th,ae years, but you 
don't· remetnber, now that you've 
been brought back to the flesh. Be 
patient !" 

Neil struck a match and applied 
it to the powder in the bottom of 
the vase. Sl-owly a dark stain of 
combustion began to spread over it. 
Then the powder caught fire with 
a sudden tiny Bare, and a thin 
wreath of . smoke, with a pungent, 
akkly stench, began to diffuse it
self through the room, quickly 
drowning the smell of the natron. 

The powder flared up, exploding 
in tiny spurts. . The stench grew 
thicker, stift�ng. I was aware of a 
strange · feeling in my head. And 
in a queer way the room seemed 
to be growing dim, enlarging into 

· a vista of long, shadowy balls. 

"NOW'S your time, old boys I" 
Neil shouted. He snatched 

up a pair of scissors, and, stooping 
over the mummy at the end of the 
row, began quickly cutting the 
linen bandages. I heard grunts of 
satisfaction com·ing from the hor
rible thing within. The linen folds 
fell back. The mummy sat up in its 
casket, ·struggling to free its lower 
limbs. 

It was a man, about seventy years 
of age, his long, white hair plas
tered about the gaunt, skeleton 
face, his eyes rolling horribly as 
they seemed to take in ·�he sur
roundings. A skeleton clothed with 
skin ; yet, as I looked, I seemed to 
see the tissues forming, the prom
inent bones receding. Something 

. more · dreadful than I had ever 
dreamed. of seeing in my life ! 

And Neil - was speaking to the 
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monster in • strange, hislring 
tongue, as if explaining, while the 
mummy sat like a man in a bath, 
eyes alight with intelligence, fixed 
upon his. 

One by one, Neil was releasing 
the mummies from their shrouds. 
Out of the caskets popped heads 
and shoulders. Faces of old men, of 
dead men growing human ! 

And everything was growing 
misty as a dream, and I seemed to 
see Neil, Coyne, and the mummies 
from far away, or as one looks at a 
picture-book. I was no longer com
pletely conscious of my own 
identity even. And the fumes of the 
burning powder, which was still 
exploding in little spurts, were 
choking me. 

· 

Four brown, gaunt, emaciated 
men were sitting up in thelr cas
kets, new-born corpses, flesh and 
blood instead of desi-ccated skele
tons. I saw their arms upra-ised, I 
heard their gibbers rising into 
.shrieks. 

The� at the touch of Neil's 
shears, the princess rose. She took 
off her shroud� Wrapped in some 
material of white, silken sheen, that 
looked as if she had just put it on 
for the first time, she stepped · 
lightly out of her casket, a living 
woman of exquisite beauty. Appar
ently unconscious of the presence 
of Rita Ware, she stood beside her, 
her very double. She turned toward 
Neil, she extended her arms toward 
him. 

. 

Two words in an unknown tongue 
came from her lips� and on her 
face was a smile of utter happiness. 

Neil dropped the shear�. he 
turned to her. he caught her in 
his arms. Their lips met. I knew 
he had forgotten everything but 
her. 

· 

I COULDN'T stir. But hazily. I 
was aware that Coyne was 

catching at my arm. 
"Dewey, this i• the · time t•• he 

cried. "We must save Miss Ware 
and end this witchcraft. I'm going 
to kill her. But first • • •  !' 

I saw. him extend his hand to
ward the dish of incense--but with 
infinite slowness and uncertainty, 
like a palsied man ; and I knew that . 
the numbing influence of the smoke 
had him in its power, like myself. 

"God, I can't see !" be cried, and 
his arm dropped to his side. 

Of one thing more I was aware. 
With a sudden bound, the mummy 
in the coffin at the farther end had 
leaped to its feet. For an instant 
it stood swaying in the roomt an 
old man wearing a robe of frayed 
and faded linen, and a long girdle 
that dropped almost to his feet. 
Shrieks of what sounded like in· 
vective poured from his lips as he 
stood there with extended arms, 
and his head rolled and lolled gro
tesquely upon the neck. 

Then, with a sudden bound, he 
had reached the door, which was 
partly open. He collided with it, 
seemed to understand ita usage, 
swung it open, and rushed, shriek
ing and gibbering, along the hall. 

Or was it Coyne? The mummy 
had looked like Coyne--like the 
doctor, thirty years later. But this 
was the stupefying effect of the 
burning . incense. I could no longer 
think rationally. The figures of 
Neil and the princess, locked ln 
each other's arms, were becoming 
tenuous as those of phantoms. 

In its flight, the mummy had col· 
lided with one of the two Egyptian 
chairs that were set against the 
wall. With infinite slowness I saw 
this begin to slip toward the floor. 
That was the last thing I knew. 
Utter blackness encomp�ssed me. 

CHAPTER VII 

Tbe E-,11 Star 

I WAS myself, and yet for a 
moment · I felt a sense of be

wilderment. I was pacing a ftag�ed 
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courtyard, with huge, cy-clopean 
pillars on either aide of it. The 
sun was setting, a huge, red ball, 
across the desert in front of me. 
Nearer at hand was a broad and 
atately river, with sloops, with 
l-ateen sails of white, amber, and 
buff, drawn up on either shore. 

The courtyard that I . paced was 
in front of an immense · building, 
composed of enonnous blocks of 
masonry, with sculptured images of 
the gods, of colossal ·size, on all 
aides of it. Within this building 
I could hear the sound · of voices, 
which seemed to come · from every 
part or it, and blended into a not 

· unpleasant hum. Lights shone 
through apertures here and there, 
and the part immediately before me 
was brilliantly illuminated. 

I was my&elf-I kn� myself. 
H.ad I not been, for n-early six 
years, one of the trusted bodyguard 
of the Princess Amen-Ra, of Egypt? 

· Was I not the son of a small 
nobleman of the country, with a 
score . of slaves, and broad acres 
on both sides of the sacred Nile, 
chos-en for my position because my 
family had been loyal to the ruling 
dynasty for generations? 

I knew all this as well as I knew 
anything, and yet there was a 
vague confusion in my mind, as if I 
had been dreaming. There was a 
curious odor in my nostrils. I had 
just come on duty after witnessing 
the embalming of a distant relative 

· of mine, an old tttan who bad held 
high honor at court. 

It was the odor of the natron 
and spices that had affected my 
head, I thought, as I paced the 
Bags, my sword swinging at my 
side, my sandaled feet clacking 
monotonously on th-e stones. For 
thr-ee hours by the water clock that 
dripped in the courtyard I must re
main on guard, since the Princess 
Amen-Ra was protected by her 
nobles, and not by the common 
rabble .of soldiers. 

Bitter and envious thoughts were 
stirring in my heart. This was the 
night on which her nuptials were 
to be celebrated with Menes, of 
Thebes, a noble who could claim no 
longer descent than my own, since 
we were both d�scended from the 
gods. She bad fallen in love with 
him, and bad sworn the Great Oath 
by Horus, which binds lovers to
gether for three successive incarna
tions. 

ALL Egypt was in f-erment, for 
Amen-Ra claimed Osiris as 

her ancestor, and the marriage 
would surely end the golden age of 
peace that had descended on the 
land, when war had been forgotten, 
and the ships brought back riches 
by peaceful. trading with the Cre
tans, the Hittites, and the Atlan
teans. 

And I had loved the Princess 
Amen-Ra since first I ·had set eyes 
upon her, a lovely child, six years 
before. This upstart had supplanted 
me, and the thought of the mar
riage was intolerable to me. 

The sun had dipped into the 
d-esert while I was meditating. The 
long shadowa of the pillars were 
merged in a universal twilight .. The 
figure of a slave slipped past the 
water clock and bowed before me. 

.. Lord Seti," he said, .. I come 
from the high priest, Khof. He 
awaits your pleasure." 

.. Tell him that I shaLl n-<?t fail 
him," I answered. "'I shall be at his 
service at the appointed time." 

The slave bowed again and van
ished. I resumed my pacing. Pres
ently another figure appeared be
tween two of the pillars of the 
palace. It was that of a girl, who 
came tripping toward me. 

••.Lord Seti, the princess asks your 
. presence," she said to me. 

.. Who guards the courtyard if I 
leave my post?" I asked. 

She laughed merrily. ..The Ex
alted One has no fears, Lord Seti," 
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she answered. "The mouthing& of 
Khof, the high priest, are · like the 
wind, that blows and stops, and 
then blows again from another di
rection. She has her faithful fol
lowers, others beside yourself. Does 
the Lord Seti question the com
mands of the Sun-Descended One?" 

4'N o, I come with you," I an
swered her. She was one of the 
princess' attendants, high in her 
favor, and I knew she looked with 
favor upon me. And, had not my 
heart been aB·ame with love ·of 
Amen-Ra, I might have been re
sponsive, for our families had 
known each other for generations, 
our very lands on the Nile ad
joined, and she was a beautiful girl 
over whom many men had str-iven. 
But toward none of them had she 
shown the least inclination. 

"It is not often, Lord Seti, that 
you come where I am," said the 
girl timidly. "But that is not to be 
wondered at, since the Princess 
Amen-Ra haS bewitched you." 

"-WHAT nonsense is this?'' I 
. answered roughly. "Have 

you n� more sense than to chatter 
such things? Do you not know that 
if your words were overheard, dire 
would be your penalty?" . 

"Ah. Lord Seti," answered the 
girl, stopping and standing facing 
me in the twilight, "what care I ?  
What is my life t o  me, when my 
love is not returned? Aye, I will 
speak now,'' she went on, her voice 
rising into an impassioned intona
tion. "I love thee, Seti, and thou 
hast known it for a long time, and 
thine infatuation for the princess 
is likely to involve thee in ruin. 

· "Now kill me with · that long 
sword of thine," she added, making 
a gesture as if to bare her breast. 

I was a little touched by the 
girl's devotion, in spite of the fires · 
of jealously that were burning 
within me. "Aye, you have spoken 
the truth, Lfftha," I answ_ered. "I 

love the princess. I have loved her 
since I first saw her. And who 
is this upstart, Menes, whom she 
has chosen to be her royal mate? 
Is his lineage longer than mine, is 
his wealth greater? I tell you-" 

"Hush-hush I" whispered the 
girl. "If those words were heard, 
you would be sent to the torturer. 
By Osiris I adjure you not to 
dream impossible things . . Does not 
the princess rely upon you and 
your companions to protect her 
against· the priests? Can a man be 
true to his trust and harbor such 
thoughts as those?" 

I hesitated, and again that strange 
confusion came upon me. I seemed 
for a moment to be standing in a 
small room in some strange land, 
with the princess · and Menes. But 
Menes was attired in strange, bar
b�ian attire, and the high priest, 
Khof, stood beside me, one arm out
stretched toward me. He was try
ing to tell me something, he was 
threatening to kill Amen-Ra, who 
stood locked in her lover's embrace. 
And he, too, wore the same bar
barian clothes. 

Tl\e vision faded. Decidedly it 
was the result of the fumea I bad 
inhaled at the embalming that after
noon. 

"Aye, you are right, Liftha." I 
rejoined, and accompanied the girl 

. within the palace. 

GUARDS, consisting of my com
panions, nobles like myself, 

paced the long corridors, their · swords· swinging at their sides. 
They sa.luted me as we passed, and 
I returned their salutations. Liftha 
led me through a long antechamber, 
in which six more of the guards 
were posted. These men were sons 
of the highest nobles in the land, 
and yet, by favor �f Amen-Ra, I 
had been privileged to command 
them. 

A curtain of crimson linen hung 
· before a doorway. From within it 



STRANGE TALES 

came the murmur of voices. The 
. pard on duty . .  called my name 

through the curtain. The benign 
voice of an old man answered, 
bidding me enter. 

The curtain was raised, and I 
passed through alone, humbly bow
ing toward the dais on which 
Amen-Ra and Menes - eat aide by 
side. Seated on low stools in front 
of them wer� the four wiae, an
cient . . councilors of the realm, all 
men over seventy years of age, who 
bad served the princess, and her 
brother before her, and their father 
and his father before that. 

Amen-Ra and Menes were seated 
in chairs, and before them was · a . 
plain board on which was bread and 
salt, goblets, and a flagon of Nile 
water. The marriage bad just been 
performed by one of the lesser 
prieets, who · had braved the wrath 
of Khof in doing so, and the royal 
lovers were about to bind it by 
partaking of the ceremonial meal. 

I bowed, and then stood up. I 
dared not look at the princess. But 
I fixed my eyes upon Menes, seated 

. beside her like a king-Menes, who 
had supplanted me. Had he had 
wit, h� must have read my mind. 

But all his mind waa wrapped 
up in the princess. The two had 
eyes for none ex:cept each other, 
and it was · not unyJ I liad ap
proa�bed the circle of wise coun
cilors, bowing repeatedly, in ac
cordance· with ceremonial etiquette, 
that Amen-Ra looked away from 
Menes and saw me. 

She signaled me to approach her, 
and I kneeled before the dais. 

"My Lord Seti," abe said, ''I 
have sent for you because you are 
my friend, and I trust you as .I 
trust no one, except my husband 
and these wise councilors of mine." 

OF a sudden tbe rage in my 
heart gave place to coldness. 

It had almost been in· my mind 
to rush upon Menea with my sword, 

and slay him. Had the High Priest 
Kbof known that such an eu,y 

· chance would come to me, he •
suredly · would not have laid the 
elaborate plans that had been 
ataced. 

I looked at Amen-Ra, and the 
love in my heart turned to pitiless 
coldness. There bad been a time, 
while she was approaching woman
hood, when I could have wooed 
her successfully. I knew that, . and 
I knew that abe bad given me more 
than a passing · thought before 
Menes appeared on the scene. 

There be sat, the upstart, arrayed 
in purple linen, at the aide of 
Amen-Ra, regarding me with the 
haughty composure of a king . 

.. Promise me that you and your 
companions . will guard me well this 
night, and forever," said the prin
cess. "And it ie our plan to advance 
you to a post of the highest dig
nity." 

.
"You may be assured, Bride of 

. the Sun, that I shall fuUil my 
duty," I replied. 

She smiled. "I knew you would, 
Lord Seti," she replied. "And yet 
my astrologer tells me that there 
is an evil star in my horoscope. 
Even now he is observing it. It is 
at the very point of transit across 
Aquarius-a new and unknown star 
whose appearance betokens dire 
peril. Not till it is beyond Aquarius' 
fringe may Menea and I partake 
of the ceremonial meal together." 

She tprned to the oldest of the 
wise men and nodded to him, and 
lie motioned to me to approach him. 

"Have you news of Khof, Lord 
Seti ?" he asked me. 

"The high ·priest," I answered, 
.. dares do nothing. Think you that 
he would lay violent hands upon 
one who is descended from Osiris?" 

The princess heard me. "Ah, but I 
am all alone, except for my Lord 
Menes," she cried in sudden anx
iety. "If the high priest excite the 
rabble against me. • . ." 
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"Then, Sun-Descended, they shall 
die at the point of my sword, and 
those of my companions," I an
swered. "Fear not." 

"It is weu:· she answered with 
new composure. "My fears are gone, 
Lord Seti:• 

And she turned and smiled at 
Menes, and with that the last 
doubts in my heart vanished. At 
that moment the curtains behit1d 
the dais parted, and the astrologer 
entered. He was a man between 
sixty and seventy years of age, with 
scrutinizing blue eyes, and a deeply 
wrinkled face. He bowed low be
fore Amen-Ra, his robes, stamped 
with images of the Sun-god and 
the Hawk-god, sweeping around 
him. 

"THE evil star-hath it passed 
Aquarius ?" asked the princess 

breathlessly. 
"Not yet," answered the astrol

oger, "but even now it is upon the 
fringe of the constellation. Within 
an hour it s�ould be clear of it, 
and then, Exalted One, it will be 
permissible · to partake of the cere
monial meal, for the peril will be 
overc<>me.'' 

"And if it pass not?" 
"If it pass not, but continue in 

its parabolic course, within the at
traction of Aquarius, there will be 
peril of floods, issuing from the 
dominance of the watery constella-. 
tion, Exalted One!' 

"Floods - and what besides 
Hoods ?" queried the prin�ess. 

"The position of the planet Mars 
indicates bloodshed. There may be 
civil commotions, even warfare." 

"Aye." answered Amen-Ra, a 
touch of bitterness in her tones, 
"but why deceive me with half 
truths ? Have I so many who are 
wi·lling to speak the truth to me 
that you must needs prevaricate ? 
What are the omens for myself and 
my lord Menes ?•• 

"If, in its parabolic course, the 

evil star sweep within twenty-five 
degrees of Mars, and Jupiter, the 
benign guardian, be not yet arisen. 
there will be dangers other than 
those," said the astrologer reluc
tantly. 

"Dangers?" queried the princess. 
She sprang to her feet. "Speak the 
whole truth to me !" she cried. "I 
adjure you, in the name of Osiris, 
Isis, and the child Horus, of the 
holy tt'inity whose names may not 
be taken in vain/' 

.. There will be death," the as
t�ologer whispered, and flung him
self upon his face before her� 

CHAPTER VIII 

Treachery 

I PACED between the statues of 
the gods. I glanced at the water 

clock. The water dripped steadily 
upon the flags, and the dial showed 
that a little more than an hour re
mained before my watch was ended. 
The palace was still ablaze with 
lights, but the voices within it were 
hushed. Not a sound could be heard 
without, save the monotonous 
lapping of the little waves of the 
rising Nile against his banks. 

It was as if all nature waited 
in suspense for the passing of the 
evil star. And I, with my heart hot 
with rage and hatred-what was I 
but a pawn, moved by the powers 
of the wandering orb that had 
swung into the sphere of Aquarius? 

Yet I pictured Amen-Ra, seated 
bHide Menes at the board, with her 
wise councilors, waiting for the 
propitious hour t<> beg-in the re
past. and my heart was touched. 
How lonely she was, she, the ruler 
of the greatest empire in the world ! 
Again I thought of her words of 
faith in me, and I hesitated. 

I looked up at Aquarius, swing
ing overhead. I could see the er
rant star, for, like all the Egyptian 
nobles, I had been taught astrology, 
and the. influence of stars and 
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planets upon human destinies. It 
was just clearing the edge of the 
constellation ; but, a few degrees 
below it, Mars ·was rising, blood
red, into the dark sky. And I knew 
that already Mars held the wan
dering star in his embrace. 

Stooping, I removed my sandals 
and strode noiselessly down to the 
water-front. The princess' pleasure 
sloop, with sails of purple linen 
furled, swung at her anchor. I did 
not turn toward her, however, but 
toward a smaller sloop, with sails 
of pure white linen. She was the 
swiftest vessel ever built, and she · 
was mine. For three months skilled 
craftsmen had secretly labored on 
her, and I knew she could never 
be overtaken, given a start of a 
dozen drops from the :water clock. 

My chief slave, Kor, pacing the 
deck, stood rigid as a statue as he 
saw me approaching. 

"Well? Is ali iit readiness?" I 
asked softly. · 

He moved toward me . .. All is 
ready, my lord," be answered. "The 
anchor is held by no more than can 
be sheared away with one sweep on 
the ax, and the wind favors us." 

"The supplies of food are be
low?'� 

''Aye, Lord Setr, sufficient to 
carry us to the land of Cret-e. All 
your commands have b-een obeyed.'' 

"The two under-slaves are 
aboard ?" 

"They wait below, Lord Seti." 
· "It is well," I replied. "Serve me 

faithfully in this matter, Kor, and 
you llecome a freeman, once we 
touch the shores of Crete, where I · 
am guaranteed. refuge." And I 
turned away with a lighter heart. 
I had three followers among the 
royal guard, young nobles pledged 
to my service by the Oath of · 

Horus, and, moreover, under in
debtedness to me. It should not be 
difficult, in the confusion, to save 
Amen-Ra both from the guard and 
from the priests of the crafty Khof. 

I calculated that when the two 
forces met in battle, I and my three 
could easily carry the princess 
down to the sloop, and, once aboard 
her, we would have a clear passage 
down the Nile and across tbe · 
Middle Ocean to the land of Crete. 

I TURNED and made my way to
ward the huge Temple of 

Serapi-s, which was dwarfed in 
dimensions only by the palace. In 
front of it stood the gigantic statue 
of the god, the corn measure upon 
his head, the scepter in his hand, 
the dog and the serpent at his feet. 

The huge temple seemed in utter 
darkness. Nothing appeared to be 
stirring, save that a mongrel jackal
dog fled snarling with a mouthful 
of foo4 that he had seized from the 
offal cast out daily by the priests. 
Yet, as I passed between two of 
the columns in front of the struc
ture, a form ltaped forward, 
dagger in hand, then recognized me, . 
and fell into the same posture of 
stitlness that my chief slaye had 
shown. 

It was the slave who had ap
proached me · an hour earlier in 
front of the palace. 

"Greetings, my lord. The high 
priest, Khof, awaits you," said the 
man . 

.,,Tell him I come," I replied ; 
and the slave, bowing, moved away 
silent as a shadow. 

I passed between the columns 
and entered the temple. The in
terior was so dark that only one 
who, like myself, had been initiated 
into its mysteries, could have found 
his' way. · Again a huge statue of 
Serapis confronted me, rising from 
floor to roof, the corn basket this 
time outstretched in the right hand, 
to receive the offerings of the vota
ries. 

I passed along the ai&le behind 
it. No:w I saw the faint glimmer of 
a light behind the heavy curtains 
that veiled the entrance to the 
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priests' room. I stopped befor-: 
them for a moment. In that moment 
I again reviewed the plans that 
I had made, and I could find no 
flaw in· them. 

I had pledged my faith to Amen
Ra, and I was fulfilling it in my 
own way. 

I raised the curtains and entered. 
The high priest, Khof, and a dozen 
of his attendant priests, were await
ing me. He sat at the head of a small 
table, resplendent in his priestly 
garments, in the light of the small 
oil lamp that burned before him. 
His long white bead Bowed down 
to his breast. His attendants were 
younger men, clean-shaven, after 
our fashion, and I could see the 
glint of steel in their girdles. 

I bowed, and there was a mo:"' 
ment's silence. Khof �tched my 
face steadily. 

"You have been tardy, Lord Seti," 
he said. 

"Yea, Osiris-born. The princess 
deigned to send for me, to have 
me pledge my faith to her anew!' 

"You pledged· it?" he · asked 
quickly. 

"Aye, but not by the secret vow 
by which I pledged myself to your 
service.'' 

·"Hath the sacred meal begun?" 
"Not yet, lord. She and the ac

curaed upstart still await the word 
from the astrologer. And, as I 
passed through the courtyard, I 
saw that the star was still within 
the influence of . Aquarius, with 
Mars riding hard to catch him. 
There is no escape for them, Lord 
Khof.'' 

"There is no escape,'' he an· 
swered. "For I, who have another 
lore than the stars, have read what 
is written in the lights of my 
breastplate." 

HE glowered at me so somberly 
that l felt a chill of fear run 

up my spine. I knew that the high 
priest was in possession of a lore 

that mad� the prophecies of the as
trologers as a child's game-a lore 
brought to Egypt by a wise man 
from India, centuries befote� 

"What have you read, Lord 
Kbof ?" I asked. 

"I have read death and treach· 
ery,'' be answered� "but death to 
wha betrays. I have read .of dis
asters, which, nevertheless, cannot 
be averted. So we must go on. 
Within how long will the destiny 
ot the evil star be decided?" 

"In less than an hour," I an
swered. 

"Your men-can you pledge 
them?" 

"Sufficient of them to ensure that 
the plan can be carried out," I re
plied. " 

"Go back, then, to your duty. At 
the appointed time you will admit 
us to the palace. And we rely 
mostly upon your valor, my lord 
Seti.'' 

"Aye, but what of my reward? .. 
I asked, to make him think that 
my motives were other than the,. 
were. "The reward you pledged 
yourself to give me?" 

"A roomful of · silver, and the 
highest post in the land, under 
me." 

"It is weLl. You will not find me 
wanthtg," . I answered. I glanced 
into the faces of · the younger 
priests. These men were fanatics, 
who would stop at nothing, but old 
Khof, crafty and guileful, bad 
schemes of his own. These men be
lieved that they were fulfilling the 
wishes of the gods in murdering 
Menes, but Khof knew that the 
gods themselves are only aspects of 
the One and Indivisible. It was 
statecraft and not fanaticism that 
guided him. 

I bowed my�elf out and made my 
way back to my post in the court-

. yard before the palace. I resumed 
my sandals. Only their monotonous 
click-clack broke the stillness. It 
was eery, that utter ailen�e within. 
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the thought of the princess and 
lienee awaiting the passing of the 
ml star. 

And it would never pasa. I looked 
up and saw that the star and Mara 
we��e within a few degrees of each 
other. 

A SHADOW glided acroaa the 
• court toward me. It was the 

girl, Liftha. She came up to me and 
atood with banda crOBBed upon her 
breast, looking up into my face 
pleadingly. 

••wen, what do you want now? 
Another summons from the Sun
born?" I asked roughly. 

.. Not so, Lord Seti. But there is 
evil news from within the palace." 

"How so?'' I asked . 
.. The evil atar pasaes not. The 

ceremonial meal is delayed. I love 
thee." 

I laughed. "Is that part of the 
evil news?" I inquired of her. 

She laid her hand upon my arm. 
.. Harken, · Lord Seti. Play not with 
me. I am a child no longer. Pledge 
thyself to take me for thy bride as 
soon as the issue of these affairs is 
settled, or I cannot live. Speak the 
truth to me, and put me off no 
longer." 

I looked at her, pleading with me 
there, and a sudden fury shook 
me • 

.. Spoke I ever words of love to 
you, Liftha ?" I asked. 

"Never, Lord Seti, and yet love 
bangs not upon words, but · baa 
gJances for speech, and, moreover, 
an unknown tongue that depends 
not upon the lips. It is my fate that 
I would know once for all." 

.. Know it then," I returned. "I do 
not love you. I love none save 
Amen-Ra, and never shall. Seek 
some young noble among her body
guard and forget me." 

"'That is thy decision?" she asked 
aoftly. 

.. Aye, by the trinity of Osiris, 
llria, and the child, Horua," I re-

sponded, apealdng the oath that 
may not be broken. 

She made a swift gesture, raising 
her hand to her · upa. It drop�d, 
with the tinkle of a piece of metal. 
I seized her by the arm. 

••what folly ia thia?" I cried. 
" 'Tis nothing, Lord. Only a piece 

of meat set out for the jackals, 
filled with a potent poison. My life 
is .ended. B�ppy-ae you can. 
Perchance. • • ." 

She tottered and alipped to the 
stone flags. I ..-led to raise . her, but 
already abe � breathing her last. 
She died within a do.sen drips of 
the water clock. That meat, shot 
through with a subtle poison known 
only to the priests, had been set out 
for the jackals that profaned the 
sanctuaries by stealjng the votive 
offeringa. 

So the evil star had found ita 
first victim. I looked up, and saw 
that the� star and Mars were now 
only a finger-breadth apart. 

Then I was· aware of shadows 
moving softly toward me among the 
columns, resolving themselves into 
the high priest and his attendants. 
All of them wore swords and dag
ge� and I could see by the bulge 
of their garments that they had 
mail ben-eath them. 

••Au is well?" biased Khof. 
.. All is we.Jl," I returned. 
.. Then lead the way," he re

sponded. 

I HALF ckew my sword from its 
sheath and passed once again 

into · the palace. The guards still 
paced the corridors, but the advent 
of the high priest merely brought 
them to the salute. It was only 
when the band was nearing the cur
tain ·of crimson linen that those of 
them who were pledged to me came 
quietly forward and arrayed them
selves besid� me. 

I put out my hand and raised the 
crimaon curtain. Nothing seemed 
to. have chang-ed since I had · be4f;O 
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there an hour before. The princess 
and 1\lenn were atiil seated side by 
aide before the board, with ita un
taated bread and Nile water, their 
councilors beneath them. Beside 
them stood the astrologer. his head 
bent �pon his breut. He was saying 
eouieth,ing ln a low voice, and . on 
IUs face was despair. 

At the raising of the curtain. 
Amen-Ra raised her . bead and 
looked at me. Her eyes looked 
straight into mine. And ln that mo
ment I think she. read my heart to 
its uttermost depths. 

· S�e looked at me, she haJ.f rose. 
"What 'means this · intrusion. my 
Lord Seti ?'" she asked. "Have I 
sent for you, or have I-Ah l'" 

Her g-lance fell upon the high 
priest, and the body of attendants. 
Their · swords were half out of 
their sheaths, �d they were glar
ing at Menes with a fury that could 
not be suppressed. And what hap
pened was so sudden that I see it 
only in ftashe.s of quick movement. 

Amen-Ra turned to Menes, who 
had already risen to his feet, and 
was standing these unarmed beside 
her. She ftung her arms around his 
neck. The four old councilors were 
struggling up with cries of alarm. · 

Th41 guards ln the antechamber were 
atarting forward- in confusion. 
Khof, the high priest, shouted, and, 
swords In banda, the . attendant 
priests leaped forward. 

CHAPTER IX 

Bonds of Fate 

"HALT. Khof r Thou lmowest 
·· . the power reposed in me, 

. which even thy spells are incapable 
of preventing I"' shouted the oldest 
of the councilors, standing before 
the dais with uplifted hand. "Halt, I 
aay, or by the gods Anubis and 
Mesti I shall shake down this 
palace and cause the Nile to over
Sow. Again . I say, halt I Thou 
knowest me t•• 

For a moment Khof and his at
tendants halted. Upon the dais I ' 
could see the lovers standing, their 
arms about each other. There was 
no fear in thtt looks of either, but 
deadly scorn in the eyes of the 
princess as she turned her gaze 
upon me. 

"Traitor l" · she cried in a .,clear 
voice. "Traitor to your tntst t Come, 
do your worst, but you shall pay

'aye, you shall pay, or the gods 
exist not l'" 

I had hesitated too, but now the 
sight of Amen-Ra in the arms of 
my rival proved too much for me. 
I sprang toward the dais. I heard 
the old councilor chanting the for
mula, used only in cases of ex
tremity, and confided only to the 
hereditary wielder of the chief 
power beneath the throne. I paid 
him no attention. I leaped at Menea. 
Amen-Ra flung herself before bini 
in the effort to shield him. For an 
instant she baffled me. Then · l saw 
my opening, and lik-e a snake my 
sword darted in and piet�eed him 
through and through. 

I tore the girl away, I raised the 
form of the dying man in my arms 
and hurled it into the midst of the 
struggling crowd. 

Yells of triumph and derision 
greeted my deed. By now the hall 
was a mel6e of figures, the guards 
fighting furiously with the in
vaders, aa they sought to rescue 
Amen-Ra, and the later encaging 
them in battle with equal ferocity, 
while three or four, led by Khof 
himself, were cutting down the 
councilors. And my own three men, 
taking no part in the fight, were 
ti-ying to work their way toward me 
as I st.ood, holding the princess. 
who had fainted. 

The eldest of the councilors. who 
alon-e survived, though horribly 
_&lashed by the priests' swords, atilt 
stood upon his feet. He was still 
chanting th" sacred formula. He 
ended. with • note of eoatuy � 
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his lips, and I aaw him fall under 
a terrific sw,ep of old Khof'a 
sword. 

And then, of a sudden, the whole 
palace rocked. I stumbled, and, 
etiH holding Amen-Ra in my arms, 
went rolling down among the dead 
and dying, who lay piled up to
gether. 

THE palace was shaken io its 
foundations. The old, dead 

gods, the earliest gods of the land, 
long sleeping, bad been stirred by 
the magic· formula known only t� 
the old councilor. They were niov· 
ing in their hidden tombs beneath 

.the palace · and the temples. And 

.the palace and the temples were 
cr•shing down in ruins. 

The mighty columns quivered, 
·and bowed, and fell in shapoless 
heaps of stone, with reverberations 
as if the very heavens had fallen 
apart. �he roof collapsed above my 
head. The · walls were riven, and 
. the floor opened. 

I fe•t a stunning blow upon the 
forehead. Everything grew black, 

. the yells of the contending priests 
and guards died away. I was 
plunged into an abyss of black.ness, 
silence, and · unconsciousness. 

Yet not for long. At this su
preme moment, for which I had 
eo long planned, I did not intend 
to let myself be cheated of my re
ward. And, with a mighty effort 
of will, I pulled myself up out of 
the deptha. 

· 

All about me were huge stones 
fallen from the palace roof. I bad 
escaped death by a miracle, for, by 
the light o£ the stars that shone 
through the opening al)ove, I could 
see guards and priests lying in 
mangled heaps. I had escaped with
out even a broken limb. 

Outside I heard the confused 
cries of a crowd, but within the 
palace nothing stirred or sounded. 
I staggered out of the hole made by 
the fall of a snighty atone, which 

had miraculoualy eaved me. I made· 
my way over the stones and bodies · 
t-oward the dais. . 

And there I found· her, Amen
Ra. alive, like myself, and tugging 
fiercely at a atone that lay across 
the dead body of my rival, Menes. 
And, as abe tugged, she began 
whimpering little words and 
phrases of love, so that I atood and 
watched her, amazed at her devo
tion. 

I spoke her name softly, but &he 
did not hear me. I took her by the 
hand. "He is dead," I said. "Come 
with me, Amen-Ra, and let us �eek 
safety in ftight together." 

' 

SHE fell back, abe stared at me 
as if abe did not know me. 

Then it was aa if a film cleared 
from her. eyes. · 
. "Traitor!'' abe cried. "You live, 
and he lies dead, my lover 1 But 
know this: if the gods · bave suf
fer�d you to live, it is only that 
you may suffer such torments as 
would move even me . to pity. The 
curse of Thoth, the curse of Horus, 
of Anubis, the jackal-headed, of 
hawk-beaded Mesti, of great Osiri& 
himself rest upon you forever!" 

She was like a coiled snake, 
crouched, waiting to sting me. But 
I sneered triumphantly. What 
meant the names o£ the gods to me, 
who had paased the Greater Initia
tion, and knew that they are all 
aspects of the singJe Unity? 

"I loved you sin'T I saw you," 
I replied. "Once ybu deigned to 
smile upon me, until this upstart 
came along. Is he of better birth 
than me? I love you, I say, and I 
speak to you no longer as servant 
to princess, but as man to woman, 
since your realm goes out in dark
ness. Hark !" I added, as the cries 
of the mob grew louder. "Even 
now the peasants come to drag you 

. from your throne I 
••1 have a ship in readiness," I 

went on. "For three months my 
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alaves have labored on her. No 
veesel made by man can catch her. 
I have wealth· enough aboard her 
to make you a princess in aome 
other land that I shall conquer. 
Come with me, and let us forget all 
the past in our love I" 

Still she stared at me, but now 
her eyea seemed to soften. I mis
took that look 'of hera; I thought 
that I had touched her, that she was 
yielding. I leaped forward and 
caught her by thct band again. 

"I wili love you as no man baa 
ever loved a woman t•• I cried. "Is 
it not for love of you that I have 
destroyed ·the throne of ancient 
Egypt? I awear to you that I will 
carve you out another realm, even 
greater than thia one. Come with 
me, Amen-Ra t•• 

Her solemn words broke ln upon 
my fren.y. They held me. u if 
apellbound. And there was no more 
bate in them. Rather they sounded 
like the chanting of some ancient 
sibyl. 

••Lord Seti," she said to me. ••au · 
thia waa dimly foreshadowed ·to me 
by my astrologer. He could not 
know, since the �vent of the evil 
star had ·not bcten predicted; never
thelen he revealed to me that aome 
day the one ·I trusted most should 
betray me_. 

••Aye," she went·on, ••and that he, 
too, was a puppet of destiny, and 
bou!ld to the wheel of fate. And 
more,. Lord Seti. 

••For he showed me that some 
day, when the cycle of reincarna
tion has grown c;omplete, it ia 
through this. man that Menes, my 
Ioyer, and I shall meet again, be
cause we pledged ourselves by the 
oath of Horus, which cannot be 
broken. It is your task some day 
to restore what you have broken. 

••Meanwhile it is my wish to re
join my lover in the shades where 
Osiris rules. And for you, Lord 
Seti, there is one · chance of re
demption."--Tab it, and the gods WiU 

pardon you. Refuse lt, and eternal 
punishment shall be yQurs, pwrish
ment so terrible that even the gods 
win avert their faces in pity." 

"What is this chance of re
demption?" I whispered hoarsely. 

She put httr bands to her robe 
and drew out a curious dagger. 
It was two-bl1tded, with a double 
cutting edge, and fashiOned in such 
a way that. with the thrust, the 
blades separated, prod\l'Cing a fear
ful double wound that must In
stantly prove fatal, if delivered in 
the body. 

"SLAY me, Lord Seti." whispered 
the princess, moving toward 

me. And I eaw that her eyes were 
alight with the longing f{)r death. 
.. Thus on�y, said the astrologer, 
can destiny be appeued. Slay met" 
I had taken the dagger from her 
hand. I hesitated. I ·mew full well 
that Amen-Ra could never ·be mine. 
and yet to kill her was imposaibl� 

.. It Ia madneut•• I cried. 

.. It ia truth. It means eternal 
peace for my lover and me; and, 
for you, relftae from the terrlftc 
judgment that Osirla will surely 
mete aut to you after you die, 
unless you do what I have aald." 

I h•ltated, then thrust tiM 
dagger into my girdl_e. "Never!" I 
cried. •'Think you that I have done 
what I hav. done in order to lose 
you? Let me but have you hs this 
life,· and I am willing to face ewn 
an eternity of suffering, lmowin& 
that even eternity coqtn to an end 
some time, and in the dim ., .. that 
are to come I shall be free once 
moret» 

I seized her in my arma. She of· 
fered no resistance_ and yet abe did 
not faint. I bore her away. I must 
have gone insane with �ultatlon. I 
remember shouting u I forced my 
way over the heaps of fallen .tone, 
with the crU&hed bodia beneath. I 
tore· at the masonry that blocked the 
entrance to the palace. I muat have 
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been dowered with superhuman 
power, for, clutching the princeu 
to me, with my banda I hurled the 
great muses of fallen debris to one 
aide and the other, atones that a 
strong man with his anna free 
could hardly have lifted. Theil, 
holding the princess, I went . stag
gering out into the darlmen. 

A ·prowling jackal cried, and 
others took up the cry. Acroae the 
Nile, red flames were leaping up 
toward the black sky. I heard the 
yells of the looting mob, but I saw 
why they bad not come near the . 
palace. Palace and temple stood on 
a little slope of ·elevated ground, 
and between them and the river 
there stretched an expanse of water 
into which I went floundering, knee-
deep, waist-deep. 

· · 

Then, beuing up Amen-Ra, I 
swam fiercely to wlutre the channel 
of the Nile had run, shouting the 
�ame of my chief slave, Kor. But 
there came no answer, and, in the 
darlm�a. it was impossible to dis
cern where I was until I nw the 
tops of the timbers of the quays be
fore me. 

The Nile bad already rieen a doz
en feet. and a great man of water 
was whirling down, against which I 
battled with my whole strength. 
That waste of waters stretched 
away as far u I could eee, red 
u blood in 'the distance, where it 
reflected the. ftres of the bluing 
city. 

But my sloop·, my pride, my hope, 
W8fl no longe.r at her slip. Nor was 
the princess' sloop, w1th the purple 
sails. Nor any other. In a moment 
I understood. All .who could Heape 
had taken sail. Kor had betrayed 
me, and had himself sailed for 
Crete, with all my treasures aboacdl 

TREACHERY fer treachery I I 
cried out in despair, and, gath

ering the limp body of Amen-Ra 
to me, I swam to where a platform 
projected above the swirling 

waters. It was a wooden framework 
.on which the watchman had been 
wont to stand to about news of 
sloope or galleys approaching up or 
down stream. It bad been high 
above the waters, but now it was a 
scant �o feet above the surface, 
and it was only a matter of a little 
while before it would be totally 
submerged. 

I dragged Amen-Ra up with me 
and looked into her face. Her eyH 
were open, and abe was watching 
me with a quiet littlle smile about 
the corners of her mouth. She 
looked like one who baa passed 
through all the wrongs and outrages 
of life, and fears nothing any more. 

"Now slay me, Lord Soti, that the 
will of the gods may be· fulfilled," 
she said, "and that you may escape 
the penalties and tortures of the 
hells."' · 

••Never!" I cried. A fierce exulta
tion had taken pouession of me. 
The love of life was rising in me. 
I would pursue Kor, my treacher
ous slave, to the land of Crete, 
and regain ship and treasures, I 
would carve out a new empire for 
Amen-Ra_ or perchance regain for 
her the realm of Egypt. 

By the pale light of the aris-en 
moon I could see boats pushing 
across the swol·len stream toward 
the palace. I heard the shouts of 
their occupants. They were slaves 
and peasants who, having glutted 
their vengeance upon the city, were 
putting out to possess themselves of 
the fabled treasures of the Egyp
tian kings, which were supposed to 
Ue in the crypts of both palace and 
temple. 

I could hear the ·shouting of 
them, as I crouched on the plat
form, holding the limp body of 
Amen-Ra. Unseen behind the pro
jecting thtbera, I watched them 
approaching. 

But then I was aware of another 
figure crouching at the end of the. 
platform, where· the shadows . lay 
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deepest. It came slowly toward me, 
and I recognized, first the water
draggled garments, and then the 
face of the old astrologer who had 
predicted the woes that bad -de
scended on us� 

A FIRE of rage burned in me. 
I snatched the double-bladed 

c:Wgger. fr·o� my ._garments and held 
it aloft. I regarded the old man ·as 
the cause of all that had miscarried. 
I threatened . his breast with the 
point-ed blad._. 

He acrambled to hla feet and 
came onward fearlessly. He stood 
before me,. -.nd aome power seemed 
to �old me back from delivering the 
fatal .-trob. He . looked . at Amen
R� "Slay her I" he· whispered·. ••stay 
her, t�t the will of the gods may 
be fulfil·led. Only thus may she re
gain her lover in her next cycle of 
mortal life." · 

••Fool,, I shouted, "think you that 
I am willing to let her go, to los-e 
her forever?". 

He laid his hand upon my arm. · 
"Lord Seti," h• answered,. ''your 
course and hers are non-e otherwise 
than as the evil star that baa .wept 
wit.hin the a-cope of Mara. Soon 
they two part forever. So It is with· 

·you and her. In your next birth 
you �U see her, and recognize that 
she is not yours. Your desire for 
. her . Will pass. Slay her now, and 
so fulfil the gods' intentions, and 
the plans that were laid. dOwn be
fore the creation of the world. Slay 
her, I say,: and escape the punish
ment of the underworld, and restore 
her to Menes." 

I heard .the long howling of the 
jackals, driven out of the desert by 
the floods. I seemed to smell a pun
gem: odor, cho-king, stifling me. A 

. pit of darkness seemed. to � open-
ing before me. What devi·l's magic 
was this? The forms of Amen-Ra 
and the old astrologer were grow-
ing indistinct. · 

"Kill her f" he cried again. 

I reised my arm irresolutely. But 
the darkness was already all about 
me, and I was choking in the fwnes. 
I waa fal,ling down, down. . . . 
Something crqhed. • • • Then my 
eyes were widen open, and I was 
in .th e. room in Neil Farrant's house 
again. 

One of the two- Egyptian chain, 
set against the wall, had fallen to 
the floor. It was the crash of its 
impact that had awakened me from 
a dream already growing dim. And 
the gaunt, brown form of the es
caping mummy was vanishing 
through the doorway. 

And after it,· staggering, reeling, 
and uttering sbrin, . birdlike cries, 
the other mummies · ran. But not 
the princeea Amen-Ra. I was hold
ing her in my arms, and in one 
hand I held the pair of long, sharp
edged scissors with which Neil had 
cut the mummies' shrouds. 

CHAPTER X 

"Kill Herr 

I WAS standing nearly knee-deep 
in water, which ·was pouring 

steadily· into the room through the 
open door. Outside, the rain was 
still pelting down, the wind raged, 
the . storm seemed to have reached 
an lntensity greater than anything 
I had ever known. The roat of. the . 
surf was even louder than the wind. 

"Stop them I Stop them!" I cried 
confusedly, ae I Saw the mummies 
disappear. I had not yet quite re
gained my normal consciousness
or, rather, .it was still confused by 
the vanishing fragments of the 
dream . 

. The powder in the obsidian vase 
had burned itself out, but the pun
gent stench . still filled the room. 
Neil Far�:ant was· standing against 
the wall, apparently in a due; close 
bes·ide me was Coyne, .and he, too, 
seemed to be trying to orientate 
himself. · 

'4Kill her I" he cried. "Kill her t" 
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And then I realized that it was be 
who had thrust the scissors ittto my 
hand. 

Kill he�? The mummy? But thie 
was a living woman whom I held in 
my a:rma, though she was wrapped 
in linen from tho casket. Kill her? 
Her eyes sought Neil's and seemed 
unable to discern his face, for she 
waa peering forward, as if she, too, 
had just come back from that in
fernal ecene • 

.. Kill her I See I See I" shouted the 
doctor, pointing. 

And then I saw the still, white 
form of Rita Ware upon the daiL 
Line for line, save for the whiter 
skin, the face was the duplicate 
of Amen-Ra'a. And I remembered 
what Coyne had said to me, that 
one of the two must die. 

At that moment the princess 
seemed to perceive Rita Ware for_ 
the first. time. S11ddenly, with 
frightful force, she ·disengaged her
self from my arms and, snatching 
the scissors from my hand, she 
leaped at her. 

It was Coyne who stopped her. 
The points scored red ripe along 
his cheek. He seized the princess' 
hand and, with all his strength, just 
managed to prevent her from wreak
ing her hatred on the body of the 
living woman.. · · 

"Dewey 1· Dewey t The scissors I 
Get them I Kill her I" he cried. 

THE struggle that ensued was 
the moat awful part of the 

whole grisly business. I realized 
that Amen-Ra was no human being, 
but a corpse endowed with vampiric 
life, that the life of Rita Ware de
pended upon her destruction. No 
woman, for no woman could .have 
ezercised the diabolical strength 
that she put forth. No, . but. fteah 
and blood, recreated by deviltry, 
and animated by will without in
telligenee. Amen-Ra was the effigy 
of the princess of old time, and 
the real Amen-Ra was . Rita Ware, 

lying as if dead upon the dais be
. aide ua. 

Dimly I realized that if . Amen
Ra succeeded in_ kLJ.ling Rita War�, 
we would have let loose a devil on 
earth, and that Neil Farrant's 
aanity, his very soul depended upon 
the destruction of that vampire 
that had arisen from the casket. 

''Menes I Menes t" abe shrilled. 
And then some words in what· must 
have been the old Egyptian tongue, 
though they awakened only faint 
memories within me, and I did not 
know their meaning. 

But Nell heard. He awoke. He 
leaped toward us, no longer Nell, 
but again the long-dead Menes of 
Egypt, and in his .mind, I had no 
doubt, he was . again fighting the 
palace conspirators. No, fighting 
me. I believe be saw me as the 
traitor, Seti. He came leaping··for
ward, while Coyne and I wrestled 
with Amen-Ra, to keep her from 
plunging. the deadly sci860rs -into 
Rita's heart • 

.. Hold her a m0111ent1" I biased 
·at the doctor, and turned upon 

Neil. I had been a pretty good 
boxer when I was a boy, and I dealt 
him a blow that dazed him and sent 
him staggering baclt againat the 
wall. 

Then I turned to Amen-Ra. J uat 
in time, for she had wrenched the 
sciuors away and turned upon 
Rita. 

· I caught her hand and bent it 
backward till l heard a bone in the 
wrist snap. She spat at me like 
a wildcat, and the nails of her left 
hand s·cored my face. And Neil was 
coming back tQ help her. 

THIS time it was Coyne turned 
upon Neil. "Kill her! For God's 

sake, kill her, .. he cried to me, and 
hurled himself at Neil--a frail old 
doctor against a man In the prime 
of life, with aH hie muscles and 
sinews toughened by the desert life. 
and a reserve of almost auperhu-
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man strength, such as comes to 
one who, in a trance, draws upon 
the hidden storehouse of his vitali
ty. Coyne went down unJer a amash
ing blow that stretched him full 
length in the water that was now 
more than knee-deep upon the· floor. 

I could never fight Neil and the 
princess. But fate intervened. Neil, 
reaching forward. in the swing that 
knocked Coyne to the floor, tripped 
over the fallen chair and lay proa
trate. Again I wrestled with Amen
Ra. I had her by the broken wrist, 
but, even with the bone snapped, 
abe was delivering frantic swings 
and lunges at Rita with the scissora. 
I flung my body in the way. The 
points caught in my coat--and then, 
by a miracle, I succeeded in wrest
ing the weapon out of the creature's 
hand. 

"Men eat M enes ! .. she wailed, and 
that cry was like the echoing cry 
of one eternally· lost. 

Neil had picked himself· up. He 
roared, he came on like a madman. 
And what happened next was,. by . 
the grace of God, a matter of a split 
second's advantage. · 

I had the shears. I swung at Neil 
with my left hand, and dealt him a 
atinging blow in the face that 
halted him. I turned upon Amen
Ra. and plunged the deadly weapon 
straight into her heart. 

The shears pierced through lMr 
body. So hard I struck that my fist 
collided with her ·breast. Blood 
spouted, ceased. For a moment 
Amen-Ra . stood upright, pinned by 
the steel. And then it waa as if 
all the devilishness went out of her 
face. . 

She was the young girl, the beau
teous maiden whom I had seen in 
the casket, whom I remembered 
dimty, as if in a dream, to have seen 
in Egypt. A smile of heavenly 
sweetness flickered about her 
mouth. And then, before my eyes. 
abe was dissolving into duat. 
. The weapon eased itself- from 

the crumbling form • .  No mummy 
this--nothing but a little heap of 
dust that flaked down upon the 
dais. Of Amen-Ra, · u I had seen 
her in the casket, no trace re
mained. 

I CHOKED with the horror of 
it. I flung the scissors from me 

and turned to await Neil7s mad on
set. But Neil was standing against 
the wall, looking about him aa if 
be bad awakened from a dream. 
And Coyne was rising out of the 
water and coming toward me. 

He gasped, he looked at the heap 
of dust, already covered by the on· 
coming stream. He ran to Rita 
Ware and raised her out of the 

water, whi-ch was lapping against 
her face. And I saw that her eyes 
were open, and she was staring con
fusedly about her. 

Coyne carried her to a couch and 
laid her down. She was mumbling, 
still half conscious. Neil was mut
tering too. CC)yne turned to me. . 

"Thank God, Dewey!" he cried. 
"I Jmew that I could truat you not 
to . falter. That was not Amen-Ra. 
Thi1S girl is Amen-Ra, reborn. So 
long · u that vampiric double of 
hera had lived, three soul-s ·would 
have remained in hell-her own, 
and Farrant'a, and this girl's. Thank 
God the evil spell ia ended!" 

Neil Farrant c:ame staggering to
ward us. "Where am I?" he mut
tered. "Where'• all this water 
coming froin? What happened? The 
experiment-jt didn't work? I don't 
seem to--remember-but I dreamed. 
I dreamed I was that fellow Menes, 
and you two were in the dream 
too." 

He began laughing hysterically, 
and then of a sudden his eyes fell 
upon Rita Ware. "Who is she?" 
be whispered hoarsely to the doc-
tor. · · · 

"I'll tell you later, Farrant," an
swered Coyne. "We've got to get 
out of ·here. The water's rising 



S42 STRANGE TALES 

ateadily� We'd best get to the sani
tarium while w� · can make it. If 
there's anything that's specially 
liable to be damaged, and we can 
carry it • • • •  " He looked doubtfully 
about him. 

"The mummies are gone t" Neil 
shouted. "What happened to them?" 

''Washed out of their caskets/' 
aiulwered Coyne tersely. "You took 
them out, you know." 

"Well,. good luck to them," cried 
Nell in high-pitched tonft. "I'm 
about sick of them. Coyne. That 
magic formula was a fake, and I 
feel kind of-soured on them.'' 

HE pitched forward as he spoke, · 
but Coyne caught him and 

steadied him. "Take it easy, Far
Nnt:• he said. "Think you can 
make it? Dewey, you help me get 
Mias Ware away." 

"Where am I, Doctor?" asked 
Rita faintly. And her voice was � 
like that of Amen-Ra that for an 
instant the whole picture of the 
dream flashed back into my mind. 
''I thought.....;they'd sent me to-
your sanitarium· for a rest. This 
isn't the sanitarium, is it?" 

"No, but we're going there," re-
plied Coyne. His lip was bleeding 
from Neil's blow, his clothes hung 
grotesquely about him, dripping 
water...:....as, indeed, did mine---and 
yet he was again the suave head �f 
the institution whom I had met 
that night for the first time� "This 
gentleman and I are going to 
carry you," he added. ''There's a 
high tide that has flooded us. 

''No, don .. t try to walk. Make a 
seat with our hands, Dewey," he 
said. "You know the way?" 

I assented, and together we raised 
the girl from the c·ouch. Tile water 
was almost to our w&ists. Outside 
confused criee rose above· the wind 
and the roaring of the waves. A 
streak of light shot into the sky. 

"God, what's that?" shouted 
Coyne. 

· 

Neil stopped at the door. "Look 
. out for the hawks t" he 'W81'1led ua. 

"I guess the hawks won't trou
ble us any more," the doctor an
swered. 

Neil opened the door, and a sud
den, violent gust of wind· almost 
tore it from its hinges. In an iJi
stant the room wu filled with the 
blast, and the water came pouring 
in. Carrying Rita, it was as much 
as we could do to wade along the 
central rooms and again tho front 
door. And as we reached it there 
came a violent hammering upon it. 

Neil ftung it open. We bent our 
faces to the blast. W' struggled 
on by inches. A group of men were 
in a large boat at the entrance, two 
of them standing up with poles 
in their banda. 

"Git in t Git in t" one of them 
shouted. "Didn't look for to see 
none of you· folks alive. Why, it's 
you, Doctor t Don't you know your 
place is on fire? And them damn 
mummies is running wild all over 
the island !" 

It was the ferryman, Old Incor
ruptible. 

CHAPTER Xl 

The Oath of Horus 

THERE was no need to tell us 
that the sanitarium was on fire, 

for we could see the. blaze through 
the trees. The whole building 
seemed to have caught, and to be 
doomed. We lifted Rita Ware into 
the boat and struggled in after 
her. Coyne looked crushed. 

"Reckon your folks will be saved. 
doctor," said Old Incorruptible. 
"There's a half dozen of the boats 
round the place, doing their best. 
But I'll tell you to your face. 
we was coming to make an end of 
Mr. Farrant's mummies if -that fire 
hadn't broke out. And we ain't 
going to have them things running 
wild· over Pequod · Island and 8ciU'
ing ·our womenfolks and kida." 
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�onlenael Noneenset•• answered 
the doctor teati�y. But Neil said 
DOthing. lie was bending over Rita 
Ware, and his face appeared trana
fiiW'ed. 

The high tide. had aubmer&•d the 
lower half of the ialand. The break
_,n were crashing amon& the treea. · 
The gale wu stil·l at ita height. and 
even aa. we.. p.oled our way toward 
the sanitarium more trees came 
eruhlng down. But the rain waa 
ceuing, and owrhead there waa a 
rent in the murky sky. 

At. tht� ed&e of the higher ground, 
on which the sanitarium stood, the 
boat crounded. W til leaped out. Nell 
�g Rita in hia arms and carried 
her a little way. 

"You stay here with Mise .W� 
Farrant," •id Coyne. "Come along, 
Dewf:y !" 

Boats were moving all about the 
buildings, and I col,lld see that the 
higher cround waa black with ftc
urea. The fire seemed to be burn· 
ing uncontrollably, ln spite of the 
rain, and it waa evide�tly only a 
matter of an hour or so before the 
entire group of structures ·would be 
gutted. CQyne ran, and I followed. 

One of the attendtnta came rush
Ing up, and recognised the doctor • . 
"We've got them all out safe," be 

· babbled, "except the--the--the. • • ." 
I knew what he meant. Coyne and 

I ran into the thick of the crowd, 
wbo were being shepherded by the 
hospital staff. The attendant, who 
had followed us, CJUDe panting up 
and pointed, .till babbling inco
herently. 

On the roof o.f the small building 
that had housed Rita Ware, four 
wild, half-naked forms were gath
ered. They were chandng and ges
ticulating, their arms raised to the 
sides. 

"WE can't get them !'' cried a 
man who had joined us. 

"What are they? I never saw them 
before." 

The leaping flames made the 
scene aa bright aa day. The four 
upon �e roof, heedless of the 
Samea that encompused them, 
were leapb1g and dancing, an,d the 
wild chant · that came from their 
Hpa waa faintly audible above the 
roar of the wind and the pounding 
of the. breakers. 

"God, It's the doctor I" someone 
yelled. 

And then I saw that the leader of 
the band . was . the duplicate of 
Coyne. Yes, Coyne in face and 
figure� aave that · he waa robed in 
raga of linen.- And I knew him. He 
wa. the astrologer of Amen-Ra'a 
�ourt. Back into my mind ·there 
fiuhed the forgotten dream, never 
to be effaced thereafter. 

Coyne ran forward. · "Nonsense I" 
he shouted. "I'm here t Don't you 
�tee me?'' 

"We've got to get them down, 
whoever they are," panted a little 
man. bi• face blackened with 
IIIDOke, his hair scorched by the 
flames. "We've got all the rest out 
Mfely, but thoae four-I never aaw 
them before." 

"There'• no chance, Sellers," an .. 
swered Coyne. "It would be death 
to attempt it." 

"But who are they? Where did 
they come from?" Selles;a shouted. 

"It's them damn mummies," 
yelled Old Incorruptible. "Let 'em 

· die. We ain't going t o  have th� 
frightening our womenfolks and 
kids. Good riddance to them I" 

A hoarse about of approval came 
from the assembled fishermen. And 
all the while a wild, whirling dance 
went on·, while the flames roared 
about the four, until they atood 
silhouetted against a wall of leap-
ing fire. . 
· - A.nd s1,1ddenly the end came. There 

came a furious uprush of fire, ��e 
whole roof. collapsed, sending up a 
sky-high pillar of flame. Into that 
fiery furnace dropped the four dead
living men. One install' they atood 

. . , . 
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clear against the · ftame��-the next 
there was nothing but a raging 
holocaust. 

Coyne turned to me. hla face 
white, his body quivering. "That's 
the end, Dewey," he eaid. He 
turned to Sellen. ''Get our folks 
down to the village in the boats:• · 
he ord�red. "We'll have our hands 
full to-night.•• 

I MADE my way back t.o whero 
I had left Neil and Rita Ware. 

They were standing together in the 
same spot, and they seemed utterly 
absorbed in each other, so much ao 
that neither saw me until I stood 
beside them. 

"Well, everybody"s safe:• I said 
to Neil. 

"That's good," be answered. "Jim, 
do you and Miss Ware know each 
other? She says she•s met you 
somewhere. She thinks it was in 
Philadel phi a.•• 

"Well, it may have been in Phila
delphia," I answered, though I had 
never . been in that city. 

"Jim, listen. You're my friend. 
What rm going to say to you will 
sound crazy, but rm through with 
the mummies and Egyptology for 
all time. You see, we're going to 
be married just as soon as-•• 

. "Can we trust your fri-end?'" 
uked Rita Ware, looking at me 
with a strange expression. "I-I've 
been ill, you know. A-a sort of 
breakdOwn. But t•m well now, and 
If you're Nel·t·· friend • • •  :• 

"I hope that I shall be the fri-end 
of both of you for life," I an
swered. "I'm· happier than I've ev-er 
been to know that this has hap
pened.'• 

"I know it sounds cruy,'• said 
the girl. "But, you se� we--we 
recognized each other the instant 
that we met. I don't know whether 
we met in this life or in soine other 
one, but we know beyond all doubt
ing that we just-well, we just be
long." 

And she turned to Neil again, and 
I. saw that both of. them had for
gotten .me. And that was how I 
wanted it to be. For I knew that 
the oath of Horus had brought those 
two souls together, three thousand 
years after their bodies had been 
sealed into their tombs. Neither 
water nor fire, nor my own treacb

·erous sword had been able to sunder 
them. 

I turned away and went back to 
help in the. work of reaocuing the in
mates. And a dead weight was lifted 
from my heart. 

Injustice Triumphant 
NOT alwaya is virtue triumphant and 

the wroncdoer punished in the 
folklore of nations. An example ia that 
eoncerntnc Treryn Castle, an ancient 
British fortress whose Cyclopean walla 
and outer breaatwork can still be traced. 
This caatle is . said to have been the 
dwelling of • famous pant and his wife1 the giant being chief of a daring band 
which held possession of all the lands 
west of Pensance. 

Amoq his following was a fine and 
bandaome young giant who made his 
home ln the pile of · rocks upon which 
the Logan Rock now stands. This young 
fellow grew very fond of the great 
chlef>a wife, and it seems hia illecal 
Ufection was retUrned. . . 

Aa time paaed and notbinc ever hap-

pened to dispose of the chieftain, tho 
young giant at last took matters into hla 
o� banda; and one day while the 
danteaa was recUnlnc on the rock still 
blown as the Giant Lady's. Chair. and 
the good old giant was doaing in the 
Oiant"a Chair which stands near it, the 
young and wicked lover atole behind hia 
chief and stabbed him in the belly with 
a knife. The giant fell over the ·rocks to 
the level ridge below, and there lay .rap� 
Idly· pouring out his life-blood. And from 
that spot the young murderer Jdcked 
him, still living, into tho sea, where he 
perished in the waters. . 

The unjust but happy ending Ia that 
the guilty pair took possession of 
Treryn Castle and lived happily forever 
dtu. 
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Sea-Tiger 
By Henry S. Whitehead 

A
RTHUR HEWITT'S first be staggered up to the saloon-deck 

intimation of the terrific the next morning after an ex
storm ·which struck · the tremely uncomfortable, sleepless 

. Barbadian -off Hatteras, night, be looked out of the porta 
�n rout� for .the

. 
West Indies, was upon a sea which transcended any-

a crash w h i  c h r"'l"---------------1 tbi�g he hac:i ever 
awakened h i m s e e n. The Bar:-
out of u n e a a y Merma• a•d Mermaid wel'e tlae,. la badian� heeling. 
s 1 e e p in t h e tlae di'OWIIiq HeWitt'• �ealiq · a n d hanging, 
narrow berth of -.blo-. wallowed in the 
his cabin. When trough of cross 
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seas which wrenched her lofty 
bridge-deck. 

A steward, who was having a 
rather difficult time keeping his 
feet, fetched him a sandwich and a 
cup of coffee. In a little while two 
other passengers appeared · for 
breakfast: one a British salesman. 
and the other an American ship's 
officer, ·out of a professional berth 
and going to Antigua to help take 
off a sugar crop. The three men, 
warmed now by the coffee and the 
comfortable security of the lounge, 
snored and chattered intimately. 

Nevertheless, a sinister forebod
ing seemed to hang over them. At 
last Matthews, the American, voiced 
it plainly: 

"I hope she'll make St. Thomas·! 
Well-:-l've always heard that Cap
tain Baird knows his business; a 
good sailorman, they say ... 

"Do you think there'll be any 
let-up when we get into the Gulf 
Stream?" This was the Englishman, 
breaking a long, dreary silence. 

"More likely a let-down., I'd 
aay ," replied the pessimistic Mat
thews. "She'll be worse, if any
thing, in my judgment.'" 

This gloomy prediction justified 
itself the following morning. The 
Barbadian had entered the Gulf 
Stream, and the malevolent fury of 
the sea increased with daylight. 
Hewitt came on deck, and, lean
ing against the jamb of a partly 
opened hatch on the protected lee
side, looked out upon a world of 
heaving gray-green· water with that 
feeling of awe which the sea in all 
its many moods invariably awak- . 
ened in him. A gust of wind· caught 
his unbuttoned coat, and out of 
a pocket and onto the wet, heaving 
deck slid the morocco-bound Tes
tament which his mother had given 
him years before. 

He stepped out through the 
hatchway, cautiously, making his 
way precariously acrou the deck 
to·where it lay caught in the· metal 

scupper. He arrived safely against 
the rail, which he gripped firmly 
with one hand, while he stooped 
to recover the book with the other. 
As he bent forward the tail-end 
of an enormous overtopping wave 
which had caught ·the vessel under 
her weather-quarter, caught him 
and raised his body like a feather 
over the rail's top. · 

But Hewitt .was not cast Into the 
sea. With a frantic, instinctive 
movement, he clung to the rail u 
his body struck violently against 
the ship's side. 

With th• Barbadian"• righting 
herself he found himself hanging 
on like grim death, his body dan
gling perilously over the angry 
waters, the Testament clutched 
firmly in his other hand. 

HE attempted to set his feet 
· against one of the lower rail-

ings, to hook his legs about a stan
chion. He almost succeeded, and 
would doubtless have J>een . back 
upon the ·deck in safety had not 
the crest of the following wave dis
lodged hia one-hand bold on the 
rail. The angry sea took him to 
itself, while the laboring ship, 
bounding · into the teeth of the 
gale, bore on, all unconcerned over 
his sudden, unceremonious de
parture. 

The in-cidents of Hewitt's life 
marched through his consciousness 
with an incredible rapidity. He re
membered his mother poignantly
his mother dead these eight years 
--and a salt tear mingled with the 
vast saltiness of this cold, inhos
pitable ocean whic� had taken him 
to its disastrous embrace. 

Down and down into the watery 
inferno he sank, weighted down 
with his winter boots and heavy 
overcoat. Strangely enough, he. was 
not afraid, but he responded to the 
major mechanical impulses of a 
drowning man-the rigid holding 
of his breat� . the desperate at-
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tempts to keep his head toward 
the surface so as to stay the sinking 
proc.-, the well-nigh mechanical 
prayer to God. 
· His . lungs ·were bursting. it 

aeemed l Hot pain seared him, the 
red pain of unendurable pressures. 
He must resist as long as h-e bad 
tenaciousness. He clamped his jaws 
desperately together. . 

It was calm down here, and dark I 
Here ·was no trace of the raging 
tempest on the surface, that tu
multuous surface of lashed fur:y. 
The water seemed constantly 
heavier, more opaque, a vast. per
vading indigo. 

The pain and the burning pres
sure w-ere gone now. He seemed no 
longer to sink. Nor did he rise, ap
parently. Probably· he could not ex
hale. his breath now if he wanted 
to. Well, he did not want to. It was 
no longer cold. Here was a world 
of calm, of perf-ect peace. Drown
ing is an easy death, after all. • • •  

He hoped the Barbadian would 
make ·st. Thomas. . • • 

His last conscious sensation was 
of a gentle sinking through a vast, 
imponderable blueness, which 
seemed pervading the universe, a 
restful blueness to which one could· 
yield readily. H·e relaxed, let him
self go, with no desire to struggle. 
He sank and sank, it seemed . • • .  

• • • 

HE lay now upon a beach, his 
chin propped in his cupped 

hands, his elbows de-ep . in the warm 
· sand. It was from this warmth that 

he derived his first conscious sen
sation. A soft sea-wind, invig
orating from its long contact with 
inimitable expanses of tropic seas. 
blew freshly. · He felt very weary. 
and, it seemed, he bad· newly awak
ened out of a very protracted sleep. 
He turned · his head at some slight 
sound and· looked into the fac-e of 
a girl who lay on the sand beside 
him .. 

He realised. u the march of 

events passed through his mind, 
that he must . have gone through 
the gate of death. This, then, was 

· that .next wol'lci of which be had 
heard vaguely, all his lif-e long. It 
was puzzling, somewhat. He was 
dead. H e  knew be must be dead. 
Do the dead· lie on tropical beaches, 
under faint moonlight, and thin)[. 
and feel this fresh wind from the 
sea? The dead, surely, do not 
dream.- Perhaps they do dream. He 
had no knowledge, no experience, 
of course. He had read tales of 
after-death. Most of them. he re
membered, reveal� the

. 
surprise of 

the hero at the unexpectedness of 
his surroundings. 

The _girl touched him gently on 
the shoUlder, and her band was�
believa];>ly . cool and soothing. As 
he turned and looked at her in a 
kind of terror, the faint moonlight 
abruptly faded. Then the rim o£ 
the sun broke, red and aharp, like 
a blazing scimitar blade, acroaa the 
horizon. The leaves of many trees 
stirred, .welcoming the tropic day. 
Little monkeys swung and chat
tered overhead. A great flaming 
macaw sped, arrow-like, acron . the 
scope of his vision. The girt spoke 
to him: 

"We must be gone to the .ea." . 
The girl moved· delicately to

wards the place where, ne&r-·at hand, 
the turquoise sea lapped softly 
against weed-strewn boulders and 
freshly gleaming white sand. As he. 
too, induced by some compelling 
impulse beyond the scope of Ids 
understanding, moved instinctively 
to seek the refuge of the sea.· be saw 
his companion clearly for the· first 
time. Stupefied, incredulous, he 
glanced down at his own bOdy, and 
saw, glistening, iridescent in the 
new light of fresh dawn, a great 
flashing, gl�aming tail like that . of 
some fabled, stupendo�s denizen 
of enchant-e4 deeps. Tben, hts won
d-erment losing itself in • ereat 
exultation, he. followed bh mermaid 
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Into the . shining. welcoming 
waters. • • • 

O
N an early afternoon-for the 

sun wa11 high in the heavens 
-he emerged from the sea into the 
shallows of that sandy beach where 
he had awakened to amphibian ex· 
istence seemingly ages ago. Slowly. 
painfully, he dragged himself upon 
the warm sand. He was very weary, 
for he had finished an enormous 
swim. away from the scene of a 
fearful combat which he had w�ged 
with a now dimly remembered mon· 
ster of the great deeps of the warm 
sea. His companion, who, during 
these long, dimly remembered eras, 
had been dear to him, W'BS gone. She 
h�d succumbed in the direful strug· 
cle with tlie sea-beast. His heart· 
ache transcended the .immediate 
painfulness and fatigue of his 
bruised and weary body. 

He had had his vengeance, 
though. Beside her body lay that 
of the sea·beaat, crustaceous, hor· 
rible. slain by him after a titanic 
struggle, mangled in the lmpon· 
derable ooze. • • • 

· 

He rested at last, prone upon the 
yielding, sun·soaked sand. The in· 
siatent light of the glaring sun 
troubled him, and he moved impa· 
tiently. A vague murmur, too, was 
disturbingly apparent. He decided, 
wearily, to shift his position to 
the nearby shade of a palm · grove. 
He turned over, slowly, painfully. 

Then . the light from the sun . 
.anote his eyes, attuned to the cool 
dimness of the sea-deeps, and as he 
moved towards the palms he ra-ised 
a hand to his brow. That disquieting 
murmur took form abruptly� b .. 
came intelligible. :It seemed, some
how, to take on the familiarity of 
a remembered human voice. He 
lowered his hand, puzzled, dis· 
turbed, and found himself looking 
at an electric·light bulb. In its light 
he aaw three men sitting on a 
l•ther sofa. He rose on hia elbow. 

still painfully, for he . was very 
weary after that dire combat, and 
peered at them. He now fixed his 
dazed stare on Matthews, who wu 
in the mldd·le of the row, and mum· 
bled some incohe.rent words. The 
man seated at the end of the sofa 
rose hastily, and came towards him. 
He saw that it was Hegeman, the 
Barbadian#• doctor. 

"BACK awake, eh?" It was 
Hegeman's cheerful voice. 

The doctor placed a hand on 
Hewi�s pulse ... You'll do," he an· 
nounced confidently. 

Matthews was standing beside the 
doctor. Over Matthews' shoulder 
Hewitt could see, peering, the spec
tacled face of the salesman. Mat· 
thews was speaking: 

.. We were through the Gulf 
Stream a day ago, and the sun's 
out. It was a narrow squeak I Old 
Baird should have the Board of 
Trade medal for getting you. 
Thought · you'd never come up l" 

••A bit battered but right as rain, 
what!" The Englishman h:ad added 
his word of cheer. 

"You'll be on your pins in a day 
or two," said the doctor . .. Ke_ep 
still for the present.'' Hewitt 
nodded. He did not want to talk. 
He had too much to get settled in 
his mind. Those experiences! Or 
what seemed to be experiences, the 
chimeras of the un-conscious mind. 

"One of the stewards saw you 
go," added Hegeman ... Two of your 
teeth are chipped., where you· 
clamped your jaws to hold your 
breath. Plucky thing to do. It saved 
your life. 

}Jewitt held out a ·heavy hand. 
The doctor took it and placed it 
gently by his side. "Go back to 
sleep," he ordered, and the three 
filed out. 

• • • 

D. URING the remainder of the 
voyage Hewitt slowly r .. 

covered from the severe shock of 
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his long immersion in wintry sea
water. HQ was chiefly occupied 
though, with the strange history of 
his experience, which continued to 
stand out quite sharply in his mind. 
He could not shake off the notion 

. that it had been, somehow, a real 
experience. Why-he could remem� 

. ber the details of day after day of 
it. He seemed to have acquired some 
unique knowledge of the ways of 
the sea's great deeps: the barely 
luminous darkness of animal phos
phorescence; the strange monstera; 
the incredible cold of that world 
of pressure and .dead ooze; the ef� 
fortleas motion through the water; 
the strange grottoes ; above aU, the 
eery austere companionship <?f the 
t;ner-woman and the final dreadful 
battle. . • • Hia mind was filled to 
overflowing with intimate detaib of 
what seemed a long, definite, regu
lated, amphibian life, actually 
lived! 

There remained, permanently, 
even after the process of time had 
done ita work in rendering most of 
the details indistinct in hia mind, 
the desire for the aea: the over
whelming urge to go into, under, 
the water; to swim for incalculable 
distances; to lie on dim, sandy 
depths, the light, blue and faint, 
from above, among the swarming, 
glowing, harmless parrot�fish. And, 
deeper than all, in this persistent 
urge of consciousness, was the half
buried, · basic desire to rive and 
tear and rend-a curious, almost 
inexplicable, persistent set of 
wholly new instincts, which dis� 
turbed his mind when be allo-wed 
himself to dwell on them. He 
looked forward to the first swim in 
the Caribbean, after landing at his 
pQI:'t. St. Croix, in the Virgin 
Islands. 

Fully restored to his ordinary 
physical vigor, he joined a swim
ming party on the afternoon fol
lowing his arrival in Frederiksted. 
There had been rumors of sharka. 

but his hosts hastened to reassure 
their guests. No l Sharks were vir
tually negligible, anyhow. Sharks 
were . cowardly creatures, easily 
frightened away from any group of 
swinuners • .  If it were a barracuda, 
now-that would be quite another 
matter. Over in Porto Rico, so re
port had it, there had been a case 
of a barracuda attacking an Amer
ican school-teacher. Terribly in
jured-permanently, it was said. 
Months in the hospital, poor fel-
low. 

· 

But, barracuda rarely troubled 
the bathing beaches. Occasionally, 
yes. one would take the bait of one 
of the Negro fishermen, far out in 
their little boats, and then the 
fisherman, if he were agile, would 
cut his line and row,. gray-faced, in
shore, perhaps not to venture out 
again for days. They were the sea. 
tigers, the barracudas. . 

Their attack was a fiendish thing. 
With its eighteen-inch jaw, ·and 
its rows of rip-saw teeth, it would 
charge, and charge again, tearing 
its helpless victim to ·ribbons, 
stripping _ftesh from bones with r� 
lentleaa avidity. There was no 
escape, it seemed, once those light
ning rushes had begun. They came 
in such rapid succession that un
less the victim were almost on 
shore there was no escape. Yes, a 
kind Providence save us from a 
barracuda! 

THE party, a gay one, entered 
the water under the declining 

afternoon sun. The beach here 
shelved steeply, four or five steps 
being quite enough. to reach swim· 
ming depth. The water was so clear. 
over its white, sandy bottom,· that 
a swimmer, floating face downward. 
could see bottom clearly, and count 
the little parrot':'fish, like flashing 
sunbeams, as they sp9rted about, 
apparently near enough to be gath
ered up by extending the hand; a 
curious, amusing delusion. 
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Hewitt swam easily, lazily, 
revelli'ng with Satisfaction in the . 
stimulating clear water ·which in 
these latitudes is like a sustained 
caress to the body. 

He had never felt so much at ease 
in the water before. It seemed, how
ever, quite natural to him now. It 
fitted, precisely, into what had 
grown to be his expectations dur
ing the past few days on the ship. 
It . was as though latent, untried 
powers deep within him had been 
stimulated and released by the 
strange. mental experience he had 
undergone· during those few hours 
of his unconsciousness. He dived 
deeply, and all the processes in
volved-the holding of the breath, 
the adjustment of muscular actions. 
and reactions, the motions of 
underwater swimming-were as nat
ural and effortless as though he 
had been, he told himself musingly, 
really amphibious. 
· Unnoticed by him, the remainder 

of the swimming party, only about 
half of whom he had met, retired 
to the beach and. spread themselves 
in little sociable gro�ps along the 
aandy edge. A. few lingered in the 
shallows. 

H
E was floating on his back, 
the little waves of that calm 

sea lapping against his cheeks when 
he heard . · f1lintly the terrified, 
cutting scream of a girl. He treaded 
water� and looked towards the beach, 
where he saw the various membelJl 
of the large party rushing towards 
a young girl whom he liad not 
especially noticed before. The girl 
was one of those who had remained 
in the shallows, and as he looked he 
saw DJimy �ands extended towards 
her, aqd drawing her upon the sand, 
and he saw, too, a pinkish froth of 
fresh blood about the place from 
whi'"h she had emerged. 

Something seemed to snap inside 
his brain. That terrible; atavistic, . 
inexplicable sense of combat, the 

desire to rend and tear suffused 
him. In the grip of this strange, 
primitive, savage urge, he turned 
abruptly and dived straight down 
to where a Bickering gray ·Shadow 
passed ;  to wher� an enormous bar-· 
racuda slowed to tum for ita light
ning rush at its second . victim. · 
Hewitt sped down llke a plummet, 
exulting • • • •  

A moment later the attention of 
the group on the beach was dis
tracted from the young girl whose 
foot had been cruelly gashed by 
the sea-tiger's l:eeth, to a seething,· 
foaming, writhing thing that rose 
from the calm surface of the sea 
a hundred feet out from the beach, 
struggled furiously on the lashed 
surface for a few seconds, and then 
as abruptly disappeared in a tor
tur�d mass of foam. A sunburned 
young Navy dooctor went on btnd;. � 
ing up the girl's foot, but the rest,· 
wonder-stricken, a.ilent, scanned the 
surface eagerly for another glimpse 
of this strange, titanic combat. 
"What is it?,. "What c·an it be ?'• 
The questiona ran from mouth to 
mouth. 

The . barracuda rose again, this 
time within twenty feet of the 
beach, and Hewitt lay locked along 
the steel-gray back, his hand�t 
closed in a viselike grip about the 
terrible jaws, his tensed muscles 
corded with the fearful strain. Over 
and ov�r, sidewise, bac�rds, fo·r
ward, moved fish and man as one, 
locked together in dives and turna 
and dashes so swift as to baflle the 
gaping eyes of the ·amazed on
lookers, standing now in a won
dering, intrigued row upon the 
edge of the sand. And always, with 
great,. powerful lunges of feet and 
sweeps of elbows and hand and 
knees, now above, now- beneath, but 
ever unrelaxed in that deadly grip, 
on the frothing surface or in the 
quiet depths, Hewitt forced his 
demon antagonist towards the 
beach. 
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IN the course of their fourth 
emergence, the two, rolling over . 

and over up�n the bottom sand. of 
the ahqre ahallows, shot o�t upon 
the beach, and Hewitt, finding his 
feet, with a great wrench, raised 
the aea-tiger in his hands and with 
a great. sweeping motion which bent 
the lron-J.ike head and' ita cruel 
jaws towards the rigid, mackerel
like. tail, cracked the giant kUlei-'s 
backbone, and flung th� barracuda 
down on the sand where It lay, 
c:rual;led and brobn, writhing out its 
li�e in convulsive leaps. 

Hewitt toOk several deep, re
s�oring breaths, and the killing-lust 
passed from him, the ·strange urge 
satisfied by his succesaful .struggle. 
The members of the swimming 
party slowly gathered about him. 
There :was, it appeared, nothing 
much to say. One of the men cau
tiously rolled over the crushed 
barr.cuda · with a tentative foot. 
Hewitt raised hia eyes and looked 
towards the young girl, who was 
now standing lightly on the ban
daged foot, supported by the Navy 
doctor. 

She looked back at Hewitt, and 
there was a great wonder in her sea
blue eyes. The fresh wind moved · 
her coppetj hair, now released 
from the rubber bathing-cap. 

Oblivious of the. chorus of ad
miration and bewilderment of 

. 
the 

rest of the swimming party, Hewitt 
gazed at her, awed, overcome, feel
ing suddenly weak. For-wonder of 
wonders !-leaning on the arm of 
the solicitous yo�g doetor •. there 
stood before him the perfect em
bodim'ent' of his sea companion, that 
strange, alluring, product of · his 
recent subconscious experience, his 
extraordinary dream. 

He drew several long breaths, to 
steady himself. Now the remarks of 
the swimmers began to break 
through · his dazed consciousneae., 
and he came, to himself. He stepped 
towards the injured girl, fumbling 
in· his rapidly clearing mind for 
some suitable expression of sym-
pathy. • • • 

· 

Abruptly the members of the 
swimming party . fell alent, re
alizing that they stood here in the 
presence of some inexpllcable 
drama ; of -something subtle and 
vague, but something unmistakably 
finished, appropriate. 

· 

"I hope . you were not hurt very 
badly," was all that Hewitt · co�d 
manage. 

The girl answered him not a word 
but looked steadily into his face, 
and Hewitt knew that here was the 
beginning of his real life. 



The Dead Walk Softly 
· By Sewell Peaslee Wright 

I 
DO not like strange beds. of the house, were too far away to 
This was a very comfortable give me the rush of fresh air to 
one, but it waa not the aim- which I was accustomed. Brooke's 
ple, modernistic bed in my summer place had been built, I re

own rather austere bachelor apart- membered, in the days when night 
�nt at home. air was supposed to carry all man-

Set at an angle in .one come,: of ner of ills. However, I was weary 
the room,- the r----------------...., from a hard day•s 
two windowa, one drive, and it was 
in the side of the Icy wltla f•- Jwda-.. walt• •mid a matter· of but a 
house, facing the tlae ara-•t--- wait• for Ia• few minutes be-

· · - bowa -..ot wlaat. Atlantic, and the fore I was asleep. 
other in the end But I do not 
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sleep well in a strange bed. I awak
ened presently and glanced at my 
wrist watch. It was twenty minutes 
of one by the green-giowing dial. I 
had been asleep but little more· than 
an· hour, and I felt uncomfortably 
wide awa.ke. 

353 

· Propping myself on one arm, I 
searched on the table beside the 
bed for cigarettes and matches. I 
have a bad habit of .smoking in the 
middle of the night when I am rest
leas, but even this small favor was 
to be denied me that night. for I 
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could see, by -the faint haze of in the chambers over my head. and 
moonlight from the windowa, that Brooke's voi« was anxiously call
the necessary articles were not ing my name: 
there. Only the change, the keys, "Tomt What's ' the matter? 
and the bill-fold I bad placed there What'• up?" I heard hi� bare ·feet 
before retiring. My cigarettes I · pattering down the stairs, and in 
hacl tucked in a shirt pocket, I re- a moment he had joined: me in the 
membered all too well, now. kitchen. 

For a moment I considered the ••sorry," I aaid, as Cl!lmly as I 
possibility of getting up and se- could. --we've had a .visitor." . 
curing the cigarettes, but remem· _.A visitor?" 
bering how loudly the old floor "A · professional visitor," I nod-
. creaked. I decided not to disturb ded. ••Lifted my roll, I imagine 
the household with my foolishnesa, he'd put it." . . 
and closed my eyes with the fixed · "A--burglar?" asked Brooke. 
determination to ·get . back to aleep "Right. But be's gone, so let's 
in the shortest possible time. . forget •t." 

I suppose everyone has had the "Hardly that," said my host. 
experience of trying to force him- ••How did you �ppen to . discover 
self to sleep. It isn't much of a your loss. Did he wake you up?" 
success. I lay there with my brain .,No ; that's the odd-" I broke. 
damnably alert, and free from ev.ery off 'suddenly, ·staring at Brooke, I 
vestige of sleepiness. imagine, aa though I'd never seen 

It was close in the ro� Ter- him before. 
ribly close. These old houses. • • • 
Firmly, I began counting sheep. 

I HAD hopeleaaly counted the 
eighty-1eventh sheep when I 

beard the· latch on my door click 
softly. Inatantly I opened my eyes 
and swung both feet to the ftoor. 

"Brooke?" I asked quickly. T�ere 
waa no answer. 

�ello I Who's there?" Someone, 
I bew, had· just closed that door. 
If it were not Brooke, then

Hastily, I glanced at the little 
table beside the bed. 

lly bill-fold wu gone l 
I ran acroaa the room, the old 

boards fairly shrieking beneath my 
feet. There was no one in the· liv
ing room which. had been an old 
New England formal parlor, and 
no one in the kitchen when I looked 
there. Nor was there anyone in 
sight outside, when I ftung open 
the front door and looked around 
the moonlit, peaceful yard, with · its 
old-fashioned aow.ers, closed and 
drooping sleepily on their stalks. 

But there was a commotion now 

W
HY, I'd been awake �hen 
the money was taken l Wide 

awake as I have ever been in my 
life. I knew, positively, that I bad 
seen the bhl·fold there on the table 
when I searched for cigarettes. No 
possible doubt about that. And 
yet • • • •  

••what's the matter, Tom?" asked 
Brooke hastily. ..What are you 
thinking about?" 

"You'll . say I've been dreaming,'' 
I replied gravely, .. but I'll swear 
there's something strange about 
this. I woke up, and looked for a 
cigarette on the little table beside 
the bed. There were none there ; 
I'd left them in my shirt pocket
but my bill-fold was on the table 
then. I saw it as plainly as I see 
you . 

.. Then I closed my eyes and tried 
to go to sleep. Couldn't, however
you know how it is, sometimes. 
Then I heard the door shut, and I 
jumped out of bed. There was no 
one in the room, and-· the money 
was gone." 
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"Came right into the room while 
you were awake, eh ?" said Brooke • 
.. Pity you didn't happen to open 
your eyes and grab him!� 

uYes," I said, not looking at 
Brooke now. "But have you ever 
noticed how the floor creaks in that 
room of mine? A cat couldn't have 
«Ossed it without attracting my 
attention ; not in that silence." . 

"But-but what-what do you 
mean ?" stammered Brooke. "If you 
didn't drop off-" 

"I know I didn't," I Interrupted 
almost grimly. 

"Then how could a man have 
walked across the room without 
your knowing it?" 

"He couldn't," I said flatly. 
"Ahl" said an eerie Yoice from 

the closed stairway. "But the dead 
walk softly JU 

W
E whirled, startled and 
frightened, toward the source 

of the voice. There in the stairway, 
holding an old gray bathrobe 
around her thin body, was Aunt 
Nettie, nodding at us wisely. 

"What are you · doing here?" 
asked Brooke sharply, glaring at 
hls housekeeper. "And what made 
you say that ?" 

"I thoug·ht yP\1 might be needin' 
of me, what with all these goin's 
on all hours of the night," she re
plied crisply. "I didn't know but 
what the house was afire." 

"And what made you say-what 
you did?" 

"I heard what Mr. Jordan wu 
tellin' you.' and it just popped out 
natural-like. Yo11 'member what 
happened to · young David Pierce, · 
don't you? And what the poor dear 
girl who was with him said� The 
gun dropped to t�e ground;_with
out her bein' able to · see· the hand 
that dropped it-and the only track 
they could find for all their lookin' 
and searchin' was not so deep as a 
baby would 'a'· made, and a naked 
foot, at that ! The · dead do walk 

softly, when they walk, Mr. Ckeg
oryl'' 

"Nonsense I" snapped Brooke, in 
the harshest voice I bad ever heard 
him use. "We'll excuse you now, 
Aunt Nettie. Tell Mrs. Gregory 
there's nothing to be alarmed about ; 
Mr. Jordan merely )lad a nightmare. 
Understand?" 

"Sure, Mr. Gregory:• abe said, 
nodding, her dark eyes searching 
my face. "A nightmare, wu it?'' 
And atilt nod.ding, she allppec:l ai· 
lently up the stairs. 

"Odd creature," commented 
Brooke. "Full of an old woman'a 
auperatitioua ideas. Startled me, 
though, when, she chimed in ao un
expectedly." He drew his band 
acroes his forehead, which I could 
see was beaded with perspiration. 
And the night wu cool. "I gueaa 
we'd best forget it until morning: 
there seems to be nothing to be 
done just now, eh?" 

"Right. Sorry to have disturbed 
you. I was a bit startled myself. 
Run along and forget it. Se• you 
in the morning. · 

I WENT back to my room, and 
lit the lamp. It seemed to me 

there was a strange, unpleasant 
odor hanging in the air-probably 
the smell of the clam-flats at low 
tide. I got out my cigarettes, and 
�efully examined both the win
dows. They were my only hope. 
But the screens were firmly ia 
place, and undisturbed. Whoever
or whatever-had taken my bill
fold, had come and left throu•h 
the door. And the · boards of the 
ftoor had not creaked I 

I do not feel ashamed to say that 
old Aunt Nettie's words kept com· 
ing back to me, sending ley trlek
lings along my spbie, and that I 
spent the remainder of tho night . 1n an old splint-bottomed · rocker 
beside the window· through which 
the moonlight came, smoking one 
cigarette after another, and think· 



SSG STRANGE TALES 

ing, thinking, until d�ylight ca�e twn-I'm nat sure, but I think 
and the mist began to lift from t�e most, if not all, of the Colchester 
ocean before me. money is in her name. Probably 

Brooke came down early and in- that was -one very goo� reason why 
vited me for a swim. It was just Colchester opposed the match. The 

· what I needed, and I accepted the poetry business isn't a particularly 
invitation with alacrity. · profitable one, from what I hear." 

"Who was this David Pierce your We paused by the edge of the 
housekeeper mentioned last night?" water, and Brooke .glanced at me 
I asked as we walked down the with a peculiar look in his eyes. 
ateep, crooked path to the shore. .. The rest of the story is hard to 
""And what about this business of believe," he commented, .. but this 
a. gun that dropped from an invia- is the way it goes: the night be
ible .hand, or . something of the fore the wedding, Colchester went 
sort?" to town, leaving the two turtle 

Brooke looked out across the doyes to coo. Marie and young 
gray Atlantic, just beginning to Pierce were in the garden, accord
glow with the light of the morning ing to her atory, seated on a stone 
sun. bench overlooking the oc�an, when 

.. It'a a local mystery," he said suddenly, without the least warn
. slowly. "You remember meeting ing, there was the crash of a re-

Colcheater, .the poet, ye�terday?" volver, and · Pier-ce sagged forw�d. 
· "Surely," I nodded. lmmediately Marie caught him in her arms, in
after my arrival, Brooke and Irene, trtinctivaly glancing back into · the 
his wife, had taken me for a stroll young firs which .grow in a little 
.Iong the shore. We had run into semicircle · behind the bench. 
the man Brooke bad mentioned: a .,She says abe aaw the gun--an 
powerfully built man with a great old revolver made thirty years ago 
mane of white hair, and a abort -fall to the ground, and · saw the 
beard of iron gray. branchea of the firs swit-ch back 

COLCHESTER was not a man 
eaaUy forgotten. His deep-aet 

eyes were blue and moat electrical
ly brilliant; his mouth generous 
and very expressive. Only in the 
height of hia forehead and the 
lencth of the wavy white loeb 
which framed his face, was there 
the suggestion of the poet. 

••w ell," said Brooke, .. this chap 
Pierce waa the man to whom Col
cheater's daughter, Marie, was en
gaged. Young fellow from the vil
lage, here; owned a store, and was 
doing quite well. . 

· "Marie isn't a particularly attrac
tive girl, and I fancy she hasn't 
had many suitora. The old man 

_
ob

jected to the proposed match, but 
'Marie finally told him abe was go
ing to marry young Pierce whether 
or not. Marie baa. money of h�r 

into place. But-that was all. And 
the moon waa shining brightly." 

· "Pierc.e was dead ?" 
.. A bullet through the brain,., 

nodded Brooke. 
.. you think • • • it -couldn't · have 

been · • . •  ?'' 
"Colchester? No. Couldn't imag

ine him in that role, and besides, 
he was in town when it happened. 
That was proved beyond doubt." 

"Any footprints, or anything like 
that?" 

.. No." Brooke laughed queerly, it 
seemed to me, and gazed dqwn re-o 
ftectively at the sand. ..They found 
powder-stains on the fronds of one 
of the firs, proving · that . Marie's 
story as to where the shoating had 
occurred was true. But although 
the ground all around was damp 
sand, wet by a rain the forenoon 
before, there was no trace of foot-
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prints. Except"-and again Brooke 
laughed that queer, apologetic 
laugh--"that one man swore · he 
found a very faint imprint, just 

· where the killer must have stood to 
fire the fatal shot. But the impres
sion he claimed to see wu of a 
naked foot/n He turned abruptly, 
and waded out into the sud. "Let'• 
awim.'' he said. "Breakfaat'll be 
ready in a fffW minutes." 

BREAKFAST was ready and 
waiting by the time we fin

ished our swim and changed into 
presentable costumes. 

Brooke had apparently con
vinced Irene that the adventure of 
the night before was no more than 
a .nightmare, for she mentioned the 
matter only once, and then lightly. 

"Lots of news in the paper this 
morning," she said when the meal 
was finished. 

"There were two robberies in the 
village ; two tourists were the vic
tims. One lost nearly two hundred 
dollars, and the other over three 
hundred, and jewels valued at near
ly fifteen hundred dollars. Then-" 

"Nothing strange about that, 
· dear," chuckled Brooke, with a 
swift, warning glance in my direc

. tion. "Robbing tourists is a legiti
mate busineu around here." 

"This is .no joking matter," pro
tested I.-one seriously. "The other 
story is even .-tranger. You remem
ber we were reading the other day 
of the very wealthy Mrs. What's
her-name, who baa that huge sum
mer place near the old lighthouse, 
a�d who is entertaining Madame 
Lombard, the famous apiritualistic 
medium? Well, they had a seance 
last night, and right in the middle 
of it-but wait ; I'll read the news
paper . account to you." 
, She left the table and picked up . 
the paper. Brooke and I stared at 
each other uncomfortably as · we 
waited for her to find the item she 

· · hAd ·ment.ioned. · · · 

"Here it is ; listen t 

.,. 'The medium, Madame Lom
bard, bad already pasaed into 
the trance state, and was under 
the influence of her control, 
when one of the women of the 
party, aroused· by a peculiar 
and exceedingly disagreeable 
odor, looked up and screamed. 
Instantly there wai pandemo
nium, for each of the fen per
sons present is prepared to 
swear that there was a ghostly 
figure in the room. "It was the 
figure of a man," one of the 
guests revealed to a reporter 
from the Ezpress. "The room 
was dimly .lighted, ·but we could 
see the ghastly figure very 
plainly. He was about mediwn 
height, with long, snaky-look
ing hair hanging down his 
cheeks. He was utterly un• 
clothed, and I distinctly eaw 
the face of a big grandfather'& 
clock through his body. The 
figure was as transparent as a 
clear jelly.'' · 

" 'Police are working on a 
theory they refused to divulge, 
in an effort to recover the jew
elry t-he ghostly figure tore 
from the necks and fingera of 
the shrieking guest•, all of 
whom were women. The touch 
of the strange being was said 
to be cold and clammy ;  eeveral 
women fainted at the · contact 
and were so much affected they 
are still under the care of Dr. 
Bell.' " 

Irene folded the paper. 
"The thief, whoever or whatever 

you wish to call it, took over thirty 
thousand dollars' worth of jewels. 
the headline eays. It's rather seri
ous--and very odd. isn't lt?" 

A SUDDEN crunch of gravel 
by the door interrupted the 

converaation before either of ua 
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could reply. We all turned, and 
rose quickly. Framed in the door
way was one of the most beautiful 
young women I have ever seen
and a bachelor of my age, reason
ably presentable and not without a 
fair share of the world's goods, gen
erally has many opportunities to 
meet charming young women • 

.. Why, 'Anita ! What a wonderful 
surprise I" Irene was at the door 
instantly. "But, dear I You're ill !'' 

It was c;ertainly true that the 
young woman appeared to have �e
cently experienced a grave illness. 
Her eyes were sunker. and darkly 
circled; her lips were pale and 
moved in an uncertain smile. 

.. I-I know it," she said in a 
beautiful low voice. She glanced at 
me as she entered, and hesitated. 
"Ohl" she exclaimed softly. "I---.I 
wouldn't have come if I'd known-" 

.. Don't be absurd!" said Irene 
firmly . .. Anita, this is a very old 
and very dear friend of ours, Tom 
Jordan. Tom, you've heard us speak 
of Anita Claymore, the artist?" 

I had ; they bad raved about her, 
and now I understood· why. She 
was beautiful, exquisite, despite the 
ravages of some terrible, recent ex
perience. 

The usual introductory remarks 
over, Anita turned to Irene. Her 
lips were trembling, and there was 
a haunted look about her eyes. 

"You're the·• only friend I have 
here, Irene," she said. "I guess 
that's why I've come to you with 
my troubles. · I don't know what's 
happened · to me. 
· "Yesterday I felt wonderfully 

well and full o£ ambition ; I worked 
like a demon, as I always do when 
I'm happy. I even resented stop
ping work long enough to be civil 
to Mr. Colchester, when he hap
pened by where I was working, 
down on the shore. He stayed some 
time, and kept me from my work 
eo long J didn't feel like starting 
In again." 

C'HE paused, and frowned, as 
�hough trying to bring some
thing to her memory. 

"I picked up my things and went 
back to the house. I ate my evening 
meal, and fussed . around the gar
den for a time, until it grew .. too 
dark to work. And-and after that 
I don't seem to remember what hap
pened. 

"I have a vague recollection of 
driving through the . darkness 
driving. , • • .  And then I must have 
come home, for I awoke in bed, 
utterly exhausted, so -weak I could 
hardly move. And when I looked 
in my mirror--oh, I must have ·had 
some terrible nightmare. But it has 
me worried, awfully upset. I look 
so ghastly I" 

"You were ill, of course," said 
Irene quickly. "What's more, you 
still are. And · I'm going to drive 
you home . this. minute and put you 
in bed." 

Anita protested, but Irene usual
ly has her own way. In a very 
short time the two girls were whir
ring down the lane in Brooke's 
car. 

••well," said Brooke with a gruff:. 
ness which poorly concealed his 
real feelings, ••what do you make 
of it, Tom?" 

"Of what?" 
••non't spar !" Brooke whipped 

out a cigarette and lit it with 
nervous . quickness, tossing me the 
pack. ..Let's talk fast while Irene 
is out of hearing." 

. ul don't know what to think," I 
said as I drew deeply on my own 
cigarette. "But-something's in the 
wind, Brooke. Something damnably 
strange." 

.. In the wind?'' repeated Brooke 
. savagely, pulling on hi.o cigarette 

until it glowed. "You're right 
there's something in the wind. In 
the night wind. · And something 
damnably strange, aa you aay. The 
qu-.tion ia : what are we going to 
do about it?" 
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"Is there any need to do any
thing? We've had our visit-,. 

"We've had one visit. We could 
have another. And only God knows 
what might happen a second time. 
Young Pierce • • .  Anita • • •  it isn't 
only. money and jewels, Tom l" 

"What? You're going back and 
Hnklng· the murder with-with 
these other things?" 

"You remember the story I told 
you?" asked Brooke queerly. "A 
nearly invisible thing that could 
carry away a bill-fold or 'thirty 
thousand dollars' worth of jewels 
could . also-pull the trigger of . • 
revolver." 

"But, good God, man-,. 
Brooke held up his hand. 
"Wrong answer, Tom." he said 

solemnly. "We're dealing with 
quite a different Power." 

I STARED at Brooke, my heart 
thumping suddenly against my 

ribs. 
"What are you trying to say?" 

I asked. 
"I'm not sure, Tom. But there are 

a great many things modern science 
can't explain • . S ome of the old tales, 
the old superstitions, have endured 
too long to be utterly without -
foundation." 

"You don't believe in-in ghosts ?" 
"No; no more than those women 

who had their jewels snatched from 
them by a thing which emitted an 
evil odor, a thing through which 
they could see as through a jelly; 
a thing with a cold, damp touch 
whi-ch sent women into hysterics. 
No more than young Pierce. And 
no more than you, who told me 
something came across a floor that 
would squeak under the tread of 
even a child, while you lay 'in bed 
awake, in the silence of the night, 
and yet heard no sound." 

"True/' I muttered. "True. And 
you think there's more to come?" 

"I don't know. But I belieVe it's 
a possibility, and a dangerous po-. 

sibillty. You saw Anita. What hap
pened to her?'' 

"Something ghastly. But who
or what," I cried desperately, think
ing of the cruel linea on Anita 
Claymore's face, · "is back of all 
this?" 

Brooke's eyes nurowed thought
fully. 

"Now you're asking a question I 
can't answer. But I do believe thia : 

· the old graveyard up the road la 
con-cerned in the ugly busineu 
somehow." 

"What?" 
Brooke . nodded. 
"You've seen it ; we drove by lt 

yesterday afternoon, bringing you 
in. Remember it?" 

I NODDED. It was a weed
grown, forgotten old cemete(y, 

with a decayed picket fence, and 
leaning, neglected headstones--one 
of the hundreds to be found ln 
New England. 

"There are strange stories afoot 
about that cemetery," continued 
Brooke. "I'm not a superstitious 
man, but I think I wouldn't care 
to live where Colchester does, al
most on the edge of the dismal 
place. Aunt Net knows all the goa
sip, of course. and she swears that 
lately more than one person baa 
aeen strange figures roaming there." 

"White-shee_ted ghosts t Good 
Lord, man, every old ·cemetery baa 
stories like that clustering about 
itl" 

"No." Brooke shook his head dog
gedly. "Not white-sheeted ghosts. 
That's the peculiar part of it. Theae 
are the figures of naked men--and 
their bodies are transparent. Like 
a clear jelly l" 

I thought of the newspaper ac
count ' Irene had read to us, and 
I'll confess a little icy trickle r� 

· down my spine. Brooke was in 
such deadly earneit I 

"Even admitting that," I aald. 
"what's to be done about it?" 
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"We'll have to find out," replied 
Brooke. "We'll have to know more, 
first. But t·he old graveyard's otir 
starting place." 

.. Starting place?'' I echoed 
blankly. 

.. Right," nodded Brooke grimly. 
"We'll keep watch there and see
what we shall see. One there, the 
other here, to make sure nothing 
happens • • • •  " 

"-;I'o Irene," I finished as he hesi
tated, hating to put the thought 
into words. 

"To Irene." He nodded again, a 
haunted look in his eyes. "0� I 
feel like taking her away, sending 
her away, before something hap
pens. Do you believe in premoni
tions, Tom?" 

.. I've had many hunches come 
true." 

"Hunches, premonitions - call 
them what you will. I believe in 
them. Always have. And · I'm wor
ded about Irene." 

"Then why don't you take her 
away, as you suggested?" 

.. She wouldn't go," groaned 
Brooke. ''She's .a proud-spirited lit
tle tthing, Tom ; a thoroughbred. I'd 
ba.,e to give her some reason, you 
see. S:he wouldn't run from dan
ger; I couldn't make her.'' 

.. True, she's a game little thing, 
Brooke. And here she comes now." 

I GLANCED through the open 
door, through which came the 

pinging sound of plump tires on 
rough gravel. 

"How'll we arrange things?" I 
added. .. 

.. You'll help?" 
"Of course ; ·  anything -you say 

goes with me, Brooke." 
"Then you watch in the ceme

tery to-night. · We'll turn in · early ; 
and as soon as poasi'ble, get out 
o f  the house and · stroll up. that 
way. Be as quiet as you can, and 
don't show yourself. You're not 
afraid?" 

"I'm not crazy about the idea of 
spending a night in a dew-drenched 
cemet:ery, but I'm not afraid of 
ha'nts, if that's what you mean." 

"Good. And keep your eyes open, 
Tom. Don't take any chances. We're 
up against something, if I'm guess
ing right, that one man can't lick.'' 
Then, as Irene's ahadow fell across 
the threshold, usure, I'll take you 
for a spin in the old tub,'' he said 
carelessly: "Back so soon, dear? 
How's Anita?" 

"In bed," aaid Irene, studying us 
with suspicious eyes. "What have 
you two been talking about?" 

"About going_ for a trip down 
the bay,." lied Brooke easily. ''All 
set?" 

"I'll stay home and housekeep, if 
you don't mind," decided Irene. 
"Aunt Net and I have s.ome work 
planned. Riddin' up after two men, 
as ahe aaya, is a big job. You two 
run along ; I'll go with you some 
other time. '1 She seemed to have 
her mind made up, so Brooke and 
I did not debate the matter with 
her. 

We cruised around rather aim
lessly until nearly noon, almost si
lently taking in the many beauties 
of 'the lower bay. Now and then 
Brooke pointed out some spot of 
interest or particular charm, or gave 
to an island · or headland ita prop.er 
name ; that was about all. Neither 
of us was in a conversational mood. 

Irene had lunch ready when we 
returned. 

"You're fortunate to have · any
thing at all · to eat," said Irene. 
"I've been pester�d with visi toes. 
Some of Aunt Net's relatives drove 
by in their brand-new car, . and 
wanted her to take a spin, so of 
co.urse I told her to go. T.hen ldr. 
Colchester strolled up from the 
shore to present me with that vol
ume of his things he promised us. 
just after Aunt Net re�urned, 
Anita, the thoughtful darling, sent 
Mrs. Witt over to tell me she was 
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feeling 'Very much better, and not 
to worry. It's been a beetle fore
noon ; it's a wonder I accomplis·hed 
anything." 

"You should have come with ua," 
said Brooke. He was studying 
Irene with puzzled worried eyes. 
"What's the matter, dear?" he add
ed gently. "You look tired. You're 
not worrying about that-that silly 
business you were talking of this 
morning?" 

"No," said Irene hastily, turning 
away. "I feel tine, Brooke, really. 
Just a bit upset about Anita, I 
guess." 

"Of aourse,., nodded Brooke. 
"But she's better, you · said. Don't 
worry any more." 

He dropped the subject there, 
but his eyes seldom left her face 
during the entire · meal, and · the 
worried look deepened in his eyea. 

AT the corner of the graveyard, 
I paused, seeking a gap in 

the gray palings. With the dew
drenched weeds clinging to my 
ankles, I left the road, bent low to 
pass under the top rail of the 
fence, and strained my eyes to lo
cate some point of vantage. 

A few feet away, a dim, unused 
path led, between a double row of 
graves, back toward the center of 
the cemetery. Picking my way as 
carefully and quietly as possible, I 
aoon found myself at the spot I 
had selected for my •igil :. a family 
lot, .guarded by an ornamental iron 
fence of which only the vestiges 
now remained, and marked by four 
bushy cedars, one on each corner 
of the lot. I had dropped safely to 
the ground, close to one of these 
concealing treetrunks, when the 
moon freed itself from the clouds, 
which had obscured it, and sailed, 
brilliant and serene, over the dis
tant bay. 

Making sure I was In deep shad
ow, I carefully looked · around, 
atudyin� my &Urroundin�a. 

All around me were these silent 
records of men and women who had 
lived and had died, and who had 
found their last resting place in 
this patch of forgotten earth. Fat 
atones, thin stones, some black, and 
some nearly white, all of them lean· 
ing as though ready to fall back 
upon the earth from which they 
.had come, as those whose resting 
place they marked had been re
ceived into the receptacle of all 
earthly things. 

Somewhere a night bird shrieked 
raucously, like a rusty hinge tnring
ing in the wind ; the sound startled 
me so that I barely suppressed a 
cry. ·It seemed to me the very earth 
gave up a faint but distinguhshable 
miasmatic stench, the musty and 
horrible aroma of decay. My lungs 
were tilled with lt ; it was mount
ing dizzily to my brain. 

COLDLY, bringing all my logio 
to bear, I told myself I must 

snap out of it. But I kept think· 
lng : "For dust thou art, and unto 
duat shalt thou return." Around me, 
beneath this. fecund sod, waa no 
more than dust. Dust. No more. 
These reeling atones, with t<heh 
pools of curdled shadow at theh 
feet, were but slabs of granite and 
marble, quarried from the earth and 
marked with the chisel. Thia 
ground should be feared leas t-han 
other spots, for this had been con
secrated : it was God's acre. 

But with terror rising in my 
soul, I realized cold logic and rea
soning wer-e availing me nothing. 
There was something in the air; 
something more than the fetid odor 
of decay which assailed my nostrils. 
something more than the gentle 
rustling of the black, shadowy 
fronds abo"'e my head. �11 about 

. me was something malignant • • • 
full of enmity. • � • 

Shivering, my hands shaking, I 
slowly rose to my feet. -

I looked around, ·curaing myself 
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for a fool. The cold nreat of ter
ror pri-ckled my forehead, and m7 
bands, presaed behind me againn 
the rough bark of the cedar, •hook 
u with an ague • .  

The odor of death, which I had 
noted before, was even atronger 
now. It seemed to be coming down 
the wind. And the wind was blow
ing from behind me. 

I bad an insane, an alma.t irre
sistible desire to turn, but my pride 
would not permit. I might be a 
fool, but not so great a fool as 
that. 

And now another cauae for fear 
was added to my burden. A black 
cloud slid acroaa the moon, . and 
darknesa closed in upon t·he pitiful 
relics around m�d as it did ao, . 
I heard · a soft whispering sound, 
aa of feet treading very softly upon 
drenched graaa. 

With a gasp I turned, pride and 
will-power d·esertlng me. Face to. 
face with the wind, the reek of 
de-cay struck me with almost tan
cfble force. Shaking like the fronds 
of the cedar above me, I moved 
slowly around the trunk of the tree, 
my eyea, wide with fear, . searching 
the darkness. 

T·hen I saw it. It waa coming 
toward me. The cloud over the 
moon wu thinning; I could dis
tinctly see the rank grass bending 
beneath ita feet l 

· 

I SAY. it, for though thia thing 
bore the shape and form of a 

"�DaD, ·it was not human. It came 
.,riftly, a naked figure with long, 
gnarled arms and gaunt legs knot
t.c! with stringy muscle. Ita hands 
were held out toward me, the long 
fingers working, twitching like 
talons, hungry for my throat. 

A shriek of pure terror stuck in 
D:lY dry throat as I started to run. 
T-his thing was a peril to my sanity, 

. to my life. It was not of earth, for 
despite ita hmnan form, my eyes 
�uld pierce ita body lilce a jelly/ 

A dozen great leaps, spurred by 
fear, and I . almost reached the 
fence. Somehow, I felt that if I 
could only escape from this spot of 
moldering atones and rank weeds . 
which fed upon the dead, I would 
be safe. I would breathe the fr.eab 
air frmn the ocean, feel clean earth 
beneath my feet--be free ! 

A trailing briar twined around 
my legs, throwing me off balance. 
I gasped and tried to save myaelf 
from falling, but too late. I crashed 
aolidly to earth, glancing over uq 
&boulder u I did ao. . 

The thing waa upon met It was 
running with outstretched arms, 
head bent forward eagerly. Ita eyes 
were smudges of smoky blue. fire, 
ita mouth a black and toothless 
ahadow. Aa it threw itself upon 
me, I leaped up, beating at it with 
both fiats, my . breath coming in 
great gasps which seemed to tear 
my . throat. 

The touch of Jt was · cold and 
al�my, like thin wet rubber. . The 
smell of death . and decay emanated 
from it nauseatingly. And it gib
bered in obscene wbiapera u it 
fought. 

Back and fora we rag41!d, stum
bling over aunken graves, jostling 
against headstones, tripping in the 
long, clinging grass, dren-ched and 
slippery with. dew. Then. suddenly. 
tlbe thing reached down. and �ept 
up a long, sharp sliver of black 
stone. a portion of a fallen head
atone. cracked by the frost. I cried 
out again, and tried to leap away, 
but the thing was after me like 
a flash. 

. The heavy · stone .crashed against 
my head just above the ear. and 
the universe shattered in a blast of 
sound and jagged blue ftame. 

SOMETHI.NG cold was patting 
my face. Something cold, grate

fully cold. My · head was afire, 
swollen with fire and . pain. 

For a moment, aa I opened my 
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eyes, I did not remember what had 
happened. There was a face bend
ing over mine: a woman's face, 
pitying, marked with deep lines of 
suffering. She was patting my fore
head with a handkerchief wet, I 
gathered, in the dew. 

The whole thing came back to 
me as I saw where I was, and I 
jerked to a sitting position, deapi�e 
the girl's cry of protest. 

"Who are you?" I asked sharply. 
"And what are you doing here?" I 
looked around fearfully as I spoke, 
dreading what I might see. Beside 
me was the long fragment of stone; 
there was no other evidence, save 
my thumping head, of my ghastly 
visitor. 

"I am Marie Colchester." Despite 
the . unwarranted sharpness of my 
questioning, · there was no resent
ment in the girl's. voice. She spoke 
in a low, dreary monotone, her li pa 
barely moving, her face never alter
ing its expression. "I heard you 
shout, and came to see if I could 
help. We live at the other end of 
the cemetery ; almost adjacent to 
it.'' 

"I beg your pardon, Miss Col
chester;• I said quickly, "for speak
Ing as I did� I-I have just been · 
through an unnerving experieRce. 
How-how long was I uncon
scious?" 

"I should say about ten minutes. 
And no apology is necessary : I 
understand. Do you live near?'' 

"Quite near ; I'm visiting the 
Gregorys." 

"Oh. Then y·ou're Mr. Jordan. 
Father �entioned you." 

"Right!" I managed to get to my 
feet, s·haking my head fiercely in 
an effort to stop its spinning. 
"You have been very ki�d to a 
stranger, Miss Colchester ; may I 
see you safely home?" 

"No; that's not necessary." For 
the first time . I glimpsed a sign of 
emotion in her sunken, lusterless 
eyes. For some reason I c�utd: not 

fathom, she was afraid to have me 
come to her hot�M'. "But if yeu 
think you're able to make your 
own way back, I must be lea�ng 
you. Father might come home--•· 
She stopped short, and turned 
swiftly away. "Good night, Mr. Jor
dan," she added j erkily, and with · 
bowed head made her way toward 
the dark, invisible house. 

I STARED after her until the 
shadows swallowed her up ; then 

with a last shuddering look around 
the silent graveyard I hurried in 
the opposite direction. 

It was queer that she had asked 
no questions. She had heard me cry 
out in the night, and had come to 
aid me, finding me beaten to the 
ground, senseless, in an ancient 
cemetery, and yet she had asked no 
questions as to how I happened 
there, or the cause of my injucy. 
She had taken it . for granted, al
most as a snatter of course. · 

I stumbled on, trying to · clarify 
the thoughts which swarmed my 
aching head, but no order came of 
that chaos. All the things which 
had happened. all the facts in my 
possession, seemed utterly unr&.
lated. · 

I turned off the road. into the 
lane which led to Brooke's house. 
I could see it, clear and sharp 
against the sky, drowsinc beneath 
the moon. 

Softly. I opened the screen door • 
. Rather to my surprise, the other 

door was ajar. 
"Brooke I" I whispered. There 

was no response. 
He was upstairs, · I decided, keep

ing close watch over his sleeping 
wife. I knew, however, he would 
hear · my m�)Vements below, so I 
crossed the old-fashioned kitchen. 
which se.rved us as a dining ro� 
and opened the door which gave 
on the closed stairway. 

"Brooke I" I repeated, in a aoft 
voice. 
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A terrible feeling of dread swept 
over me then.- Somehow, I knew . I 
spoke fnto an empty chamber. 

"Brooke !" I fairly shouted the 
word--and still there was no an
swer. 

Snatching a flashlight from . the 
mantle, I ran upstairs, flashing the 
beam wildly. The doQt into 
Brooke's chamber was · wide open, 
and I did not hesitate, though I 
dreaded what I might find there. 

T
HEIR bed had been slept in
by one . person, for only one 

pillow was dented. The covers were 
drawn back very neatly, as though 
the sleeper had aroused and very 
carefully turned them back. Beside 
the bed· a chair had been drawn up, 
but it, too, was empty l 

Aunt Nettie, I knew, !Jlept in a· 
little unfinished chamber over the 
summer kitchen. Calling her name, 
I rapped loudly on her door, and 
the� flung it . wide. Her .,ed also 
had been slept in, but she was not 
there now. 

Irene waa gone. Brooke was gone. 
Aunt Nettie waa gone. 

I stood in a deserted house ; as 
deserted as a grave wbieh has given · 
up ita dead--and as silent. 

Wildly, muttering under my 
breath like a drunken man, I dashed 
down the steep, narrow a�airs, and 
out into the stolid. peaceful moon
light. 

The dooryard wu aa tranquil . 
and undisturbed aa though the 
shadow of . tragedy and myate�y bad 
never crossed this ancient thresh
old, before which I stood. 

I felt impot�nt, confused. They 
were gone, and I knew not which 
way . to turn, or where to seek 
thelll • . My friends were in trouble, 
and I could not even guess . their 
fate. 

As I stood there, trying desper
ately to decide upon some course 
of action, I heard the soft beat of 
steps upon the hard, sun-baked 

earth. Someone was running to
ward me, and running at ·top speed. 

''Brooke r• I shouted, but it was 
not Brooke who darted around the 
corner of the house. It was Aunt 
Nettie, her bare legs showing be
neath her old gray wrapper, and 
her grizzled hair streaming witch
like beneath a night cap of some 
flowered stuff. 

"Oh, Mr. Jordan !" she gasped. 
"She's gone, too. Mia' Witt is 'most 
crazy. That's twice, and the poor 
dear was so weak,., she could hardly 
walk. Oh; what's come upon us, 
what's come upon us-?" 

SHE sank upon the · "doorstep, 
panting, her shoulders quiver

ing, her head sunk in her hands. 
"What do you mean?" I asked. 

"Who's gone? Where are Mr. and 
Mrs. Gregory? Apd where have you 
been?" 

"I don't know I Oh, I'll try to 
tell you just how it was, but my 
mind's all of a Sutter. I was sound 
aaleep in my own room when first 
thing I knew _there was a terrible 
poundin' on my door. It was Mr. 
Gregory, and he waa that wild
lookin' I hardly knew him. 

" 'Do you know where Mrs. Greg
ory is?' he shouted at me. 'She's 
go_ne t I must have dozed for a mO
ment, and when I awoke, the bed . 
was empty.' 

"I told him I hadn't aeen or 
heard a thing, and he dashed down 
the stairs like a man out of hls 
senses. -v ou _go over to Miss Clay
more's!' he yelled back at me. 'She 
might be there. I'll go the other 
way, down along the shore.' 

"Well, I just slipped itlto my 
kimono and my slippers and ran 
over to Miss Claymore's place, 
shakin' so I could hardly keep my 
feet under me. I heard a motorboat 
runnin', but it wasn't Mr. Greg
ory's; his makes a deep, kind of 
powerful sound. This was one of 
them outboard motors, that sound 
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almost like an airyplane goin' over, 
ao it wasn't hbn. I don't know 
what's become of him, Lord help 
ua all l 

"I roused up Mi�' Witt-her 
who's helpin' Miss Claymore, you 
know-and she said Miss Claymore 
had gone to bed right early. But 
sometbin' told me we'd better make 
sure, so we went up to her cham
ber and rapped. She didn't answer, 
so we walked in. lier bed bad been 
slept in, but she wasn't anywhere 
around. 

"Then I heard you callin' Mr. 
Gregory's name-it's an amazin' 
thing how a voice will carry when 
a night's so still-and I came back 
aa fast as I . could. Ob, there's the 
devil's hand in all this, Mr. J or
dan, and I know it t'' 

'�Don't be silly, Aunt Nettie ! 
We've got to do something to help. 
You have no idea which way Mr. 
Gregory went?" 

"No more'n ·I told you. But. don't 
be callin' me silly ; there is the 
devil's hand in all these goin's on 
around here lately. Only the devil 
would use the dead for his own 
·mean ends--the devil, or somebody 
in the devil's favor I" 

"But who?" I asked, capitulating. 
"Who's at the bottom of all this?" 

T
HE old woman rose suddenly 
to her feet, her eyes blazing 

into mine from beneath the ludi
crous nightcap. 

"Who? I'll tell you who I reckon 
it is : that poet fellow t Didn't he · 
hate poor David Pierce, and warn't 
he kllled the very eve of his wed
din' ? Ain't he hard-pressed for 
money, and owin' everybody, to ac
count for all these robberies, and 
strange goin's on? Didn't Mis' Witt 
tell me he talked with poor Miss 
Claymore yeste::-day, just before she 
went · off ao strangely, and came 
back some ungodly hour l ookin� 
llke she'd .been through a terrible 
aickneae? And didn't he come noaln' 

around here talkln' to !tfla' Greg
ory, the Lord love her, just thla 
very blessed afternoon ? .And ain't 
his poor daughter just about cruy, 
worryin' about somethin' a whole 
lot more terrible than just loain' 
her man, like she did? And what's 
more, don't he have a boat with 
one of them outboard motors onto 
it, just like I heard to-night?" 

She thrust out her' head llke a 
malignant snake about to strike, 
shaking a long, skinny finger fair
ly in my face. 

..I've seen him before this, roam
in' in ·the old buryin' ground, and 
a-aettin' there on the old graves, 
all by himself. There was vi'lent 
men put away there ; men who 
weren't afraid to break the law or 
slit a throat, in their time • • • •  " 

I was no long·er paying any at
tention to the garrulous old woman. 
Colchester I Could it be that he was 
the instigator of all these terrify
ing happenings? 

"You atay here!" I Interrupted 
her. "If they should return, · tell 
them I'm at the Colchelter place." 
And without wahing for a reply, 
I hurried down the steep, crooked 
pathway to the shore. 

FORTUNATELY, I had taken 
the ftaahlight with me ; by ita 

aid I was able to plck my way rap
idly along the beach, trotting moat 
of the way. 

I paused for an instant at the 
foot of the path which led up to 
the great gray house beside the 
graveyard. Colchester's boat-buoy 
bobbed gracefully in the moonlight 
-empty I 

The Colchester place presented 
ita long face to the ocean. A hos
pitable porch, shrouded in shadow 
now, ran the whole length ; above, 
.a row of unlighted windows · glared 
blankly' in the light of the· moon. 

To my right was a great grove of 
pines. their tips touched with sil
ver ; the mass of them black againn 
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the , midnight sky. Beyond, I knew, 
wu the old cemetery. To my left 
waa an old-fashioned garden, sur
rounded . by a creeper-grown atone 
wall. . 

I paused on the lowest iitep lead
ing to· the porch ; -my attention di.
tracted by a faint sound couiing in 
from the garden : a low, undulating 
moaning sound, aa of someone in 
pain. An eery, unearthly sound, at 
that hour. Silently, I entered the 
garden. The aound, unmistakab-ly, 
was that of a woman sobbing i.n 
bitte�; grl•f· ·I · pauae<l, every instinct 
arguing acainat intrusion ; then, re
membering: my errand, I atrodt 
briskly forward. 
. With a startled cry, Marie Col
eh .. tef rose from the little bench 
of natural atone upon which abe 
had been seated. Behind it, the 
clump of fin clustered in the arc 
of a circle, and I realized that I 
beheld the aane of young Pierce'• 
death. 

"Youl" abe whispered, her tor
tured eyes · aearcblng my · face,. her 
banda, clenched and white, held 
closely to her aides. "Why are you 
here? Why did you come back? 
Can't you aee--" Inatlnctlvely, she 
glanced behind her, toward the fira, 
through whieh the fatal bullet bad 
aped. 

"I lmow," I said. "I'm aor·ry. But 
If it were not important, no busl
neas would bring me calling at auch 
an hour. Where ia your father, Miss 
Colchester?" I ahot the queation at 
her 11\ldd.uly, with a quick change 
of voice, and her face went whiter 
still · beneath th� light of the moon. 

HJiy father?" abe repeated, in a 
eort of due. "Why do you wish to 
see him, Mr. Jordan?" 

F
OR a moment I hesitated. 
Surely this unfortunate woman 

bad bad enough grief in her life I 
B·ut her eyes as well as her words 
dem&Dded an answer. 

"lliu Colcheater," I aald slowly, 

looking beyond her, at the motlon
·tesa firs, "'there have been many 
strange things happening in thia 
vicinity, the past few days. Very 
strange things. 

"Last night, as perhaps you know, · 
Miaa Claymore had an unnerving 
experience, about which she remem .. 
bera next to nothing, but which 
sent her to bed, a nervous and 
physical wreck. To-night, ahe la 
gone again, and witll her, the wife 
of my dearest friend." 

""Not Mra. Gregory?" gasped Col
chester'• daughter, her long, white 
hand Buttering to her breast. 

"Yea I" I aaid sharply, taking a 
step toward her, and ·laying both 
hands on her thin, sharp ahouldera. · 
"Anita and Irene. Both. And 
Br<>oke-Mr. Gregory-. is missing 
.tao. I have reason to believe you 
know who is responsible for all 
theae happenings. Tell me the 
truth : do you know?" 

She turned her head away, quick
ly, breathing tremulously, like a 
runner who ·baa finished a deaper
ate race. 

••Tibia ia perhaps a matter of life 
and death," I reminded her gently, 
u •he hesitated; My heart went out 
to bar in sympathy, but I steeled 
myaelf to go on. ..Tell me: do you 
know who ia responsible 1•• 

Slowly, like an automaton, she 
nodded. · 

••y es," abe aaid. ••y ea. My father 
-God help himl" 

"Are you sure ?•• I whispered, 
trying to get a grip on mywelf. 

"Sure," abe repeated--and .crum
pled suddenly, at full length, on 
the bench, her whole emaciated 
body shaken with sobs. I knelt be
aide her, helplesa _in the presence 

· of her grief. 
"I'm sorry, Miss Colchester. This 

ia a terrible thing. But you must 
help me more. Where ia he? Where 
are my frienda ?" 

She shook her. head. choking on 
her words. 
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"Please!" I pleaded · with her. the rocky promontory known as 
"You must. My friends are in dan- White Horse. It was a winding 
rer. Where are they?, road, running through a dense 

"In the cavern., She did not lift growth of evergreens whic� 
her head; and her voice broke on switched viciously at the sides of 
every word. "Old White Horse • • • the car, but I took it at reckless 
you know it?'' speed. It ended in a clear apace at 

"Yea." Brooke had pointed out the very tip of the headland, from 
the great old promontory the after- whence, I imagine, there was a 
noon before. . beautiful view of the bay and ita 

''There are caves along the shore. islands. 
The waves • . •  the tides • • •  made I turned off the ignition and 
them. There is one . • • that isn't jerked on the emergency brake ; at
known. Father discovered it . . . moat before the wheels stopped 
years ago. There is a great boulder moving, I was out of the car and 
. • • shaped something like a bell working my way swiftly down the 
• • •  before the entrance. The en- precipitous aide of the cliff. 
trance Ia behind this bell-shaped The first thing I saw when I felt 
boulder . • . very small. There is a the comparatively level floor of the 
curving passageway . • •  and then a beach beneath my feet,· was Col
large cavern. I have been there. chester's little boat, drawn high on 
That's where he is . • . where the the shore. 
others are. · I know because one · . About a hundred yards away, in 
night • • . he went on foot • • • the a little cove, I located a rock, per
motor bad broken down • . • and I haps ten feet high, which flared out 
. • • I followed him. Oh, God • • • at the . bottom, and narrowed in to 
God forgive him l" a sort of dome at the top. Un

I HATED to leave her, but I · bad 
wasted · precious minutes al

ready. I took the path to the shore 
in a dozen steps, and in a few sec
onds was back at Brooke's place. · 

Aunt Nettie was seated in the 
moonlight on the doorstep, and she 
looked up quickly as I came run
ning up the path. 

"I know where they are I" I cried. 
"You were right. And if you want 
to do a fine thing, and aren't afraid. 
run over 'tO the Colchester place. 
Miss Colchester's there alone, and 
·she's not well. Her mind's gone, 
I'm afraid." 

"Poor dear I Of course I'll go. 
I'm not afraid ; there's nothin' 
that'll hurt an old woman."· She got 
briskly to her ·feet, and I jumped 
into my car, tossing the flashlight 
on the seat beside me. 

I found, a few minutes later, a 
narrow road which seemed to lead 
from the main highway .out onto 

doubtedly, this was the bell-shaped 
rock Colchester's daughter had de
scribed. 

On all fours, I crept behind the 
rock, and found, without difficulty, 
the entrance to the curving pas
sageway the girl had mentioned. 
So far, at least, she had spoken the 
truth. 

Pausing for a moment, I listened 
intently. It seemed to me I could 
hear the soft rumble of a human 
voice, but I could not make out the 
words. 

Slowly • . my pulse hammering in 
my throat, I moved forward. I en
tered the passageway, and worked 
my way inward perhaps ten feet. 
Here I could see, just beyond the 
�urve, a faint glow of white light, 
and the voice was quite distinct-
familiar. . 

. I recognized it Instantly ; lt was 
Colchester's aoft, musical speech, 
and the first word I heard was 
Brooke's name 1 
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"
M

R. GREGORY," he was say-
ing, "you are an unfor

tunate man. You really should not 
have interfered. I reali�e this must' 
be a most unpleasant experience for 
you." 

"I'll tear your throat out, for this 
night's work," came back Brooke's 
deep, savage rumble. "I will, God 
bel p me, I will !" 

4'0n the contrary," murmured 
Colchester. 04I have it all arranged. 
You'll be found drowned, probably 
some time to-morrow. Your boat, 
a side caved in by· a reef, will · be 
found washed ashore. Your chann
ing wife, here, will testify you 
went fishing early in the morning
and did not return. It will be most 
unfortunate. I trust you have ade
quate insurance?" 

Brooke snarled something I did 
not catch. 

"Ah.'' reproached Colchester, 
"you should not curse when your 
end is so near ! To-morrow· you 
pierce the shining veil ; in one swift 
gesture you attain a height of 
lmowledge known to no mortal man. 
Even to me, and as you know, I 
have stumbled upon so_me most in
teresting facta ! 

"It'a a pity we moderns give no 
more serious consideration to the 
knowledge of the ancients, ia it 
not? In some of these old books is 
undreamed of wisdom ; the charla
tans we acorn to-day were not with
out their little stores of knowledge. 
I think I told you I found the 
secret of my experiment in an an
cient book picked up on a stand in 
the city . for a few cents. Amazing; 
·is It not? . 

· "A great deal of chaff, true ; but 
the one grain of wheat was well 
worth the winnowing. And lest you 
believe . the first experiment was but 
an accident, let me show you how 
well it works in the second case. · 
Mi• Claymore has once before 
kindly consented to be a donor ; 
I would not impose upon her again 

ao soon did I not have a spec-ial 
need of her. See, Gregory, how sim
ple this thing is I" 

ALL the time Colchester had 
been speaking, I had been 

inching my way forward. As he 
finished, I had progressed to a 
point where I could peer directly 
into the cavern ; "1ndeed, I ·  was 
within a few feet of the exit, and 
only the comparative gloom kept 
me from instant discovery. 

The cavern was, as the girl had 
said, fairly large ; perhaps twice the 
height of a man from floor to . rocky 
roof, and roughly circular in shape, 
perhaps ten yards across. 

In the center a gasoline lantern 
shed a white, unmerciful light upon 
two still figures lying side by · side. 
The first wae Irene, her head 
thrown back in an unnatural posi
tion, her mouth open, her lower 
jaw hanging pendulous. Her eyes 
were closed, and· the lids were blue 
and sunken. Beside her was Anita. 

Anita was resting peacefully, as 
'though ehe slept, imd she seemed 
more rested, lees exhausted, than 
when I had seen her last. Brooke, 
hands and legs bound with anchor 
rope, was propped up against one 
wall, his face haggard, and his ter
rified gaze fixed on Colchester, 
who stood, suave and immaculately 
dressed, beside Anita. 

· 

"First," oentinued Colchester, .. as 
I believe I explained, it is neces
sary to control the will of ·the sub
ject by hypnotic suggestion. Had 
you been less stubborn, less frac
tious, I should have used you, . and 
you would have saved me the de
cidedly unpleasant necessity of do
ing . away with you. Yours, now, 
will he " the second shuffiing off 
which has been forced upon me. 
The ladies were more amiable ; in
deed, they were both under the in
fluence before they were aware of 
what bad happened, and, · of course, 
remembered. nothing of what had 
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occurre4, at my command. Jut as 
they remembered my command to 
be at a certain place at a certain 
time. Another little trick of the 
charlatans, hypnotism ; · laughed at 
by one age, and accepted by the 
next, even by the u1 tra-conservative 
medical profession, which hailed it 
as a panacea ! 

.. And now, see !" Colchester drew 
from his pocket a little c:ee of 
wood and fticked open the lid. "You 
.aaw this heavy, bluish powder be
fore, I believe. Two very common 
herbs, a mineral substance, and the 
dried pulp of a tropical fruit, also 
not uncommon, combined in equal 
proportions. · No more." He bent 
swiftly, before I could guess his 
intent, and forced a pinch of the 
ltuff between Anita's lips. 

AS I gathered my legs beneath 
me for a leap, Brooke groaned 

a proteet. Colchester whirled like 
a Rash, holding up his hand in 
warning, arresting my spring. 

. "Silence f" he ordered · sharply. 
.. Any voice save mine, now, might 
have a most unfortunate effect. The 
least shock. • • ." He shrugged his 
shoulders. "Her death would be on 
your hands, Gr.egory." 

Brooke stared at him, his lips 
working, but held hi• peace. He 
felt, as I did, the gravity of Col
chester's words. He dared not 
apeak, for Anita' a sake ; and I, for 
the same reason, dared not move. 

tty ou see," went on Colchester 
silkily, watching Anita's exprea
aionless face, "t,bis simple · little 
compound bas a very peculiar effect 

· on one who baa been rendered hyp
notically senilitive to it. A child, 
DOW, would be sensitive, without 
hypnotic suggestions ; we older peo
ple have learned tq. guard our vital 
forces better. 

.. Life, the ancients held, departed 
t'brough the mouth. We laugh at 
that to-day-not you, however, and 
not myself. We· . have seen, have we· 

not?" He laughed softly,_ twbabta 
his fingers in his beard. 

"And this life is a precious thing. 
It is not ours without enyY; there 
are those who have lost it. and 
have found no other life, who envy 
us our pitiful spark, and-but I be
lieve I told you of that. 

"Sometimes these others find a 
means of securing •trength from 
those who have it. Most often, I 
believe, from babies. · Sleeping 
babies. When I was younger, I re
member hearing old women saying 
that cats sucked a baby's breath; 
those old women were most unjust, 
for they maligned a faithful crea
ture· susceptible to the presence of 
these others who would steal the 
strength of the living, and were 
merely doing their instinctive bat 
to guard the infant they loved. It 
was only when these feline guard
ians were driven away that the. 
babin · suffered-and then the old 
women said they had driven the 
cat away too late. We're an un
gratef� race, Gregory, are we not? 
And ·Jacking in understanding? 

•'And now--careful, Gregory! No 
move ; no sound. This is the critical 
moment. Can you see the expresaion 
in her face? She hates to bow the 
knee ; she ia fighting • • • fighting 
• • •  as they all do. My own daugh· 
ter so far forgot herself, and so u 
perhaps you noticed, did your 
charming wife, ao soon to be a 
widow. Useless, Gregory, uaele•; 
it is a hopeless fight." 

I COULD see Anita's face, and 
the sight of it chilled me. Her 

body did not move, but her eyelids 
quivered, and her Ups twitched u 
though abe · forced them abut 
against sOme inner povter which 
would open them. 

My fingers itched to close upon 
the throat of this gloating monstft' 
who stood over her; but I wu afraid 
to move; afraid, almon to breathe. 

"See I" cried Colchater. "Her lipe 
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open I Slowl,., reluctantly, but they 
open. And the vapor, that blue 
vapor, riaea for a hungry one to 
seize upon. He is here with ua 
now; baa been here, inviaibly 
watching, awaiting this moment, all 
the time. Watch, Gregory, watch l 
In our time, only your eyea and 
mine have seen thla bit of nec
romancy l One from beyond feed
ing on the strength of a mortal !" 

I clenched my teeth, my one hand 
knotted so that I felt the nails bite 
Into the fteab, the other closing 
around the body of the flashlight 
until the q�etal gave silently be
neath the · prenure. 

Anita's llpa were slowly ·open
ing, and from them was pouring a 
thfn blue vapor, not unlike the 
amoke of a cigare�e, save that it 
rose slowly, instead of swiftly. 
And, a few inches from her mouth, 
it disappeared completely, abruptly. 

"He i• here," chuckled Colches
ter. "Gleason, his name is,. one
time smuggler and cutthroat. You'll 
see him preaently, Gregory, just as 
you saw Kindred. A pair of feck
le.. rakes, and eager still to lay 
their hands upon th� property of 
another even though they have 
nothing to cain but the experience. 

· You saw the jewels they have 
brought me, Gregory, the jewel•, 
and the money? Sadly needed, too ; 
Marie'• little fortune ia nearly 
gone, you see, and I am used to the 
little luzuriea of life. 

"Kindred is an eager one; that's 
why I called him first and sent him 
on a miulon ao quickly. Eager and 
disobedient, he prefers to roam aim
leaaly, cent•ring his activities 
uound the place where lie his 
uheli. Gleason is easier to handle. 
You haven't tired in this hour and 
more of waiting? I trust not; I've 
tried to be entertaining. It was 
Kindred who removed the objec
tionable Mr. Pierce; ·  it will be 
Kindred, I tblnk. who'll attend your 
unfortunate end, Gregory� 

"But look t CaD you see blm 
now? The faint outlines--ther-e t 
·You're not too far awayl" 

I think Brooke saw, for a little 
gasp escaped blm. My own eyes 
were fized on the unholy eight be
fore me. 

Crouching hungdly over Anita's 
still body wu a •hadowy figure, 
the naked figure of a man, the out
lines barely visible, but growing 
more distinct every instant. It was 
a brother, unmistakably, to the mon
strous -thing which had come acrou 
me· in the graveyar4 and atruck me 
down. Lea potent aa yet, and leu 
visible, but born of the same unholy 
power. 

And it waa sucking into ita hun
gry, gaping mouth, the vapor which 
poured slowly upward from Anita's 
parted Hpst 

I WATCHED in paralyzed . d� 
lence aa the thing grew more 

distinct. Details filled in slowly ; 
the hideous features picked them� 
selve. out, and the corded musclea 
along the tense legs were aa clear 
u the Intent . wrinkles at the outer 
corners of Colchester's narrowed 
eye a. 

. "Enough,'' he said, and reached 
in his pocket for a tiny vial. The 
thing glanced up at him. and held 
out a clawlike band in prot .. t ;  but 
Colcheater thrust it aside, and tilt
ed the vial to Anlta•e lips. 

"Enough, I said t There'll be an
other time, Gleason. You've atrength 
enough . now to last untQ daybreak. 
You see," he added, speaking to 
Brooke over his shoulder, "they 
can't create energy to . make up for 
what they use. Perhaps that's u 
well, for they're rowdy and mia
chievous creatures-aren't you, 
Gleason?" 

The creature straightened up, 
gazing at· Colchester with arm. aet 
akimbo. 

"Truth, sirrah,'' be aald in a sibi
lant voice . tha� waa less in .volume 
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than a whisper, •• 'tis a bard ques· 
tic;m you do be asking. Be ye not 
aomething of a rascal in your own 
. right, since ye ask?" 

- ''That's neither �re nor tkere," 
uid · Colchester · sharply.· "You'll 
take orders from me or else I'll get 
another to fill your pla-ce." 

The thing cringed, and Colches
ter chuckled, running his fingers 
through his beard. · 

"See how well I use the hold I 
have over them, Gregory? Speak 
up man ;  the critical period baa 
passed. Tbe ftuid neutralized ·the 
powder." 

It was true that the bluish vapor 
no longer roae from Anita�s parted 
llp��y but what a change llad taken 
place in those few minutes I 

T
HERE were great hollows 
around her eyes, and her 

cheeks had· fallen in against her 
· open . . "jawa. Her .face was utterly 
colorless, even to her lips. 

.. Vile • • •  vile • • • •  " whiepered 
Brooke over and over again, like a 
man in a dream. "Vile ... 

"No. Selfish, perhaps, but not vile. 
Itt 'twO days, three at the . moat, 

I'm not sure . what; for the cr-.ture 
Colchester bad. animated was upon 
me in a ftaah • 

It c�UUe straight for my throat. 
Ita cold, rubbery . fingers closed 
tenaciously ·· around· my neck, like 
the tentacles of an oetopua. I tore 
them .away with one hand, beating 
at the ghastly face with my other 
fiat. It was like striking a punching 
bag ; the face gave beneath the 
blows, but always returned, aa 
though on a spring. 

Colchester had his gun out now, 
and was trying to lift himself. into 
a position to fire. Brooke was 
shouting a warning, and etruggling 
desperately to free himself from hie 
bonds. And th• clammy fingers · of 
the thing were tearing at my 
throat. 

The same ghastly odor I had no
ticed in the graveyard was rank in 
my nostrils, and it brought out the 
cold ·aweat on my forehead. I re. 
allzed, now, I was .fighting aome
th{ng which had been dead for a 
century and a half, perhaps more; 

· fighting for my life against a be
ing . conjured up from the grave • • • •  

neither of these two charming aub-
T

HERE wae a great · roar of 
jecta will ehow the least sign of · sound, . and I realized Col-cbea. 
this experience ; nor will they auf· ter had· fired. The bullet was wide, 
fer from it in any way. · I ·know, h<rivever ; it .truck a rocky wall and 
because my daughter and others sent a shower of· rock-duat ftying. 
have ' served several times. Your Colchester fired a second shot. 
widow will ·look charming in her but again it waa wild. I had struck 
weeds, Gregory ! And now, Gleason, him a terrific blow, and undoubted
listen." He turned to the thing ly his head was spinning diz•ily. 
which stOod beside him, patiently All the time the thing was try
waiting, and gave me the chance lng doperately to get a death-grip 
for which I was looking. "There's upon my throat, while I dodged 
a new cottage about a mile-" · and whirled about the cavern, try-

At that moment I leaped, and "ing to keep myself free from that 
brought ··the flashlight, my . only ghastly embrace; and at the same 
weapon, crashing against Colchea- time · make myself a difficult mar.k 
ter's head. The blow sent him · · for ·colchester. 

· sprawling, · ·groggy,· but not uncon- · ' · · He waa on ·his ·feet now, leaning 
scious, for he fumbled in his hip heavily against the rocky wall of 
pocket where I caught the outline the cavern, hia head wabbling un

. «)f a gun.' certainly on his shoulders, his beard 
' , · I · beatd ·Brooke about something ; daubed .and heavy with blood; and 



372 STRANGE TALES 

hia blue . eyes fairly blazing with 
hate. . 

My heart sank aa he slowly lift· 
ed and leveled hie gun. At auch 
close range, he could not keep on 
missing me-yet if I closed with 
him, his unholy ally would stran
gle me. 

Better, I decided, the crashing, 
merciful death of a bullet than to 
die beneath the rubbery talons of 
this monster from beyond the grave. 
Colchester fired, and this time it 
was not a miss. I felt the shock 
and the burning stab of it in my 
left ahoulder, and I realized dully 
that it must have pasaed clear 
through the body of my antagonist 
without in any way harming him. 

But a moment later, j.ust as Col
chester steadied his gun, holding 
it in both hands, I noticed some
thing was happening to the thing 
with which I fought. It was fading l 

E VERY second it was g-rowing 
less distinct ; its efforts . to 

reach my throat were weaker. For 
an inatant, I thought the bullet 
had injured it, after all, and then 
I realized that such a being could 
not be harmed by a leaden slug. A 
man cannot die twice. 

I remembered, · then, what Col
chester had told Brooke. Theae 
beings could not replace used en
ergy. They absorbed so much, a�d 
when it was used, they became as 
they were : invisible and impotent 
spirits of the air. 

Theae minutes of terrific fighting 
had sapped the energy this . t·hing 
had drawn from Anita's · uncon
scious body. My own body was 
shaking from the· unusual ,xertion, 
but heart and lungs kept supply
ing me with new strength. I had 
won t 

With a shout I flung the thing 
from me; it went spinning away 
like a whirl of · smoke. Just as Col
cheater fired for a fourth time, I 
rushed him, knocking . the gun up-

ward so that the bullet cr·uhed 
point-blank on the roof. 

I was terribly weary, but Col
chest.er waa in no better shape, 
from the effects of the blow I had 
dealt him. I put every ounce ·of 
strength I could command into a 
short right jab to the jaw, and wi� 
a sharp, gusty grunt, he crumpled 
to the floor. 

It would have been a hard thing 
to convince me, a few days before, 
that I could have been induced to 
strike, in anger, a man whose hair 
was white, and whose beard was 
grizzled with age, but I stood there 
for an instant staring down at Col
�hester!s motionless figure, with a 
feeling of savage satisfaction which 
was more animal than human. 

I have never, to this day, regret
ted the act. 

BROOKE, despite all he. had 
been through, had the cooler 

head. . 
"Let's not talk about it-about 

anything that'a past. Not just now. 
We've got to think ahead. To think 
of tb�m.'' 

I nodded. Somehow, we must, lf 
pouible, save the girls from any 
knowledge of thla night's happen
ings. 

Colchester moved slightly, and 
groaned. I sprang to his aide and 
bent over him with the gun just u 
he opened hia eyes. 

"Take it easy !" J snapped. 
"Y ourve had your fun I" 

..You are strong," he said gently. 
· "Poor Gleason had no chance. But 

be careful of the gun, Mr. J or
dan ; it would be moat unfortunate 
should I be snuffed out just now.'' 
His slow gaze traveled significant· 
ly to the two girls, still silent and 
motionless on �he rocky floor of the 
cavern. "'I am still · master of their 
minds, you know." 

"But not for long," gritted 
Brooke, swinging up. · "Speak to 
them,. and tell . them · they . ... will 
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awaken In thirty minute•, remem
bering nothing · of what's happened. 
We'll camouflage the rest, acme
bow." 

"And in return, what?" asked 
Colchester softly. "My freedom? 
Your story wouldn't stand up in 
any court of law, anyway ; -they'd 
laugh . you off the witnesa stand. 
You realize that?" 

Brooke glanced at me, hesitantly. 
I ehook my head, slowly, solemnly. 

"'We'll make no bargains with 
you. Tom, let rne have that gun." 

Wonderingly, I passed him the 
gun, and stood aside. 

"No bargains," he repeated . .. Just 
a proposition. Either you'll do what 
I tell you, exactly what · I  tell you, 
and take your chances with the 
law, or by the livi�, Almighty 
God, I'll kill you where you stand l" 

ezactly. I will remember nothing 
which baa happened to-night," abe 
repeated dully. "I understand." , 

I ahuddered. The dominance he 
held over the minds of these two 
helpleas creatures was a terrifying 
thing. I glanced at Brooke as Col
chester repeated the same formula. 
and received the aame response 
from Anita. Brooke's face was ut
terly bloodless, and the hand which 
held the revolver was shaking. 

"Get the women out, Tom, while 
I guard him," said Brooke. ••can 
you make it?" 

""Of course 1,. I picked up Irene 
and carried her to the entrance of 
the passage, returning immediately, 
for Anita. Colchester followed me 
out, Brooke close on his heels. 

'"This way, Brooke," I called. 
"His boat's just a short distance 
down the shore. We'll go back in 

T
HERE was no doubt in my it-" 
mind · that Brooke meant ezact- It was just at that instant, while 

ly, literally, what he said. If ever Brooke's attention was directed OJI 
grim detennination shone in a what I was saying, that Colchester 
man'a eye, or limned the aet of his • whirled with lightning swiftness, 
jaw, then Brooke spoke no mor� and · sent the gun apinning from 
and no leas than the simple truth. Brooke's hand. It flashed in a brief 

Colchester saw death in Brooke's arc and fell into the ocean, a dozen 
face ; certain, immediate death. He feet away. 
shrugged, very slightly. ''You foolat" gibed Colcbeater. 

"'I should dislike, exceedingly, to "Did you really think you could do 
have my blood upon you·r hands," it1 I'm free, and you-you dare not 
he -sneered. He turned his back on . leave your precious women I If · you 
Brooke and, , followed alertly by the do--" He laughed, and laughing, 
muzzle of his own weapon, crossed atarted to run doi.vn the shore, both 
to where the two girls lay. Brooke and I on hia heels. 

,.Mrs. Gregory !" he said sharply. 
"'You bear, my voiee ; you recog
nize it. Answer met" 

Irene's throat twitched ; her pen
dulous jaw clieked shut. Her pale 
lips fluttered as she spoke : 

"I . I h " h h. • • • ear you, s e 
_
w 16-

pered. 
"Then listen. You · will awake in 

thirty minutes · exactly. · You will 
remember nothing which baa hap
pened to-night. Nothing. Do you 
understand?" 

�·1 will awaken in thirty minutes 

BUT · Colchester was in better 
shape than either of . us. 

Brooke's legs were cramped from 
. being bound ao long, and I was . nearly done in. Given time, Brooke, 

at least, might· have caught him. 
But there was not time-not if we 
loved the women there on the sand. 

Thirty minutes, we bad, and near
ly ten were gone already. 

Brooke realized this as w�l as 
myself. · He cast me an agonizec!_ 
despairing glance. 



374 . 8TRANOB TALBI \ 

"God It' he croaned--and aa though 
the word had · been a prayer, in
stantly anaweredt Colchester stum
bled and fell. 

A reeeding wave caught hlm, 
flailing wildlyt and rolled him back 
toward the sea. An incoming 
breaker lifted him, whirled him 
along aa lightly as any bit of Sot
sam. and hurled him against a 
ledge. 

We paused, the water rushing 
around our legs. There wu a aoft, 
crunching sound as Colchester's 
head struck the solid rock. When 
the wave receded, it rolled his body 
with it-no longer floundering. 

Silently, with one accord, not 
looking at the battered head, with 

ita dank, dark4tai!M4 whlte halr, 
we waded into the ley Water a:Dd 
drew the body aahore. hlp · Move 
the irregular line of 4rlftwoo4 
which marked the limit of the 
tide • • • •  

·AS we hurried back along the 
shore, back to Irene and the 

girl I knew now wu the onl7 one 
in the world for me, the worde of 
poor Marie Colchester drifted 
through my brain. "My father
God help him 1.. ahe had aald. 

God h�p himl 
I found it in my heart to make 

that wish for the silent flgure alone 
standing there on the rocky beach 
behind ua. 

Odd Superstitions 
A SAILING veaael Ia auppoaed alw&,.. 

to sail fastest when rUnning from 
an enemy. 

Man7 old aeamen belle•• that the7 
will got better apeed out of their craft 
b7 encouraging it. u one would a bone. 

It ia generall7 conaldored bad luck 
for a boat to Ail on a Friday, thoqb 
nowada,.. steamers do not fear to chance 
this as mucb- aa formerl7. · 

When a shark follows a ahlp lt la a 
sure omen of death to one of the paa-
sengera or crew. · 

The christening of new ablpa Ia a 
custom deacended from the ancient rite 
of offering wine to Neptune aa a aacrl-
6ce to lnaure bia favor. 

Sailora dread the carrying of dead 
bodies on ahlpboard. Peopl' who dle 
d�ing a pauace are usuall7 burled at 
sea. 

It is cood luck for a walter to haye 
a hunchback customer. It la bad luck to 
wait oa. a one-armed man. 

EvU fortulie is betokened by the cross
Ing of letters in the mall. 

Furniture that creaks at night without 
vlaible cause portends death or lllneu. 

The ancients naed to pour wine upoa. 
the ground ln honor of the gods. Nowa
days a person drinks to the health of 
another by pouring lt dowa his own 
throat. • • • 

Am one Orthodox J ewa there are m&ft7 
interesting belief• and aupentitlona. 
Some of them are: 

Bachelora are regarded with disfavor 
for it ls not good to ll•• alone, and 
every man Is supposed to marry. W}lea. 
• bachelor la conducted to the come-

tery to be burled, aancl Ia atrewa before 
the hearse as a reproach. 

It is lucky to kill a bat with a gold 
cola. 

It is dangerou to go awa7 aD4 lea•• 
a book of.eL · 

For cir • to sit on the be4 of a bride 
Ia lucky. It wlll cause other marrl&Jea. 

If, on returning from the ��· 
canopy, the groom takes the bride • 
band, he wlll be the rullq power in the 
family; but If the bride · takes tbe 
groom's band, abe wl11 be the boas. 

It la unluck7 for three married broth
en to live in the same town. 

An undeaernd curse nauall7 rebo\lftds. 
and brinca the one who curs .. bad luok. A dead penon knowa what la pta. 
on untU the laat spadeful of earth fi 
placed on his gra••· 

· Throwing dirt after a man leavfna 
the bonae la unlucky. 

The curse of the Evil E7e CUl be 
aYerted by aplttU.. three times oa the 
en.ertipa and makfq a quick moYemeot 
of the band throuab the alr. · 

The Sn•era ahowd be ·held downward8 
while be me

· 
waabed, to allow the ....U 

spirits to depart with the drlppln• water. 
Itching feet Indicate that their po .. 

aessor ._Jll make a yoyqe to a place 
be bas never been before. 

It is a •len of bad luck for the rata 
to lea•e your bouse and co to another, 
but good luck for the other house. A penon tak.. over another'• · alna 
when he· aplts at him. . 

The fourth husband of a widow wnt 
dle soon after -hi• marriqe. 

Two brothers abonlcl aot aaart7 two 
alatera. It brinp Nd luck. 
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Bal Macabre 
By Gustav Meyrink 

Author ol " The Golem,'' etc. 
Translated from the German by Udo Rail 

L
ORD HOPELESS had in

vited me to join the party 
at his �ble, and intro_duced 
me to the gentlemen. 

It was long after midnight, and 
I have forgotten most of the names. 

Doctor Zitter
bein I had al-

bad said wbUe he shook my hand. 
"W'hy do you always sit by your
self?" 

I know that we had not drunk 
very much. Nevertheless we were 
under the spell of that delicate, 

barely noticeable 
i n t o x i c a t i o n 

ready met before. 
"You always sit 

by yourself. That 

•• • • • All at oace a atr&���r•·looklq 
acrobat wu at our table • • • •  " 

w h i c h  m a k .e s  

- is  · too badt he .__ __________ _.;. ____ __, 

some· words seem 
to c�e from far 
off, a condition 

375 
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peculiar to those late houra when 
we are lulled by cigarette smoke, 
the laughter of women, and cheap · 
music. 

Strange that out of auch night
club atmosphere-with . ita combina
tion of gipsy music, cakewalk. and 
champagne-should develop a dis
cussion of things aupematural l 
Lord Hopeleaa was telling a story. 

Of a society which was really 
supposed to exist. of men and 
women-rather of corpses or appar
ent corpses-belonging to the beat 
circles, who according to the testi
mony of the living had been dead 
a long time, even had grave mark
era and tombs wi t·h their namea and 
the dates of their deaths, but who 
in reality lay somewhere in the . 
city, inside an old-fashioned man
sion, in a condition of uninterrupt
ed catalepsy, insensate, but guarded 
against diaintegration. neatly ar
ranged in a aeries of drawers. They 
were said . to be cared for by a 
hunchbacked servant with buckle
shoes and a powdered wig, who was 
nicknamed Spotted Aron. During 
certain nights their llpa showed a 
weak, phosphorescent gleam, which 
wu a sign for the hunchback to 
perform a mysterious manipulation 
upon the cervical vertebrae of his 
charges. So he said. 

Their souls could then roam 
about unhampered - temporarily 
freed from their bodi.........nd in
dulge in the vices of 'the city. With 
a greedin... and Intensity which 
transcended the imagination of the 
craftiest rou,. 

Among other things they knew 
how to attach themselves. i_n vam
pire fuhlon, to those living repro
bat• who stagger from vice to 
vice-aucldng. stealing, enriching 
themselves with weird sensations at 
the expense of the living muses. 
This club, which, by the way, had 
the curious name. Amanita, poa
sessed even by-lawa, and rulea and 
severe conditione concerning the 

admission of liew members. But 
these were surrounded by an . im
penetrable veil of secrecy. 

I COULD not catch the lut few 
words of Lord Hopeleu' talk, 

due �o the noisy racket of the mu
sicians and the singers who dished 
up the latest couplet : 

"I took the whitest ftow-ower 
To cheer my darkest hou-our. 
Tra-la. tra-la. tra-la. 
Tra-la-la-la-tra-la." 

The grotesque distortions of a 
mulatto couple, . which accompanied 
the muaic with a aort of nigger 
cancan. added like the aong to the 
unpleasant effect which the story 
bad made on me. 

In this nlgJ;lt club. among painted 
prostitut�, slick walters, and dia
mond-studded pimps the entire im
pression aeemed to grow somewhat 
fragmentary, mangled-up, until it 
remained in my mind merely aa a 
gruesome. half-real, diatortec:t image. 

Aa if time should auddenly, in 
unguarded momenta, hurry with 
eager • .  noiseleaa •tepa, ao can hours 
burn into seconds for one intoxi
cated-aeconda which fty out of the 
ao'-11 like aparks, in order to illu
minate a sickly web of curious. 
dare-devllb'h dreama. woven out of 
a confused mingling of the past 
and the future. 

Thua I can atiU, out of the vague
D... of my memory, hear a voice 
Aying: "We •boald nnd a meuage 
to tbe AmiiiJita Club ... 

Judglnc by that. it seems that 
our talk must have repeatedly re
verted to the same theme. 

In between I seem to remember 
fragments of brief 

·
observations. 

like the breaking of a champagne 
glua. a whlatle-then, that a 
Fr�h cocotte settled herself on 
my lap, kissed me, blew cigarette 
amoke Into my mouth, and stuck 
her pointed tongue into my ear. 
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Again later a poatcard full of sic· 
oatur" wu ·puahed towardtl me, 
with the r�quest that I lhould alp 
my name too-and the pencil 
dropped out of my hand-and then 
again I couldn't manage, J:>ecauae 
a wench poured a glua of cham· 
pagne over my cuffs. 

But I remember distinctly, how 
all of ua became suddenly .ober, 
eearchlng In our pocketa, on and 
below the table, and on our chairs 
for the pos"ard, which Lord Hope- . 
lea� wanted to have back by all 
meana, but which had vanished and 
remained vanished for good. • • • 

"I took the whlt•t Bow-ower 
To cheer my darke1t bou-our," 

The violin• acreeehed the refrain 
and submerged our consciousneBS 
in the darkness again and again. 

If one closed one's eyea. one 
eeemed to · be lying on a thick, 
black, velvety carpet, from whlc!h 
flamed forth a few isolated ruby
red flower-. 

"I want aomething to · eat," I 
heard someone call. "WhAt? What? 
Caviar? • • ·• Nonsenee t Bring me 
. � • brine me • • •  well • • •  bring me 
aomo preserved mushrooms., 

And all of us ate of those sour 
mushrooms, which were swimming 
ln a clear, stringy liquid, spiced 
with some aromatic herb. 

·"I took ·the whitest Bow-ower 
To cheer my darkest hou-our, 
Tra-la, tra-la, tra-la, 
Tra--la-la-la-tra-la." 

• • • 

ALL at once a strange-looking 
acrobat, dressed in a cover

all tricot which was much too large 
and wabbled crazily about him. was 

.a t our table and at hie right sat 
a masqued hunchback with a white 
flaxen wig. 

Next to him waa a woman ; and 
they all · laughed. 

How in the world did he· get in 

her._wltJ:a thoae? ADd I tamed 
around : the hall wu empty, except 
for ounelvea. 

Ob, well, I thoug·ht - never 
mind • • • •  

The table .at which we eat waa 
very long, · and moat of itl table· 
cloth lhone u white aa a ·sheet
empty of plates and &lasses. · 

"Monsieur Phalloidea, won't you 
please dance for us?" aaid on' of 
the gentlemen, patting the acrobat 
on hie lhoulder. 

They must know each other well 
-it went through my head in a 
sort of a dream-very probably he's 
been sitting here a long time al
ready, that-that tricot. 

And · then l looked at the hunch
back next to him.. and our eyes met. 
He wore a mask glazed wit·h white 
lacqu·er · and a greenish, faded 
jacket, badly neg18i:ted and full of 
crude patches. 

Picked up from the street l 
.When he laughed, it aoundwJ 

U.ke a cross between a wheeze and 
a rattle. 

.. Crotalus/ - Crot.Ius HorrldWJ.'• 
That phraae which I must have 
heard or read somewhere aome time 
went through my mind ; I could not 
remember ita meaning, but I shud
dered nevertheless, u I whispered 
It to myself. 

And then I felt the fingers of 
that young wench -touching my 
knees under the table. 

"My name is Albina Veratrina," 
ehe whispered to me falteringly as 
if ahe were confiding a secret · to 
me, while I aeized her hand. 

. She moved very close to me ; and 
I remembered darkly that she bad 
once poured a glass of champagne 
over my cuff. Her dr�saea exuded 
a �iting odor; one could hardly 
keep from sneezing when she made 
a movement • 

.. Her name Is Germer, of .. course 
-Miss Genner, you know," said 
Doctor Zitterbein aloud. 

Whereupon the acrobat cave a 
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quick laugh, looked at her, and 
abrugged his .houldera, u if he 
felt obliged to excuae ·her behavior. 

I was nauseated by him. He had 
peculiar epidermic acara on hia 
neck. aa broad aa a hand, but all 
around and of a pale color, giving 
an effect of rufBes-like the neck 
of a pheasant. . 

And his t-ricot of pale flesh color 
hung loosely on :him from neck to 
toe, because he was narrow-cheated 
and thin. On his bead be wore a 
flat, greenish lid with white dots 
and buttons. He had got up and was 
dancing with a girl around whose 
neck there was a chain of speckled 
berries. 

"Have new women dropped in?" 
I asked Lord Hopeless with my 
eyes. 

"That's only Ignatia-my sister," 
said Albina Veratrina, and while 
she said the word "sister," she 
winked at me from the corner of 
her eye and laughed hysterically. 

Suddenly she stuck her tongue 
out at me, and I not-iced that it 
had a dry, long, �eddish streak 
down its middle; and I waa. horri
fied. · 

It's like a symptom of poison
ing. I thought. Why baa abe that 
reddish streak ? It's like a symptom 
of poisoning I 

And again I heard the music 
coming from afar : 

"I took the whitest flow-ower 
To cheer my darkest hou-our." 

and, although I · kept my eyes 
closed, I knew how they all wagged 
their heads to · the music in cruy 
rhythm. • · • •  

It is like a symptom of poison
ing, I dreamed-and woke up with 
a chill. 

The hunchback in his green, spot
ted jacket had a wench on hls lap 
and jerked off her clothes in a sort 
of St. Vitus' dance, seemingly to 
the rhythm of inaudible music. 

I>octor Zitterbeln arose &1V�rd
ly and unbuttoned her shoulder 
straps. 

• • • 
"BETWEEN second and second 

there is a brief interval, 
which does not belong to time, 
which belongs only to the imagina
tion. Like the meshes of a net''
I beard the hunchback orating in
sinuatingly-"these intervals are. 
You· can add them together, and 
they will still not result in actual 
time, but we think them neverthe
less-once, twice, once again, and 
a fourth time • • • •  

"And if we live only within these 
limits and forget the actual . min
utes and seconds, never to remem
ber them-why, then we are dead, 
then we live only in death. 

"You live, let us say, fifty years. 
Of that your schooling takes away 
ten : leaves forty. 

"And sleep steals twenty : leaves 
twenty. 

"And ten are filled with cares : 
remains ten. 

"Of those you spend nine yean 
in fear of to-morrow ; thus you 
may live one year-perhaps/ 

"Why wouldn't you rather die? 
·"Death is beautiful. 
"There is rest, eternal rest. 
"And no worry about to-morrow. 
"There is the eternal, silent Pres-

ent,· which you do not know : there 
is no Before and no Afterwards. 

"There lies the silent Present. 
which you do not know I These are 
the hidden meshes 'twixt second 
and second in the net of time." 

• • • 

T
HE words of the hunchback 
were still singing in tny heart. 

I looked up and saw that the 
chemise of the wench had dropped 
to her waist and she sat on his lap, 
naked. She . had no breasts and no 
body--only a phosphorescent nebula 
from neck to hip. 

And he reached into that nebula 
with his fingers, ·and it sounded 
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like the •trlngs of a bass viol, and 
out of this · spectral body came 
pieces of clinkers rattling to the 
floor. Such is death, I felt-like a 
mesa of slag. 

Slowly the center of that white 
tablecloth soared upward, like an 
immense bubble-a chill draft 
swept the roam and blew away the 
nebula. Glittering harp-strings ap
peared, reaching from the collar
bone of the wench to her hipa. A 
creature, half woman, · half harp l 

The hunchback played on it, ao 
I dreamed, a song of death and 
lust, which ended in a strange. 
hymn : 

''All joy must turn to suffer
Ing; 

No earthly pleasure can en
dure! 

Who longs for joy, who chooses 
joy, 

Will reap . the sorrow which it 
brings : 

Who never yearns nor waita 
for joy, 

Hu never yearned for sorrow'• 
end." 

And an inexplicable longing for 
death. came over me, and I yearned · 
to dle. · 

But in my heart, life gave battle 
-the instinct for self-preservation. 
And death and life were ominously 
arrayed against each other ; that is 
catalepsy. 

My eyes stared, motionleM. The 
acllObat bent over me, and I noticed 
hla wrinkled tricot, the greenish lid 
on his head, and his rufBed neck. 

"Catalepsy,". I wanted to stam
mer, but I could not open my 
mouth. 

As he walked from one to an
other and peered into their faces 
with a questioning leer, I knew that 
we were paralyzed :  he was like a 
toadstool/ 

We have eaten toadstools, stewed 
with v�ratrum . album, the herb 

which is also called whit� G�rmer. 
But that is only a spook of · the 

night, a c;bimeral 
I wanted to shout it out,loud, but 

could. not. . 
I wanted to turn my head, but 

could n.ot. · 

The hunchback with the white, 
varnished muk got up noiselessly, 
and the othera followed him and 
arranged themselves in couples, just 
u noiseleuly. 

The acrobat - with the F-rench 
trumpet, the hunchback with the 
human harp,. Ignatia with Albina 
Veratrina-thus they moved right 
through the w.all in the twit_cbing 
dance step of a cakewalk. 

Only once did Albina V eratrina 
turn her · face towards me, accom
panying the look with an· obscene 
gesture. 

· I wanted to turn my eyes side
ways or close my lids, �ut I could 
not. Constantly I had to sta1:e at 
the wall-clock, and at ita banda 
which crawled around ita face like 
thievinc fingers. 

And in my ean still sounded that 
haunting couplet : 

••1 took the whitest ftow-ower 
To cheer my darkest hou-our, 
'Tra-la, tra-1' tra-la, 
Tr�la-la-la-tra-la," 

and like a · ba•o OlltiDato It came 
from the depths: 

..All joy muat turn to suft'er
· ing : 

Who never yearna nor waits 
for joy, 

Has never yearned for sor
row's end." 

• • • 
. I recovered from this poisoning 

after a long, long time ; but the 
�hers are all buried. 

It was too late to eave them-so 
I was told-when help arrived. 

But I' suspect that they were not 
really dead, when they were buried. 
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Even though the doctor tells me 
that catalepsy cannot result from 
eating toadstools, and · that the · 
symptoms would have had to be 
different. I suspect that they were 

not dead, an4 with a shudder I 
have to think of t�e Amanita Club 
and . of ita weird hunchback 
guardian, Spotted Aron, with hla 
white mask. 

Ghost Vengeance 
COIIPARA TIVB folklore llhowa how 

universal is the belief that the spirit 
of those who have suffered a violent 
death are malicioua belnp. 

The spirit is kept from ita desired 
rest and is required to flit about the 
haunts of the llvtq, and, by ita unearth
ly molestation, compel them to make 
every J)Osslble reparation for the wroq 
done. Thla must co on till the crime is 
eziliated. Attempts to lay such a post 
are ineffectual· no art of exorciser is 
able to induce it to atop lta Vlalta. 

Ghosts are sometimes seen as white 
spectres in churchyards, wher.e the7 ter
rify people and make a ceneral dis
turbance, and sometimes aa executed 
criminals who haunt the place of their 
execution by mooulicht with their heads 
UDder their arms. In some countries 
they are said to pinch /eople while 
aaleep, and the black an blue marks · 
thua made are called choat-apota or 
Khoat-plnchea. In Sweden the belief ex
fats that the spirits of little chUdreu 
who have been murdered wander about 
waUlnc for aa lone a time aa their 
lives would normally have laated on 
earth, bad they not been deatror.ed. 
Their sad cry of .. Mama I Mama I" a a 
terror for unnatural mothers who de
stroy their offspfin&. Sometimes when 
travelers pau by them at nlcht they 
wlll han& onto the vehicle and then the 
horses wUl sweat u if they are drac
PDC too hea'\7 a load, and before lone 
come to a dead atop. 

The buccaneers who used to kU1 the 
men who helped them bury their treas
ure often did so not ouly to keep lts 
location their own secret, but · to pro
vide posts that would haunt the spot and 
b�p awa7 treasure seekers. 

Blr Walter Raleip _ quotes an inci
dent of a captain ,rho killed one of his 
crew in a flt of ancer, and, becauae the 
man bad threatened to haunt him. cooked 
his body in the stove kettle. But the 
&host of the man followed the ship, 
and, accordln& to the crew, took his 
place at the wheel and the yards ; and 
the captain was so troubled by it that 
he finally jumped overboard, where, aa 
he sank under the water, he threw up 
hi)a arms and was heard to exclaim, 
"BUI is with - me now l" 

There are thouaands · of old houaea 

that have a haunted room in which the 
unhappy post of a murdered person ia 
supposed on certain occasions to appear. 
For generation after generation do ·theae 
troubled spirits return to the scene of 
their lives on their lon�r walt for some
one bold enough to stay in the haunted 
room and question them aa to the rea
son for their periodical visits. 

Ghosts do not go about their buainess 
of obtalnlnc justice like human belnp. 
Where there baa been a murder the 
ghost never goes and lays its informa
tion before the nearest justice of the 
peace, or to a near relation, but it seems 
to prefer to appear to some poor laborer 
who knows none of the parties, or to 
some old nurse or other innocent, or 
else to hover about the· place where ita 
body is deposited. · 

There is an account of a person bem. 
tried in Encland on the pretended evi
dence of a ghost. A Warwick farmer on 
hia return from market was murdered. 
The next morninc a man called on the 
farmer's wife and related how on the 
previous nl&ht her husband's choat had 
appeared to hlm and, sbowing him sev
eral stabs on hia b�y. told him that 
he was murdered by a certain person 
and his corpse thrown into a marl-pit. 
After a search the body was found in 
the pit, and it bore wounds exactly aa 
described by the informer. 

The person accuaed was brought to 
trial on the char&• of murder; and the 
Jury would have convicted him aa rash
ly as the maclstra�e had committed him 
had no_t the judce interfered and said 
that he did not put a� credence on. the 
post dream, since the prisoner wu a 
man of unblemished reputation and no 
lll-feelinc could be shown to have_ ex
isted between him and the deceased. He 
added that he knew . of no 1aw that ad
mitted the evidence of a post in court, 
alld that even If there were, the ghost 
bad not appeared In his court ; so the 
crier was ordered to summon the lbost, 
which he did three times; and. the 
&host not appearing. the judce acquitted 
the j)rlsoner and caused the accuser to 
be detained and his house searched. 
. Stroq proofs of the man's pilt 
were discovered. He confeued the 
crime and was executed for murder 
shortly after. 



Strange Tales and True 
By Robert W. Sneddon 

T 
H£ Book of Truth holds was such that it could not . be 
tales more strange than any forgotten. He bad an enormous 
found in the pagea of fie· mouth, a red pointed beard, ean 
tion. Here are a few. standing out from the skull, and 

As strange an affair aa ever puz- small evil-looking eyes • 
. zled hwnan imagination is that · Th� picture had been in the win
which . occurred in St. Petersburg, dow about ten days when a strange 
as Leningrad was then named, to- choked cry rose from someone in 
warda the close of the lut century. the crowd gathered in front of it. 
It is to be found in the police rec- The crowd split as a man in its 
ords of t�t city. midst fell to the ground, writhing 

It began with a crime which ere- in a fit. And all at once the people 
ated an immense sensation in the saw that the man was a hunchback 
city. A young girl of fourteen was --and that he was the living image 
found dead in the attic of an apart- of that on the canvas. He was 
ment house. She had been outraged hurried · io a drug store and 
and strangl e d. brought back to 

The public and c o n s c i ou s n e s s .  
the press kept Se..-eral f-ciD&tiDa weird tal•• of When he cam� to 
up · an inceuan t uaqu-tJoaa'ble autbeaticit7 -• himself he asked 
demand for the truth. to be taken to 
capture ·of the the nearest police 
murd e r e r, b u t, L-------------------' s t a t i o n , a n d  
though the police made every ef- there, in the clutches of an over
fort, they failed to discover the whelming terror, confessed that be 
criminal, and after six months the was the long-sought murderer of the 
case was shelved aa unsolved. girl. 

It was not forgotten, however. A 
well-known painter had been so im- "I HAVE never bad a moment's 
pressed by the dramatic atmosphere peace since that night," · he 
of the crime that be made a realistic babbled. "I saw her before me, I 
painting of his conception of it. The heard her heart-rending cries. To
canvas was exhibited in the Acad- day I happened to aee the crowd 
emy .of Fine Arts, received the first and made my way into it--and I 
prize and · was later placed in the was stricken with terror. There waa 
window of the leading art dealer of not only my victim, not only the 
the citjr. · · crttic in . every detail, but I· saw 

It. drew c::rowds every day. There my own portrait. How could it be? 
was the attic . as it had been in Who had seen me? It was a 
reality, with the body of the young miracle, some hellh1h trick of the 
victim in a crumpled heap. In the great· . tempter Satan." 
background was the assassin ·steal- The Chief · of Police, Tchoulitiki, 
ing away after the commission of d·id not look at the business with 
his heinous offense. With his right the same superstitious eye. He at 
hand he · was opening the door, once suspected that the artiat knew 
and looking over his shoulder at everything, and that he might have 
the body; · A frightful hunchback, actually been an accomplice in the 
the expre�sion of hi11 hideous fac::e crime. Detectives were sent to 
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bring ttia artlat to headquartera, 
but returned without him. He wu 
in Italy. 

Tchoulitlki tried in vain to ez
plaln the mystery. There wu not 
the leut doubt that the hunch
back's terror had been genuine. A 
number of witnesses had seen him 
go into a fit at sight of the paint
ing. The criminal swore that he 
knew nothing of the painter. 

On the other hand, the painter 
muat have known the . hunchback 
in order to depict him with such 
fidelity. But how did he col!Mt to 
paint him as the criminal t It wu 
out 9f the question to imagine that 
the hun�hback had knowingly 
served as model. 

Had the painter been an unseen 
witness of the crime? If ao, why 
had he not interfered? Why had 
he not assisted the poli�e? 

The police with the usual thor
oughness of the continental syltem 
of prying into the private life of 
the ordinary citizen investigated 
the painter's life and character and 
found that he was the last person 
in the world to be connected with 
a crime. Nevertheless when he re
turned from Italy he _was at once 
arrested and questioned. 

HE was amazed by the whole 
business, but told a story 

which ezplalned the facta but not the 
myaterlous revelation of the crime. 

"Like everybody else," he said, 
"I was much impressed by this 
sensational crime, and it occurred 
to me I would like to do a paint
ing of it. I went and sketched the 
attic, and at the morgue I aaw the 
girl. In my effort to reconstruct 
the scene in my imagination I 
questioned the morgue keeper as 
to just how the body had been 
found and I got a very good idea 
of the position. 

"Soon I had everything but the 
murderer, the principal figure in 
the painting. And somehow · or 

other, I seemed to iee him u a 
deformed creature. a sort of Quui
�odo, the hunchback of . Notre 
Dame. I uaed to stroll about the 
atreettt to find my models in the 
drfnkshops and inns. One day I 
went bito an inn and sat down at 
a table. I bad not been there very 
long when a hunchback figure hqb
bled into the room. I looked up 
and beheld a man so like the 
imaginary portrait I had made of 
the murderer, t·hat I was positively 
ltartled. He uked for tea and sat 
down not far from me. 

"I hastily took out my sketch
book, and taking care not to let 
him see I was drawing, made a 
sketch. The man . seemed to be in 
a hurry, for he quickly drank his 
tea and walked out. I asked tho 
host who the man was and where 
he lived, but be knew nothing 
about him except that he came in 
to his place nearly every day at 
about the same time. Taking ad
vantage of this information, I went 
back there every day, and in five 
sittings the portrait waa completed 
without the hunchback so much u 
knowing that I waa using him as 
a model. 

"I can't· explain anything but 
that. What I have told you is the 
truth. You may call it coincidence 
if you wilt, but perhaps it is some
thing more inexplicable than that." 

The innkeeper called as a wit
non corroborated the painter's 
story, and the artist was released. 

The hunchback was sentenced to 
twenty years with hard labor. 

. .. . 

STRANGE things happen within 
the confines of the tomb. and 

guardians of the last resting places 
of the dead could, if they were 
permitted, reveal terrors more hide
ous than can be imagined. 

To touch upon just . one aspect of 
this horror, it has been declared 
that· in England and Wales, where 
enbalming is not i.n force, there are 
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hequent · - eaaH of people being 
buried alive • .  

But premature buttial does not 
enter into this strange tale of a 
tomb, set down by the Revesend 
Thomas Orderaon, Rector of · christ 
Church · in the Ialand of Barbados, 
and attested to by reliable wit
nesses. 

The vault is still to be seen, but 
it is untenanted, for the dead once 
committed to it would not lie in 
peace, and so they were removed. 

It ia built of heavy blocks of . 
coral · cemented together above 
ground and cas:ried down into the 

· limestone rock. The visitor goes 
down several steps into a . vault, 
twelve feet long by six and a half 
wide, with a smooth rock floor. and 
slightly arched roof. There is not 
the slightest crack or crevice in 
·wall, roof or floor. The only en
trance is the door, once sealed by 
an enormous · slab of marble which · 
now leans apinst the tomb. 

The fint to be entombed in thia 
abode of the dead · was a Mrs. God
dard, on July 31, 1807. She was the 
only one of several to follow whoae 
body waa not coftined in a lead 
casket, within a wooden case. 

This body was still there when · 
the vault became the property of 
the Chase family of Barbados. 

The . firat of the Chaaea to 'be 
buried was an infant daughter, 
Mary Ann. When the little coffin 
was . placed in the vault, that of 
Mra. Goddard was lying exactly 
as it had been set, eight months 
earlier. 

Both caskets were undisturbed 
when Dorcas Chase, daughter of 
Thomas, and a suicide, as they say, 
to escape his harsh discipline, was 
entombed July 6, 1812. · 

Thomas Chase himself took his 
own life a month later. And when 
the vault was operied to receive his 
body, a strange aight met the eyes 
of the funeral party. T·he casket of 
Dorcas had been moved, · and that 

of the inf�mt bad been tbrowa from 
the northeast corner of the vault 
to the corner oppoCite and was 
standing head downwards against 
the wall. 

The Negroes working on the tomb 
fled in terror, and had to be forced 
to arrange the caskets and seal the 
tomb again. The slab was cemented 
tight in the doorway. 

FOUR yeara later another in
fant chil� Samuel Ames, died. 

When the vault wae unsealed. it 
was at once seen that some mys-
terious intnlder had been tamper
ing with the caskets. The leaden 
casket of Thomas Chaae, which wu 
extremely heavy and required eight 
men to lift it, was lying on its side. 
All the others ·but that of Mra. 
Goddard kad been shifted. The 
caskets were set in order again 
by a number of people. 

These same people were present 
at the opening of the tomb to re
ceive the body of Samuel Brewster, 
November 17, 1816, and saw that 
once more the caskets were in con
fusion. No possible explanation 
could be offered. . . 

But when in July, 1819, Tbomaa
ina Clarke was to be buried in the 
vault, the autboritin had to do 
·something to allay threatened dis-
turbances among the frightened 
Negro population. It was discovered 
that once more .the casketa had 
been moved around. · 

The Governor of Barbados, Lord 
Combennere, took part in a thor
ough inspection of the vault. With 
him were the Reverend Tbomaa 
Orderson, Sir Robert Clarke. the 
Honorable Nathan Lucas and other 
reliable witnesses who left testi-
mony Qf what they had seen. . 

The vault was examined, inside 
and outside, sounded, probed, and 
not a sign of any entrance other 
than the door found. The floor was 
then covered �th sand and raked 
smooth. Mrs. Goddard's · casket bein& 
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only of wood had crumbled away. 
The. fragments and her bones were 
tied in a bundle. and set against the 
wall. 

The caskets were then arranged 
u followa : the three large ones 
were placed aide by aide on the 
sanded floor, with the foot of each 
coffin facinc the door of · the vault. 
On top of these coffins were placed 
the smaller coffins. 

This done, the vault was closed 
up. · The heavy marble slab was, 
after much labor, set in the door
way and firmly c�nted. Before 
the cement dried the Governor · set · 
his seal in it, and the others 
present made their own individual 
marks. 

O
N April 18, 1820, Negro rumors 

to the effect that strange 
noises had been heard within the 
tomb induced the Governor to have 
the vault opened. He called his 
witnesses and it was seen without 
the shadow of a doubt that the 
aeala had not been tampered with. 
Not a living soul had disturbed 
the vault. 

Workmen, under promise of extra 
pay, began to open up the tomb • . 
The cement wu laboriously picked 
out, and six men levered away the 
slab. 

The tomb wu open. The lnvesti
,;ators peered in, then gingerly 
descended. There wu not a foot
print on tlie sanded ftoor, not a 
sign · of human intruder. 

Only Thomas Cha .. 'a coffin was 
awunc right round with ita head 

·pointing to the door. The little 
coffin of Samuel Ames which had 
been placed upon it was lying 
now . on the sand, upside down. 

Thomasina Clarke's coffin which 
had been on top of Samuel BreW.- · 
ter's was now under it, its head 
towards the door. 

'rhe head of Samuel Brewster's 
cutet lay on the foot of that occu
pl� by the remains of Dorcas 

Chase. This Jut ·coffin which had 
been headed towards the back of 

· the vault was now lying at an 
angle, almost across the vault en
trance, while the small coffin of 
Mary Chase left on top of it wu 
on the floor. 

This apparent restleaaneu of 
those who should have· laln in peace 
was to� much for all concerned. 
The bodies in the vault were cleared 
out and burled elsewhere in the 
churchyard. 

The vault was �ever . used again,. 
though it Ia still on view for. the 
curioua visitor. ·· 

Many have tried to aolve the 
mystery. It was suggested that 
earth tremors caused the ahifting 
of the coffins. Against this theory 
is the fact that no earthquakes, 
minor or major; disturbed the is
land during the period· from 1812 
to 1820. 

Psychic investigators have an 
Idea that the presence of two sui
cides within the vault may . have 
been responsible. 

But whatever the agency respon
sible for these strange disturbances 
it remains to this day, unnamed. 

• • • 

IT is · only those who have never 
lived in the Odent who cut 

doubt upon the strance stories 
which come out of it. The longer 
white men live in India, China · and 
Africa, . the 1.-s skeptical they be-. 
come of phenomena attributable to 
but one · power, black mqlc. Only 
when confronted with disbelief they 
as a rule prefer to keep their ex
periences to thenaelves and avoid 
ar�ent. · 

There are a go.od many men who 
could vouch for instances of magic 
as mysterious and · uncanny aa the 
following true story. · · 

A captain In the Indian Army 
while on leave. in England married 
a beautiful woman and took her 
back to India with him. 

She waa charmed with every-
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thing abe saw, save one thing. Out
aide of the compound or garden 
of their up-country bungalow sat 
a repulsive old beggar with bleary 
eyes and an outstretched han4: He 
gave the mem-ssbib of the bunga
low a malicious look fiVery time she 
passed, and abe could not help 
shrinking back with a 'look of dis
gust. 

Finally she asked her husband to 
have . the beggar sent away, but he 
laughed at her attitude as childish. 
When she persisted he told her 
quietly that if he sent the man 
away it would cause trouble as he 
was looked upon by the natives as a 
wise man. 

But the problem was apparently 
solved without further trouble. The 
old .man did not come one day, nor 
the next. A week elapsed and still 
there was no sign of him. The 
wife, however, now conceived a 
sudden craving to visit the native 
quarter. Her -husband strongly dis
approved of this notion and abso
lutely .forbade her to go anywhere 
near it. 

The wife pouted and argued, but 
reluctantly obeyed. The next day, 
durin' the absence of the English· 
captain, the beggar . made his re
appearance. This time he entered 
the compound. and c.me up to the 
door .of the bungalow. The wife 
ordered .him to leave the grounds, 
but he merely smiled maliciously. 
At last he said he would go away 
if the mem-sahib would give him a 
few baira from her head. . 

I
N a panic of �ear, and fascinated 
by his �ompelling eyes, abe at 

last agreed and went inside. But 
indoors she had a sudden. revulsion. 
Instead of cutting the hairs from. 
her own head, she C\lt them fr01n, a 
Chinese mat woven of hair, in shade 
very m11ch like. her own locka,' and 
coming back to the door, prennted 
them to the old fakir. He took 
them with a mumble and departed. 

When her husband came home 
she told him the story and her ruse 
of giving the mat hairs instead of 
her own, and he told her ahe had 
done right. He could have told her 
that by possession of the hair or 
nail clippings of a man or woman, 
these fakirs believ.e that they can 
obtain power over the owner • . 

One night about a week later, 
the captain and his wife were 
alarmed to hear a· strange flapping 
in a room overhead, and the sound 
of something coming downstairs. 

The captain snatched up his re
volver and going into the hall fired 
thrice at some dimly seen object 
which passed out of the door and 
into the garden. 

At the shots, servants ran out 
with lights, and there to their 
horror saw the Chinese mat cross
ing the compound without human 
agency, flopping and writhing like 
a live thing, animated, as was pre
sumed, by the will of the fakir. 

But for the trick played by the 
captain's wife, she and not the mat 
would have obeyed the imperious 
magic summons. to the native quar
ter. 

• • • 

M
OST of us have heard of the 

. Indian rope trick, which 
briefly is this : the fakir throws the 
end of a rope. into· the air where 
it remains as though suspended 
from an unseen hook •. A boy then 
climbs . the rope and disappears, 
to appear again, after ten minutes 
or so of tom-tom beadng, ei-ther on 
the rope or on the outai4e of the 
crow4. The .rope is no long� tha� 
fifteen �o twenty feet and stands 
erect like a stick. 

The usual explanation is that 
the spectators are hypnotized, but 
several people who have seen the 
trick deny that they were ao. They 
.have no idea how the illusion, if. it 
is one, can be worked in the open 
air. 

A British officer in . the Indian 
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Medical Service gives a reliable ac
coUDt ·of an experiment which con
vinced two young officers. newly 
attached to a regiment, that there 
wa• eomething more- than hokum in 
the powen of the magic workets of 
the East. 

. Their attitude toward• their eld
en who had aeen incredible things 
waa one of pity and. scorn, and the 
colonel .of the regiment resolved to 
teach them a Ieason. He sent for a 
highly intelligent Brahman to 
whom he had been of service once, . 
and invited him to demonstrate his 
powers. 

The two young officers agreed to 
undergo the test, still with the 
same exasperating aaaurance that 
they could not be fooled. 

They came into the room where 
the colonel, aeveral of his officers, 
and the fakir were waiting, and 
were somewhat amazed to aee that 
the fakir, for apparatus, had noth
Ing but a piece of chalk in his hand. 

With thia be drew a straight line· 
on the floor. He then asked the 
first of the young doubters to cross 
the line. 

THE aubaltern •et off boldly, 
but the moment he came to the 

chalk line he stopped abort aa 
though he had run up against a . 
wall. . 

.. Go ahead, old man," said hia 
fr-iend, ••crou the line.'' 

He tried again. He railed his 
foot, but coUld not · lift it over the 
narrow line. 

"Something wrong here," he mut
tered. "Let�• aee you ·do it." 
· The other officer nodded · and 
grinned. He ran at the line, only 
to be halted with a jerk • 

"There'" something in front of 
us, pressing us back."' . 

lte looked over at the fakir, then 
hia eyes went te the floor, and to 
his horror he saw that the two 
ends of the chalk line were rapidly 
culving to meet each other. They 
joined and formed a complete 
circle. 

Then the mysterious wall of in
tangible pressure which they had 
run into first, encircled them. They 
felt that life was being slowly 
pressed out of tbenL 

Finally one of the pair in the 
magic circle exClai�d in fear, "All 
right, I'm beaten." 

The fakir looked inquiringly · at 
the colonel who nodded. The fakir 

· smiled, and at once the pressure 
waa released. 

Thereafter the mesa was not an
noyed by juvenile arguments on 
the magic of the East. · 

Hypnotism? Perhaps. But the 
atrange thing was that the straight 
chalk line certainly became a circle 
without the agency of any human 
band. Of that, the medical officer 
is absolutely convinced. 

Bird Spirits 
UNDER one form or another there 

mats all over the world the· belief 
that the soul at death occasionall7 aa
sumH the form of a bird. Rauian peas
ants aay that the souls of the departed 
haunt their old homes iQ. the ahape of 
blrda for six weeks, watching the pie£ 
of the bereft, after which time they fly 
away to the other world. Sometimes 
breadcrumbe are placed on a piece of 
white linen at a window· during these 
el:a weeks, so that . the soul may coine 
and feed upon the111. 

lla lwedcn it ia believed that the 

ravena which scream by night in forest 
swamps and wild moors are the ghosts 
of murdered men whose bodies have re
mained undetected where their murder
era hid them and· so have had no Chris
tian burial. 

There was once an English lady who, 
imagining her dead daughter to exist in 
the form of a singintr bird, furnished 
her pew in church wath cages full of 
that kind ; and, because she was rich, 
and because her eccentricity resulted in 
beautifying the church, no objection was 
made to her harmless eccentricity. 



The Infernal Shadow-
By Hugh B. Cave 

I

T was one o'clock on that fate- of my room and wa• walking fret>
ful morning of December 14th ·fully through the reatlve aem.dark· 
when Mark Mallory called me. nen of Cheyney Lane. 
A dismal hour, with rain I bad no time to wonder or 

drooling down the Windowa of my be bewildered. Mallory'• reaidence 
study and a chill wind whining wu cloae by, acroaa the aquare. 
against the glass. And Mallory'• in After Street. More than once 
cracked voice, coming over the during the paat months I had bad 
wire, was barah, uncontrolled, ex- accesa to that huge gloomy •true
cited. ture of hypocrisy and hate, and at-
"Doctor Lovelll" he demanded. ways I had dreaded the next vf•lt. 

"Lovell, my daughter Ia dying-hor- Now, before many minutea had 
riblyf Come at oace, man! Hurry!" passed, I found myself ascendlq 
The p h o n e  .-----------------, t h e  g l e a minc clicked. An · in- • s_ tone steps. and Death, •J'•terloa• aad horrible, • 

stant later I had . larb _Ia the houae of Mark Mallo17• pressing the bell, 
closed the door and pacing along 

387. 
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the low . unlighted corridor with 
Mark Mallory· himself before me. 
. He aafd nothing. At once he led 

me to the great central staircase 
and thence to a chamber on the 
ftoor above. Here. holding the door 
open for me, he allowed me to enter 
ahead of him. 

And Asme Fonythe was dead. 
There was no question . of it. A 
aingle glance at those twisted 
features, at the queerly distorted· 
position of her head, was quite 
sufficient. I said simply: 

"I can do nothing. It is too late." 
Mallory glared at me. From the 

set stare of his eyes I guessed that 
my words were no surprise to him. 
But he aaid thickly, gutturally: 

''Look at her throat." 
I turned the girl's head gently. 

Presumably ll'he had fallen or been 
struck upon the head by someth�. 
Without a doubt the spinal column 
and cord were shattered. 

"She died almost instantly," I 
said. ''Her neck is broken." 

"And there are no fingennarks, 
Lovell I No fingennarkal'' 

"What?" I frowned, staring at 
him. 

"There should be marks," be 
muttered. "She's dead, Lovell. Dead! 
She was gone befor� I called you. 
Her neck-broken-and no sign of 
fingermarks • • • •  " 

H
E dre-W me outside and closed 

the door abruptly. I followed 
him, utterly confounded, down the 
winding stairs to the ftoor below. 
There at the bottom of the stairs 
he swung on me with sudden vehe- · 
mence. . 

�she was murdered," he said 
hoarsely. "Do you know that? Do 
you?" 

I could only gape back into his 
fixed glare and stand motionless. 
Before I could grope for a reply he 
took my arm violently and dragged 
me Into his lrtUdy. Here he mo
tioned me to a seat, and then, stand· 

ing before me ba that small, dimly 
lighted room, he described to me. 
nervoualy and harahly, the first 
event in that strange affair of the 
bleak house in After Street. 

"My daughter'• husband," be 
blurted, "ia now on hia way to 
the police. He left as soon as she 
died. Captain Forsythe is a soldier, 
Lovell. A man more given to ven
geance than to grief. Headstrong, 
violent. Deteri:nined to bring the 
murderer to a terrible jU.tice." 

Mallory leaned forward abruptly, 
poking at my shoulder. 

"Mind you,•• he said, lowering his 
voice. "what rm going to tell you 
ie only hearsay. He told it to me." 

I nodded._ I knew Mark Mallory 
better than be knew himself. 1 had 
been his private physician, his 
nurse, his keeper if. you like, for 
longer than I cared to remember. 

_ An eccentric old man, full of· hatea 
and whims and habits and petty 
lusts. He was not Anne Forsythe's 
father, but her stepfather. He _dis
liked her; he resented Foraytbe's 
Jove for her; he distrusted even me. 

"To-night after I,bad retired," he 
said suspiciously, "Foraythe and his 
wife sat in the library, reading. 
The library is a big room, Lovell, 
with a single table against the fire
place. You know; you've been in 
it more than once. snooping around. 
] ean and Anne were seated on 
opposite sides of the table there. 

"There•s only one door to the 
library, Lovell. Only one door, and 
it leads out on the lower corridor. 
According to Forsythe that door 
opened with a &'harp click and 
swung in-ward, as if the wind had 
blown it op�n. But there was no 
wind, or any draft in the hall. 1 
won't have windows open at night, 
Lovell. You know that. And they 
weren't open to-night or any other 
night. If that door opened, it was 
opened by somebody with a pair of 
hands, Lovell, and the knob turned. 

"But the doorway was empty, 
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Jean says. . He picked up his book 
again and went on reading. For 
about two mh:�utes--maybe mor� 
he gued doWn at the book. Then, 
all at once from the other aide of 
the table, Anne screamed. A horrible 
sor� LoveiL Horrible! So For
sytl;le says." 

"
Y

OU don•t believe him.?" I 
�uggeatecl. 

"Believe him? Let me finish. and 
decide for yourself. I was aaying, 
Jean dropped his book again and 
atared acroas at his wife in amaze
ment. He jerked to his feet just in 
time, horrified as a pair of misty, 
huge bluish banda encircled her 
throat. Those hands, he says, 
snapped her out of the cludr with 
such uncanny strength that her 
scream died instantly. Mind you, 
Lovell, there wasn't a living thing 
near her. Not a suggestion of any 
human form. -Yet she was whipped 
out of the chair with awful quick· 
ness, and those unattached hands 
broke herr 

"Forsythe got to her aide some· 
how, just aa the banda darted back 
and dangled in midair. The girl 
slumped down. There was a sudden 
sucking, scraping sound and a ruah 
of air,· and the hands were gone. 
Huge hairy hands, Lovell, dia
torted beyond belief. And the girl 
was dead. Dead with a broken 
neck.'' 

"And Forsythe:• I said, "told you 
this?" 

He glared at me balefully for a 
moment, as if expecting me to say 
something more violent. Then, with 
a shrug: 

"Jean took hla wife to her room," 
he said curtly. "T-hat was about 
quarter to one. He called me im
mediately. I sent for you. What do 
you think, Lovell? Hey? What do 
you ·think?" 

I was silent. -. 
"It's beyond you," be nodded, 

bending closer. "I thoucbt lt would 

be, Lovell. Too much for you. You 
don'"t believe in the supernatucal.'' 

I was still silent. Did I believe 
in the supernatural? Did I believe 
that a door could open under the 
pressure of hairy horror-fingers? 
Or that the same fingers could crush 
the life from Jean Forsythe' a young 
wife and leave·no mark, no slightest 
print, on her throat aa evidence of 
their actuality? 

It was strange busineu. Forsythe 
himself had told thia improbable 
story; and Forsythe had been alone 
with Anne at the tlme of the 
murder. There was something un
derhanded here. Yet surely if the 
man were inventing an alibi to 
cover himself, he would have chosen 
some yarn that the · polic• would 
be more likely to credit l He was 
a soldier, a sane man. .  He would 
not expect any living soul to accept 
this fantastic tale of supernatural 
fingers! 

I sat there, pondering over it. 
Did I believe? Did I suspect. • • • 

B
UT I was not forced to answer 

Mark Mallory' a question. Hta · 
voice came to -me abruptly, dis
rupting my morbid thoughts. And I 
found myself suddenly staring at 
the door of the atudy. 

"Lovell, I want you to meet 
Captain Forsythe and. • • ." 

His second introduction waa 
hardly neceaaary. The man who 
stood there, beside the powerful, 
rangy form of Captain Jean _For
sythe, was a man who bad been 
with me on more than one auspi
cious case. T·homu Drake, die 
cleverest police inspector at head .. 
quarters! 

I took his hand silently. There 
were many times when Drake bad 
been more than welcome, but on 
that fearlul night in Mallory's grim 
house on After Street I could ha•e 
thrown my anna around him and 
cried out with relief. He wu the 
one stolid indifferent power of 
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reason ao aorely needed in our little 
houae party of horror. 

And as usual, he. wasted no time. 
He stepped past me cuually and 
stood by the table, glancing at all 
of us with vague interest. 

.. I've heard very little of the 
atory," be said .. . If one of you will. 
outline the eventa of the evening 
from the very start, I'd be. grateful." 

He waited. And ao once again I 
heard the story of the unknown 
monster which had murdered Anne 
Foraythe. This time the story came 
from the lips of the one man who 
had witnessed that murder, and 
came with a grim deliberation that 
removed ·my •uspicion of the man's 
guilt. His description was ao·fiercely 
and undramatically told that he 
could not have been inventing it for 
our benefit. He aimply couldn't. And 
his . face, too, ahowed a fearful 
strain which could not have been 
assumed without real cause. 

Hia story was, ezcept for a single 
significant detail, no different from 
Mallory's. That solitary point of 
variation was Jean ,:Forsythe' a con
cluding statement. 

••x CIU'l'ied her out of the room 
and into the corridor," be said. 
HTbere I turned to go up the 1tain, 
and at. the end of ·me hall I saw 
a shadowy form in the darkness. It 
wasn't a man; I'd swear to it. It 
was something squat and deformed. 
Something-well, like a monkey." 

."You're quite sure," Drake aug
gated quietly, "that you didn't see 
this same shadow at the moment of 
your wife's death scream? You're 
positive it wasn't .standing at the 
back of her chair, throttling her?" . 

"I tell you, sir" -Forsythe's face 
was livid-"tbe room was empty. 
Empty, do you hear? There was 
nothing behind her .chair t" 

"All right," Drake shrugged. "I'll 
have to look about. You've exam
Ined the victim, Lovell? Of course. 
No fingermarks. No- anything. 
Well, come along with me." 

He paced out. and I �Uowed 
him. As we moved along the main 
corridor toward the library, a clock 
somewhere above ua struck a alngle 
note. It was half past two o'clock. 

I 
WILL not attempt to describe 
our search. Enough to say that 

it lasted more than an hour and that 
it uncovered an unusual number of 
narrow gloomy passages and cell
like rooms. Mark Mallory, with his 
stepdaughter and her husband, bad 
inhabited only a amall portion of 
the immense structure. The remain
ing rooms and corridors were closed. 

Yet for all ita age and desertion, 
the great house offered not the 
slightest clue to our fantastic 
mystery. Ita rooms were dark and 
shadow-filled, but �mpty. Its halls 
were sinister and unsavory, tiut 
abandoned. There waa nothlnlf. 

.. Who owns thia place?" Drake 
demanded of lne as be groped along 
an upper hall, in the . dark. 
•Mallory?" 

I told him what I knew. The 
house belonged to the murdered 
girl and had for years been the 
town bGuae of her famUy._ Mallory 
had come into lt · u a stepfather, 
shortly before the death of Anne's 
mother. 

"Any hard feelings anywhere?" 
Drake quissed. 

••t believe . there are," I · replied 
cautiously ... In fact, I'm quite sure 
that. • • •  " 

But Drake was not listening to 
me. He waa rattling -the knob of a 
narrow 11 ttle door in the wall be
aide him. and frowning impatiently. 
The door W.s locked. Drake stood 
quite still and stared at it thought
fully, and I could read his. mind. 
The other doors, the other corridors, 
had· been deserted and -bleak, but 
open. This door, of the. entire net
work of shadows, was the only one 
to which we ·had been denied access. 

"What's this room?" Drake de
manded. 
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"His laboratory," I amlled. 
"His · what?" 
"That answers your other ques· 

tion. Mallory is a blt queer, Drake. 
Has odd ideas. He potters about up 
here at all hours of the night, 
fiddling· with chemicals and what· 
nota." 

· 
·"Hm-m. And they didn't like it?" 
"The girl resented it. She--well, 

sbo was afraid sometimes about 
Mallory being up here alone. She 
didn't know just what to think. The 
place was dreadful enough at night, 
she used to tell me, without having 
.strange noises and creaks and 
mutteringa in the unused rooms." 

"And Forsythe?" 
"He was bitter. Very bitter. He 

doesn't get along with the old man 
at all, and hasn't for a long time. 
There's a very genuine hate between 
the two. A smolderi�?-g, silent sort 
of hate, Drake." 

DRAKE gl�ced at me signifi
cantly but said nothing. He 

stared at the door again, and rattled 
it; then he nodded and turned away. 
I trailed him back through the mue 
of gloomy passageways in complete 
silence. And so, at th� end of our 
unpleasant ,tour, we came &&"ain to· 
the lower hall and found Mallory 
and Captain Forsythe awaiting us 
in the library. 

"You've found something?" For
sythe asked eagerly. 

"I'd like to have a look at a 
certain locked room up there," . 
Drake scowled. 

Mallory's fingers strained slightly 
on the arm of his chair. He frowned, 
then deliberately forced his frown 
into a vague smile. 

"My private laboratory, Mr. 
Drake," he said casually. "I keep 
it locked because the room some
times contains a number of very 

. delicate - er - experiments. I'll . 
answer for that room. The only time 
it · is entered is when I enter it. I 

. have the only key." 

"But not the only hands,• Drake 
retorted aoftly. "And loeb can be 
forced. I must insist, Mr. Mallory." 

"You-insist?" 
"Sorry, but I must." 
Mallory's amile thinned visibly, 

but he shrugged and turned toward 
the staircase. "Very well," he eald. 
"Come." 

I caught Drake's significant 
glance, and would have followed. 
But Mallory stiffened, glaring at 
me. 

"You muat come alone, Drake,'' 
the old man snapped. "My labora
tory is not a public sitting room.'' 

And so I stood very still, while 
Mallory and my friend vanished 
into the shadows. For some time I 
stood there, concerned with my own 
thoughts. Forsythe finally touched 
my sleeve and said quietly: 

"Shall we wait in the study, 
Doctor?" 

I nodded, and followed him. We 
sat down in silence, with the lamp 
between us; and presently Forsythe 
bent forward to say in a low voices 

"Doctor, I wish you'd stay here 
to-night." · 

·�Here?" I frowned. 
"In the house. I've a premonition 

that more will happen. You can call 
your housekeeper and let her know, 
and if any calls come for you they 
can be sent here." 

"You think it is that important?" 
"I am sure of it, Doctor. Will 

you-grant me that much?" 

I 
HESITATED. It seemed un
necessary, and I had really had 

quite enough of this ghastly place. 
But other things had to be con
sidered. My profession is one which 
hangs _upon the good will of my 
clients; and Jean Forsythe was a 
man of influence. Under the circum
stances I could hardly risk his dis
approval and condemnation by re
fusing him in · al'l hour of need, 
whether the need was imaginary or 
real. 



. BTRANGB TALES 

'T1l stay," I nodded. "If you wish 
lt. I'll stay." 

.. And-you'll apeak to · Drake? 
Y ou'U ask him to stay alaol" 

''Is that neceaaary ?" 
-It Ia safer, LovelL" 
-I'D talk to him," I aaid lamely. 
A smile crossed Forsythe's ·face, 

and he wu silent after that. We 
simply sat there, each with hia own 
thoughts, and waited. And at Jut 
Mallory and Drake returned from 
their inspection of the laboratory. 

'"Well, that's that,'' Drake said 
petulantly. "We can't do anythinc 
more. Have to wait for something 
to develop." 

"You think something will?" 
•Don't know what to think," 

Drake shrugged. 
I drew him aside and told him, 

very quietly, what Forsythe had re
quested. He glanced at me queerly 
and said, after a moment's hesita
tion: 

HQueer, ·Lovell. Damned queer. I 
had an idea he'd be glad to get rid 
of both of us." 

"Then you'll· stay?" 
"Believe I will, for a while at 

least. We might not have to remain 
long. There's danger, Lovell. Want 
to take a chance?" 

"You found something upstairs?" 
''No. Nothing but a queer notion 

of my own. But we'll aee. We'll see 
before. long." 

·HE turned �ild a�oke to·Mallory, 
announcmg hta intention of 

staying the night. Then he moved. 
toward the door, and in silence we 
followed him out. Mallory 'closed 
the d.oor after ua and led the way 
to the great staircase. 

"There is a telephone ·in the 
corridor above," he said irritably, "if 
you wish to use it. I am going to 
bed." 

He scuffed away. I was watching 
him from where I stood at the . 
foot of the· banister. I bad just 
clrawn a cigarette from my cue, and 

was lightinc It, when au4denly ·I 
saw Mallory, already halfway up 
the incline, draw a white handker
chief from his coat ·pocket. With the 
kerchie.f, u he drew it out, came 
a small gray boz--a little square 
container about the aise of a tin 
of aspirin· 

tablet•. It fell upon the 
stairs at Drake's feet, aa Drake 
followed. him. 

The thing·made no sound on the 
thick carpet. Mallory was not aware 
that he bad dropped it, for be
did not · hesitate in his ascent. He 
hobbled on up, gripping the rail 
with bony hands and wheezing with 
the effort. But Drake, with a sweep 
of his hand, scooped up the box as 
he stepped past. 

I stood there, staring. Instead of 
handing the boz to Mallory, Drake 
dropped it into his own pocket. An 
instant later I heard the old man 
pointing out to him the door of 
his room on the floor above. And 
then, at my aide, came Captain 
Forsythe's summons. 

"Come, Doctor. Let me show you 
to your room. You've earned a rest, 
God knows." 

And ao, following him, I climbed 
the stairs. 

I
T was an hour later, after I had 

retired, when the door of my 
room opened softly. I heard Drake's 
whispered command for alienee. 
Then the detective. stood beaid� me, 
holding that llttle cray box in bla 
hand. 

-

"Lovell, listen to me,'' he aald. 
"You heard Forsythe's story of- the 
shadow in the lower hall. Look at 
this!" 

With ·unemotional fingers he re
moved the cover of Mallory's tiny 
boz and held it out to me. I ex
amined it, bewildered. The box con
tained a small phial half full .of 
brownish liquid. It might have been 
tincture of iodine except that it 
had a decided lackluster app·earance. 
I took t�e phial and lifted it to 
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my nose. It had no noticeable odor. 
Then, as I was about to replace 

the tube in its former position, I 
saw somethin& more. A folded bit 
of paper lay in the bottom of the 
box, barely visible. I opened it cau
tiously. It was a brief note, written 
in a peculiarly stilted upright 
hand, as if the writer had been a 
man unused to pennin& English 
script. I read the note carefully; 
and as I read it, the sense of horror 
which swept over me must have 
been visible, for Drake smiled 
thinly. 

It was terse, straight to the 
point. And it was signed at the 
bottom with a single significant 
word-Reigmann. Reigmann I The 
name of Germany's most diatin
guisbed contemporary medical 
genius! 

"Mean anything to you, Lovell?'" 
Drake demanded softly. He must 
have known that it did. He could 
not have failed to see the sudden 
tightening of my face. 

"Mean anything? It might mean 
everything!" I exclaimed. "Doctor 
Reigmann is the most renowned 
medical • . • •  

,
. 

Drake listened very quietly, 
letting me talk on and on without 
interruption. I told him ·what I 
knew and what I bad heard. Reig
mann-Franz Reigmann-was a man 
of fantastic beliefs and practises. A 
man who had been denounced by 
every reputable medical society on 
the . Continent. A man who traveled 
in far places, in strange countries, 
in punult of knowledge. And much 
more. . 

When I had finished, Drake was 
smiling cruelly. 

"Thanks," he said curtly. "'You've 
helped, Lovell. Helped a lot. Keep 
your door locked to-night." 

And that was all. I heard the 
door· close, and then came the dull 
tread of Drake'a- steps aa he r• 
turned to his owa chambu. AD4 I 
WU . .  alone aaain· with tiJ.e . MOIDOI'J' 

of that infernal box and the malig
nant bit of paper it had contained. 

THE following day at After 
Street contained three. inci

dents of importance. The first of 
them occurred at eight A. M. 

I had left my r9om and closed 
the door behind me. As I paced· 
along the upper land�ng I heard 
the sound of footsteps on the great 
staircase which stretched down to 
the floor below. Quickly I advanced 
to the top and looked down. And 
there, halfway down th� ramp, I 
saw Mark Mallory. He was .groping 
slowly to the bottom, holding the 
rail· for support. 

Then suddenly he stopped. I saw 
him glance at his feet with a quick 
start, and heard the sudden intake 
of his breath. He bent over abruptly 
and pic-ked up something that lay on 
the stairs-something which I rec
ognized instantly as. the little gray 
box which Drake had brought ..) 
my ro'm the night before. Mallory 
dropped it hastily into his pocket
covertly, I thought--and then, with 
that same shuffling step, he con
tinued down the stairs. 

I stood quite still. So Drake, after 
studying the contents of the box, 

· had replaced it on the stairs in the 
exact spot where he bad found it I 
He bad put it there deliberately, 
ao that Mallory would retrieve it 
without suspicion. A surge of 
genuine apprehension came over me 
aa I realiaed the detective's purpose. 
Then, before I could turn away, 
Drake himself stepped out of the 
darkness and stood at my elbow. 

.. Shall we go down?" ·be suggeat•d· 
I glanced at him. He must have 

read the question in my gue, for 
he aaid casually: 

.. I thought lt beat to return hla 
property. He'd raise the very ·devil 
when he missed lt. And it may help 
us to get aomewhet .. Any rate, it 
ou't do any harm if we're on our 
mettle." 
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I TRAILED him silently down 
the stairs. At the bottom he 

'turned again to confront me. 
"There waa a chance, of course," 

he shrugged, "that Forsythe might 
precede Mallory thia morning. That 
would've been unfortunate. If 
Forsythe •hould aee th•t box • • • 
However, jean wasn't well last 
night. Pretty horrible for him, the 
whole affair. I guessed he'd be down 
late." ' I could not help but admire 
Drake's matter-of-filet reasoning. 
Moreover, hia logic was correct, for 
Forsythe did not descend for more . 
than an hour later. Then his face 
wu still haggard and colorless, and 
his eyes as he looked into Drak-e's 
set features were rimmed with deep 
red. Evidently he had slept but little 
during that night of uncertainty. 

Yet, in spite of his exhaustion, 
his fingers cl�ed firmly over 
Drake's head. · 

"Have you found anything, 
Inspector?" be aaid tensely. 

Drake shook his head. I aaw his 
shoulders lift in a shrug of seeming 
resignation, perhaps to throw For
sythe off guard. 

'"Nothing," he aaid vaguely. ''I'd 
like to uk you a few-er-rather 
intimate questions.'' 

Foraythe aald nothing. 
"Tell me,� Drake asked quietly, 

'"hu there been anything unusual · 
about Mallory' a mail? Hu there 
been, for instance, a certain foreign 
letter or package that seems to come 
at regular intervale?' . 

Forsythe's eyes met Drake's in a 
puszled frown. He hesitated; then: 

'"There's been a letter from the 
French Congo,'� he aaid slowly. "A. 
large envelope, bulky, that comes 
every tenth day." 

"Do you know what those en-
velopes contain?' · 

Iroraythe shook his head • .I could · 
see from the smoldering expression 
of his eyea that he resented this 
deliberate questioning. 

.. My dear fellow," he said C'QJ'tly, 
"I know nothing whatever about 
Mark Mallory's affairs. .He is 
nothing to m�. I'm not his lackey." 

Drake nodded and turned away 
without a word. He was frowning a 
little u he walked down ·the long 
hall to the library. 

· 

THAT was the second incident. 
The third, and perhaps the 

moat significant, came at nine 
o'clock in the evening, when the 
great house lay once again in gloom. 

Forsythe and I sat together in 
the library. I had just returned 
from a hurried visit· to my own 
home in Cheyney Lane, and was 
wondering how mucb longer this 
infernal state of inaction would 
continue. Then the door opened and 
Drake appeared on the threshold, 
calling my name. I rose and fol
lowed him into the corridor. He 
aaid to me, in a guarded voice � 

"I must have another look at 
that locked room, Lovell. May need 
your help." 

I glanced toward the library. 
"Forsythe won't follow ua," Drake 

said quickly, guessing my thoughts. 
·:ae•a not the type. Aa for Mallory. 
he seems to be nowhere about. I've 
looked and I can't find him." 

I went along . without further 
p�oteat. Drake led the way, and with 
that almost· uncanny aenae of direc
tion of hia he led me to the very 
paaaage which contained. the sealed 
.door. Alone, I could never have 
found that particular corridor. 
but Drake neither hesitated nor 
blundered. The passage was un
lighted and silent •. Our destination 
lay at the farther end of it. 

And here, as we appr-oached the 
c;Joor, Drake's hurried steps slowed 
to a maddening shufBe. I kept dose 
to him as he groped forward. · So 
close that �hen he suddenly came 
to a halt I lurched· clumsily against 
him. I felt his hand on my arm, 
steadying tne and warning me to be 
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atUL Thea I heard the aound that 
had reached h1a ears and cauaed 
him to h .. ltate. 

It wu the grating noiae of a key 
turning iD aome nearby lock. Hardly 
audible, yet uomiatakable In the 
utter atUln ... of the paaaage. And 
ita aource wu obviou. It came 
from the door before u; and even 
u we watched. the door open�d 
very alowly with utreme caution. 
Standing on the aut. blinking at ua 
in the dark, wu Mark Mallory •. 

IT waa Drake, of oourae, who ac
cepted the aituation fint. He 

ateppe4 toward our boat with an 
abrupt amlle. 

"Thought I might ftnd you here, 
Mallory," he aaid quietly. "I wanted 
to ask you aa a very apecial favor 
to conduct ua through thia room of 
youn. We've gone over the reat 
of the houae pretty thoroughly." 

"You have already aeen tbla room 
once/' Mallory anapped. 

"True, but LovelJ. hun't. Fact le, 
I'm at my wit'• end, and I've cot 
to ue Lovell'• eyea for a while." 

It waa a direct challenge and 
Mallory accepted it u aucb. He 
held the door open and motioned 
u to enter. When we had croued · 
the aill and he had cloaed the door 
after' ua, he made a light and faced 
u quietly. _ 

••You are auapicloua� of ooune," 
he aaid. "That'• quite all richt. 
Quite natural. Thla · door wu 
lock�; every other door ln the 
houae wu opea, eh I'" 

And ao for the fint time I aaw 
the interior of Mallory'• laboratory. 
It wu a amall room, dimly and 
inadequately lighted by meana of a 
alngle drop lamp that hunc over 
the lone table. Evidently the upper 
portion of the houae had never been 
wired for electricity, and Mallory 
bad rigged tbia room hlmaelf. The 
walla were lined with upright cues, 
ftlled with a coqlomerate IDeA of . 
inatrumenta and · contafnen� There 

were teat tub .. and burnen. eau.,.e 
and allde rulea, huge jan of colond . 
aclda. A veritable aalmaplldl of 
chemical junk. 

All tiUa wu a ftrat lmpreuion, 
aa I atood juat lnalde the door. 
Then, u I became more accustomed 
to the faint reddish glow of the 
cbamber, I aaw aomething that 
really took my fancy. It waa a lone 
narrow teet tube, propped In the 
center of a heavy table. From ita 
mouth ran a thick coil of wire. 
utendinc through the table top to 
a boxlike compartment below. In 
that compartment lay a row of ama11 
metallic containera, each one con
nected by an auxiliary wire to a 
aolid, muaive coil above. 

The t•t tube itaelf waa half ftlled 
with a bubbling brownlah ftuld, very 
almllar to iodine. l atepped forward 
abrupt17 to examine lt. And u I 
did ao, Mallory'• fingera due into 
my ann and drew me back. 

••N o, ao, Loven." he aaid aoftly, 
and he wu amUlnc a little aa lle 
aald it. "Too delicate for d�y 
&ngen. The r .. t of my houae la 
open to your Infernal cudoalty, but 
here you are my gueat." 

I GLANCED at hlm In aurprlae. 
I repeat, he wu amlllng; but 

the amUe wu a grim dalr Dd 
rather ainlater. Moreover, he de
�lberately placed himaelf between 
me and the table, In order that I 
might not dlaobey • 

.. What'a the name of the thlncl" 
Drake demanded, ataring at the 
apparatua with an amuaed crin. 
"Loob like a tangled bunch of 
wreckage to. me." . 

Mallory'• llpa twitched. But 
Drake'• bantering tone brought re
aulta. The old man aald harahly 1 

""You would change your attitude. 
air, If I but mentioned a certalo 
name to youl A name, do you hearl 
You have heard of Frana R•igmann' 
No? It Ia Herr Rlegmann'a in
vention .you are aneerlng at I" 
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"Reigmann, eh?,, Drake scowled. 
"Really?.

, 

.. Reigmann and myself,'
, 

Mallory 
declared loudly ... The basic princi
ple is his ; the improvements are 
mine. Do you hear? Mine!, 

•• And-er-you think they're over 
my head?.

, 

.. They-, But Mallory caught 
himself . .. That is my own affair," 
he said curtly. "If you are finished 
here . • . •  " 

Drake answered with a casual 
nod. He was disappointed, I am 
sure. But he stepped to the door 
and opened it and motioned me to 
follow him. And as he stood in the 
shadows of the passage, with that 
weird red glow reflected in his 
face, he turned to Mallory and said 
indifferently: 

.. Thanks. I'm afraid our mystery 
is no nearer a solution. I'd hoped 
to stumble on some sort of clue, 
Mallory. Something to work on. 
But-well, thanks for your assis
tance, anyway." 

Then, smiling significantly but 
saying not a word, Drake stepped 
back into the darkness and hurried 
away. 

THAT was nine-thirty. At ten 
o'clock, as Drake, Captain For

sythe, and I sat restlessly in the 
library, I heard Mallory mounting 
the staircase to the upper floor.· He 
had been pacing up and down the 
corridor for nearly an hour. He did 
not announce his departure, but 
under the circumstances I thought 
it not unusual that he should retire 
without excusing himself. He was 
nervous and troubled, and after all 
we were not his guests in the full 
sense of the word. 

At eleven o'clock Drake glanced 
at Forsythe significantly and stood 
up. . 

"'I'll have another look around 
before turning in," he said quietly. 
And he paced to the door. 

At eleven-thirty by the mahogany 

clock on the mantel, I murmured 
my excuses to Jean Forsyt.,_e and 
went to my own chamber on the 
floor above. · 

And there, less than an hour later, 
the final drama of that abominable 
house in After Street began to . 
unfold. 

I had closed the door of my 
room and locked it, remembering 
Drake's warning. The single light, 
suspended over the writing table in 
the corner, was still burning. For 
perhaps fifteen minutes after en
tering my room, I bad been sitting 
at that table, under the light, 
writing a routine report of Anne 
Forsythe's death. 

Then of a sudden the pen slipped 
from my fingers and I sat up with 
a jerk. From the corridor outside 
the closed door of my room came 
the sound of stealthy footsteps. 

I rose quietly, with great haste, 
and went to the door. For an 
instant I crouched there, listening 
intently. The sound continued. 

The lock turned noiselessly as I 
twisted the key. I slid the door 
open and stepped silently into the 
passage. It was dark, forbiddingly 
dark. The light from my table made 
only a thin silver of amber across 
the thick carpet. And suddenly I 
was aware that at the bend of the 
great staircase, not twenty feet 
distant from me, stood a shadowy 
outline in the gloom. 

I 
S AW i t s  crouching form 
straighten suddenly and begin to 

climb. I could bear its fingers 
scrape along the banister, and the 
tread of fts feet on the heavy carpet. 
And it went up-not down toward 
the lower hall and the library, but 
up toward the vague unlighted 
corridor that led to the locked 
laboratory in the abandoned bowels 
of the bouse. 

I would have followed. I stepped 
into the ball and closed the door 
behind me, and moved forward very 
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llowly. Then, out of the glooJ11 a 
band came to hold me back, and a 
voice, Drake's voice, whispered With 
significant softness: 

"No, Lovell l Not" 
I swung about sharply. The de

tective stood behind me, wlth a 
ftnger to hia llpa.. He drew me 
along the corridor and stood motion
len again, listening. Far above us 
I heard the shf-sbf-sbl of dragging 
feet. 

"Mallory, going up to his den," 
Drake muttered. "Come. I want 
you!' . 

I went wlth him to the staircase 
and down to the lower hall. ·There, 
as he paced ahead of me beneath a 
aingle light at the entrance to the 
library, I saw his face in detail. It 
was white, set, stiff as wood. It was 
not Drake's face at all, but a mask 
in which fear and resolution were 
fighting. for mastery. 

He stopped before he puahed open 
the library door. Pressing againat 
it, he called out softly. It seemed 
foolish, then, but then I did not 
know the reason for it. 

The door opened, and Forsythe 
was waiting there. His face, too, 
wu colorless. He. gripped Drake's 
arm and said thickly: 

.. He's--coming?". 
"He'a gone to the laboratory," 

Drake warned in a low voice. "We 
haven't much time I" 

· He puahed Forsythe ·forward. The 
room wa. in aemldarkn ... , illu
minated only by the upright reading 
lamp by the fireplace. Forsythe 
paced to the chair . there and 
alumped in it. He picked up a book 
and glanced at us nervoualy. 

"All right?" he said. 
"No. Tum the chair a bit. That'a 

it." Drake's gaze waa darting quick
ly, methodically about the room. 
taking in every indistinct detail. 
"We want your back to the door, 
man t. And don't turn." 

''I-I won't,., Forsythe promised 
huskily, with an. obv.i·oua effort. 

HE slumped down with ·hla 
book. Drake swung me about 

and dragged me roughly along the 
wall to a curtained alcove, where 
be thruat aside the hangings and 
motioned me to get out of sight. 
For a moment he continued to look 
around him: then ·he croaaed to the 
door, closed it noiaelessly, and re
turned to my side. 

"Get where you can aee," he 
ordered curtly. "You've a gun?" · 

I shook my head. He frowned and 
pressed an automatic revolver into 
my hand. 

"Don't lose your head, Lovel.l," 
he cautioned savagely. "Keep your 
nerve. Watch the door, and don't 
use your gun until I use mine. And 
then don't misa l" · · 

"But-" 
"Sh-h/' he whispered. "Not a 

aound. Wait." 
And ao l waited. An eternity went 

by,· it seemed to me, while I 
crouched there wlth .my fingers 
knotted in the curtain and my 
shoulder Bat-pressed against the 
aide of the alcove. I could see the 
entire room. There was Forsythe 
sitting like .a mummy before the 
fireplace, swathed in the diffused 
yellow glow of the lamp. There 
was the table beaide him, and the 
vacant chair in which Anne For
sythe had

· 
died. And row upon row 

of somber lifelesa volumes, merg
ing into restive gloom. And tbe 
closed door. 

I waited, and there wu no sound. 
There was nothing-nothing but 
the thumping of my own heart and 
the occasional twitch of the man 
beside me. And my finger began to 
grow stiff and sore in the trigger 
guard of my gun, and began to 
ache fiendishly. 

H. ALF an hour must have paned 
at least. Half an hour in 

which my nerves became tighter 
and more vibrant, until they were 
on the verge of cracking com-
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pletely. I wanted to laugh wildly 
and violently, · and to fling .myself 
forward,· and to scream to high 
heaven. 

And then It came. Drake's hand 
denched abruptly · on my wrist. 
holding me motionless. A warning 
whisper came from his lips. His 
arm stretched put my face, point· 
ing with a long· gnarled finger to 
the door.· 

I "looked, and went suddenly rigid. 
There was no ntiatake. The knob 
was turning before my eye&-turn
ing slowly, deliberately to the left. 
Then it stopped. A dull click, soft 
enough to be audible only in my 
imagination, reverberated across the 
room. And the door began to open, 
and continued to open, and slid 
wide! 

What happened then is a night
mare. I stood transfixed, frozen, 
with my !!Yin wide open and fixed 
on the aperture. I heard nothing. 
Nothing at all. But I .saw. 

There on the thresholc! was a 
shapeless bluish haze, moving 
within itself, liwirling slowly u it 
advanced. As I· stared, it took 
definite form and became a pair of 
ghoulish naked· feet-hairy, satanic · 
feet which clurig to the floor and 
twisted upwards into stumps of mal
formed legs. They moved fol"Ward, 
one after the other, into the room 
--misty, macabre outlines of horror. 
And · they progressed with me
chanical precision, one-two, one
two, one-two, straight toward the 
back of Jean Forsythe's chair. 

They were almost upon him when 
my nerves snapped at last. I lunged 
forward, screaming hideously, tear
ing the curtain as I went. I reeled· 
into the open, and stumbled, and 
fell sprawling. And the revolver in 
my fist belched again and again, 
spewing fire from its mouth, vomit
ing bullets into the ceiling above 
in e. 

· I saw the hands the�. They ma
terialized from nowhere and took 

form with frightful · swiftness. 
Horrible bluish-black ·banda, huge 
beyond belief, hovering over For
sythe's bead. Then they struck, 
lunging downward with the speed 
of a striking serpent. forsythe's 
body writhed with terrible agony, 
twisting backWard convulsively, 
even as he tried to escape. His own 
banda went up to his throa� letting 
the book clatter to the floor. He 
wrenched at the uncanny talons· that 
were throttling him. They jerked 
him into mid-air, and a sobbing, 
choking cry came mewling · from 
his mouth. 

I 
STRUGGLED to my feet. The 
very sight of the man's helpless 

terror was enough to· drive an·y 
cowardly fear from my own heart. 
I should have reached his aide and 
attempted to do battle with the 
ghastly creature which had him in 
ita death bold. 

I say that I intended to do this. 
But before I had taken two steps, 
a blinding spurt of flame. seared 
a�ross the room before me. It was 
Drake's revolver, roaring at last. 
The whole room shuddered to 
those grinding explosions, aa the 
gun bellowed· ita challenge. 

The hairy hands released their 
bold. Forsythe, with his arms flail-

. ing the air, staggered grotesquely 
backward, just' in time. The huge 
paws· thrashed forward. Savagely 
they whirled about, rushing · over 
me and past ine. A sudderi stench of 
unspeakably ·foul air rushed into 

.my face as the thing hurtled by; 
and the hairy feet were ao close 
that I· ·might have reached out to 
snatch them. Then beyond me in 
the mouth of the alcove Drake was 
fig�ting wildly, hand to hand, with 
that invisible, helJishly powerful 
nothing. 

Somehow I went to his assist
ance. I swung my gun, hammering 
with it, slashing with "it.· I gulped 
great mouthfuls of that awful 
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atencht and tore franticallyt madly, 
at the horrible hairy creature in 
my grip. 

How it ended I do not know. 
Sharp teeth buried themselves in 
my shoulder and I went down in 
a wave of blackness. I heard 
Drake's revolv.er roaring very close 
above me, almost in my face. There 
was a sickening hiss of breath, a 
whimpering snarl, and a great 
weight slumped acroaa my legs, 
pinning me to the floor. 

After that I was delirious. Drake 
pulled me out and stood me up. 
Forsythe was standing beaide me, 
staring down and trembling like a 
leaf. 

"Good God," he whispered vio
lentlyt "what is it? What. . • .'' 

But then a merciful darkness 
swooped down and left me uncon
scious. 

LATERt I was lying on a great 
leather divan in the guest 

room. Drake was beside met bend
ing over me. Forsythe, very white 
and nervous, sat facing me. 

"I still don't understand," he was 
saying thickly. "You say that • • •  .

t
• 

Drake stood up. 
"Wait here. rllshow you/' he said.· 
He left the room, and when he 

returned a few momenta later he 
held in his hand a little gray box. 
He passed it quietly to Forsythe. 

"Perhaps, if you· read this," he 
suggested. 

Forsythe removed the cover with 
clumsy fingers. I watched him In
tently as he took out the little 
phial of liquid, now empty. He 
stared at it. Then, unsteadllyt he 
unfolded the bit o"f paper. 

He read it aloud, in a strained 
voice: 

"To be takent as usualt before 
retiring. As a strict warning I 
must caution you again against 
experimenting with these endo
crines, as you have stated sev-

oral timea in your recent boast
ful letters. Such experimenta
tion as you describe wil1 very 
likely have the result of in
creasing the strength of tho en
docrines beyond measure, in 
which case they are likely to 
affect your mental as well as 
physical condition. These en
docrines are prepared, as you 
know, from the glands of the 
anthropoid apet and an over
dose may have fatal resultL 
The preparation will reach yout 
as before, every ten days dur
ing my stay in Libreville. 

F. Reigmann.'' 

Forsythe folded the paper slow
ly and looked at us. 

"Do you mean-this is a medi
cine?" he demanded. 

"Medicine?" I muttered. "Any 
medicine that comes at regular in
tervals from such a man as Reig
mann is more likely a drug. Mal
lory was evi!fently under this aur
geonta care. The drug was perhaps 
necessary for his life." 

"And be experimented with the 
drug after he received it I" 

"He did," Drake said simply. 
"When Mallory entered the library 
to-night, he came straight from his 
laboratory, where hetd been mon
keying with these endocrines. He 
was a fanatic. He Ignored Roig
mann'a warning and continued to 
experiment with the preparation in 
his own way. Even boasted about 
it. You know the result.'• 

"But I don't understand.u 
Forsythe left his mumbling un

finished. I knew what he was 
thinking. So did Drake. Mark Mal
lory, in his childish desire to ex
perimentt had made a horror of 
Reigmann•s medicine. The petty re
sentments in his heart, toward 
Anno Forsythe and Jean, had be
come diabolical hates, possessing 
him beyond all power of reaaon. 
But there was something else, far 
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more terrible. What endocrines, or 
what ductless gland preparations 
known to medicine, could ever give 
a human being that power of be
coming invisible at Will? That 
frightful power of supernaturalism? 
For Mark Mallory lay dead on ·the 
ftoor of the library, even now, in a 
state of semi-invisibility; and those 
parts of him which possessed shape 
and form were not human, but an
thropoid! 

.. I don't know," Drake said stif
fly. ..I-weU, I don't go in for 
such things. Reigmann will have 
to aoawer." 

AND Reigmann did answer. 
Twenty-four hours later a ca

blegram arrived for Mark Mallory 

--a significant, terrible message, ez
plaining what might better have 
been forever left a mystery: 

"Libreville. French Congo. 
On pain of death do not take 
the endocrines last sent to you. 
They were prepared from the 

·glands of a vicious drill ape 
which was. no real ape but .a 
horri-ble were-ape of supernatu
ral power. Four hours after 
death the monster regained life 
in ita original foim of a Ba
kenzenzi witch-doctor of evil 
reputation as a black magician 
and murderer. Swore horrible 
vengeance. · For God's sake 
destroy the endocrines at once. 

Reigmann." 

IN THE· NEXT ISSUE 

The Terror by Night 
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By Robert E. Howard 

Murgunstrumm 
.4 lPeird and Creepy Novelette 

-Complete-
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-And Others! 
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The Artist of Tao 
By Arthur Styron 

I

T was bitterly cold. Kito, ln daybreak he had been working, 
his light garment of red without atopping even to eat, on 
Lhassa cloth, was shivering. the butter likeness of ·'the Jewel of 

. His fingers, which he. kept the Lotus, the patron goddess of 
dipping in cold water lest the the lamasery, that waa to be used 
slightest wannth from them dis- in to-night's ceremonial feast in 
solve the half- .------------------, her honor. 
frozen butter he The c:hanting-
WH m o 1 d i n g , hall where he The atory of Kito and· the jea.loua 
were . stiff and Jewel of the Lotua. worked waa at-
numb. He waa moat ·in darknesL 

· tired, too. Since Through the nu-
401 
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meroua red-lacquered pillara . the 
gilded image of the God of Learn
ing glowed · dully. The high ceiling, 
covered with ceremonial umbrellas 
that swayed with ghostly quietness 
in the cold draft, oppressed him 
witt. its mysterious imminence. A 
sudden ftash of the sun, that died 
away slowly like the last spurt of 
flame from a burnt-out log, remind
ed . the young artist that the light of 
day was almost spent. 

He sighed and reluctantly dried 
his frozen fingers on his red gown. 
It would be better not tp work any 
longer; in the obscurity he might 
destroy the delicate likeness. The 
panel, though, had been actually 
finished for some time. Kito had 
continued working on it because he 
waa loath to. surrender the image 
until the last minute, adding a bit 
of color here and there, breathing 
the Ukenesa into life. The young 
lama smiled to himself in the semi
darkneas. All would exclaim when 
they gazed at the panel how beau
tiful was the Jewel of the Lotua ; 
but K.ito alone would know that it 
was not at the goddess's likeness 
they were gazing with so great ad
miration and awe, but at the image 
of the young f�r"t girl he had aeen 
down by the river • • • •  

HE roae. from hia bench and 
went to the tall window 

where he stood, slender and still, 
gazing down from the ridgy emi
nence of the lamasery terrace with 
dark, brooding eyca. The valley, 
shimmering witlh golden lights 
against a black sunset, stretched 
before him. Kito loved the wild 
foreat with :ita precious woods and 
ferocious animals and profound es
sence. Even now, when winter had 
bared its gnarled poplars, and 
stripped the· thinly laid bark from 
its birches, and driven its animals 
mad wiib hunger, Kito knew the 
fra&ran<:e and melodiousness and 
wild · beauty of the foreat. • • • 

There, beyond the trees, lay the 
river like a yellow snake asleep, 
ita cascades in the distan<:e Jike 
gleaming scales. 

At this crepuscular hour the wo
men would be carrying .water in 
their bu<:kets up to the village of 
Tao, betw�en the river and the 
lamasery. Perhapa she would · be 
there, his slim-limbed forest girl 
of tlhe translucent skin. He could 
still see her as he had seen bet 
down there by the . river, · in her 
peasant garment of a single sheep� 
akin with one shoulder and breast 
bare. She was not more than six
�een, but strong and st�udy, a beau
tiful bud that would open with the 
wann breath of desire. Sbe had 
smiled at him, her white teeth 
ftaahing, her dark skin showing the 
rose of ·health ·beneath, her eyes, 
under their black lubes, like pur
ple wine. 

He had smiled back then, too 
timid to speak to her. Then she 
had sped away like a mountain 
goat, her dark hair ftying in the 
wind, leaying behind her a vivid
ness like that of the stin on the 
burnis·hed neck and brilliant plumes 
of a gorgeous bird, or of tbe chang
ing colors of a living prismatic 
gem. 

He had not seen her again. The 
next day Wung-Ko, the Grand 
Lama, ha� ordered him to begin 
work -on the panel of the Jewel of 
the Lotus, the largest and most 
important of all the butter panels 
for the feast : work that had kept 
Klto all day for a month in the 
cold, dark chanting-hall. But he 
had kept the forest girl's memory 
by molding her likeness instead of 
the goddess's in the butter panel. 
And yet� the apostasy had not been 
altogether intentional� for his eyes, 
having rested with desire on the 
forest girl, henceforth saw only 
her face in the mass of stiff butter 
where even the jealous Jewel's like
neaa waa obliterate4. . 
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THERE was a sudden rustling 
at the door and a flash of 

bright light as someone . pushed 
through t-he heavy silk curtain. 
.. What, Kito, dallying? Do you not 
know that the hour of the feat 
draws near?" It was Wung-Ko, the 
Grand Lama, speaking in his deep, 
bass voice. 

"The panel is 
father," said Kito. 
the window back 
panel. 

finished, my 
He came frOm 
to' his butte.r 

Wung�Ko raised the lamp he was 
carrying and gazed intently at the 
image. The four delicate hands, the 
small feet, set like the petals of a 
clover leaf, the lar.ge, point� ears, 
were surely those of the Jewel of 
the Lotus. But that thin, oval face, 
with its peach-bloom, its upturned, 
mocking mouth, and great, lustrous 
eyes, could only -be t-hat of a beau
tiful, sensual creature. 

"It i s  very beautiful," said Wung
Ko finally, lowering the butter 
lamp, '"but were it a likeness of the 
g-oddess it would be more useful." 
His voice was smooth and. silky, 
but there · was in it . a profound 
knowledge of the waya of men. 

"Must art · then be useful, my 
father?" asked Kito eagerly. 

"That," said the Grand Laina, "is 
its function. There are tlhose of 
the faithful who would believe that 
this image is the Jewel herself." 

Kito made a gesture of anger. 
"But it is merely the work of my 
hand s !  There is no breath in it!" 

"You w�ry yourself with the 
vanity of words," said Wung-Ko 
loftily. "Does your limited intelli
gence rise above tlhe phenomenon 
of the God of Learning.?" He mo- . 
tioned towuds the gilded idol that 
shone malignantly in the far end 
of the hall. 

••what profits the graven image· 
that the maker hath graven it?" 
muttered the young artist. Yet, de
spite his stubbornness he was puz
zled and frig'htened. 

"There is much in what you 
say," said Wung-Ko softly, "-much 
heresy." He was gazing intently at 
Kito. There waa something in the 
boy's wide-set, brooding eyes--a 
sad yearning to clothe all nature . 
with the attributes of an artistic 
soul, that would allure many wo
men-women puzzled to know 
whether it was the soul or the 
body they were seeking. Ah, such 
a fascination was not (or a lama, 
a celibate destined to serve spir
itually one woman, the Jewel of 
the Lotus . • . .  Wung-Ko suddenly 
moved towards the door. "I shall 
send those who will remove this 
likeness not. of the. Jewel,'' he said. 

Kito stood quite still staring at 
the swaying curtain that had fallen 
behind the Grand Lama. Had he 
offended Wung-K-o'a religious sen
sibilities? Or, worse still, had be 
sinned against the gods them
selves ? The punishment for heresy 
was so cruel. and severe that the 
lamas discussed it in whispers : 
not only was it the penalties of 
men, but the more subtle and piti
less vengeance of the gods. Poor 
Kito, who had merely glimpsed in
tellectual emancipation, could only 
shudder. He almost ran after 
Wung-Ko . from the dark chanting
hall. 

ON the ter-ra"e all was confu
sion. Lipta were Bashing 

everywhere. · Some of the lamas 
were running about talking excit
edly, while others were raising col
orful banners, or fastening butter 
panels to wooden frames so they 
could be hoisted on high posts. 
People were already beginning to 
aasemblP. in the courtyard below 
the terrace. The young man's heart 
gave a quick beat. Perhaps. the f·or
est gid would be here ! If she came 
he would speak to her ; would tell 
her that at last he was free to 

· meet her on the morrow �y the 
river ! 
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Hurrying by the yamen, the 
Grand Lama's residence, and the 
House of the Recompense of Kind
neaa, Kito entered t'he Temple. It 
was his task to fill every evening 
the butter lamps and .water bowls 
before the great gilded clay Buddha 
and the numerous brass images. 

As he worked he thought of her, 
the forest girl. Soon it would be 
Spring, when, on account of the 
heat, it would not be possible to 

· make butter images.. The courtyard 
would be gay with peonies and 
lilacs ; the forest he lo,·ed would 
be green and glad, and the moun
tains soft arid blue and friendly. 
Together, be and the forest girl 
would walk beside the yellow 
river. He would tell her that he 
only wore the red dress ; that in 
his heart · be was not a lama but a 
man, though little older than her
self, to whom life meant love. He 
would tell her how he had never 
wanted to be a lama : his parent. 
having brought him to the lamasery 
when he was a child. 

Growing up without the strong 
physique needed for more arduous 
work, or without a heavy, virile 
voice for the chanting, he had 
been given the most obscure of oc
cupations in the lamasery-molding 
butter panels for the feaata. Yet, 
he had been content withal . until 
he had seen the forest girl ; then 
everything was changed. Now that 
his eyes were only for her, it 
seemed that through them all else 
was different : the lamasery drab 
and monotonous, the lamas dull and 
ig.norant, and the gods themselves 
petty and exacting. 

What if he did adjure his vows? 
He would only fellow the example
of other lamas-som� said, of 
Wung-Ko himself-who, if they 
were celibates, were also men, 
men of the soil, very human ; al
though they were careful to teach 
the people that their priestly com
mialon was inh«ent and not de-

pendent on theft" private virtues. 
The 

·
forest. girl, too, wa of the soil, 

the rich earth whence spring the rar
est flowers which even in their full 
beauty are dependent on the soil 
for life : so that she· would under
stand when he clasped her in his 
anna to mingle her floweJ""y breath 
with his . • • .  

"Is, then, your breath so sweet 
that the gods welcome itf" 

KITO started violently and 
dropped the water bowl he 

was cleaning, the crash reverberat
ing through the stillness of the 
Temple with terrifying distinct-: 
ness. The voice was hardly more 
than a whisper, yet sweet and clear. 
He had been so engrossed with his 
thoughts that he had not heard 
anyone enter the Temple. He 
peered about the great room whose 
walls and ceilings were almost hid
den with multi-colored flags and 
gorgeously colored strips of silk. 
"Who is it?" he called shrilly. 

There was no answer. 
The young artist's hands began 

to tremble violently. Even though 
the images could not speak, still 
there were the spirits of the right
eous which must come to the Tem
ple to worship the gods� ·The old 
lamas aometimes related awesomely 
how as 'neophytes 1>hey had heard 
V·oices in the Temple when they 
had thoug;htlessly offended the 
gods. Kito passed a shaking hand 
over his damp brow. What had he 
done? A•h t-his breath I 

A terrible ·chill of fear began to 
steal slowly up his spine. He had 
forgotten the ritual of putting a 
cloth over his mouth to keep from 
defiling the images ! He wiped his 
damp forehead with the sleeve of 
his gown and glanced about fear
fully. In the darkness of the Tem
ple the flickering of the butter 
lamp was like the darting anger 
from a god's eye. Surely, though, 
formalities were nothing to the 
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gOds-they to whom all earthly 
acts were mere · accidents, and to 
whom love was a Person! 

Kito staggered to his feet. He 
bad worked enough for to-night. 
On his way out, he stopped before 
the great brazier that glowed in 
the c.enter of the Temple to drop 
some lumps of perfumed charcoal 
on the fire as a· votive offering. 
Was it imagination, or did he hear 
-ceemingly coming from the left 
of the golden altar dos-salled with 
heavy yellow silk, where was the 
shrine of the Jewel of the Lotus-· 
a soft, laughing sound, such as the . 
north wind makes in the Fall when 
it comes to begin its cruel work of 
destruction? 

I
N the refectory an elderly lama 
remarked to the young artist 

that he seemed pale and tired. 
Kito did not reply. He sdlrcely 
touched his supper of butter, tea. 
and barley�flour, and, rising, made 
his way to the courtyard. The huge 
butter panels were now in place, 
set in wooden frames hung on their 
skong, lofty posts. Butte-r lamps, 
ranged on shelves before the 
images, illumined them with a bril
li-ant, white light. The bright col
ors of the panels made a glowing 
splaeh against the night sky. 

T·he . lamas guarding the crowds 
· were having difficulty in keeping 
the undisciplined people out of 
· that pa-rt .of �he courtyard reserved 
for the panels, the lamas, the nota
bles, and 'the ceremonies. Armed 
with heavy sticks, they were beat� 
ing the trespassers unmercifully. 

Kito ran over to the edge of the 
enclosure. "W·hy beat them for 
their .zeal?" he cried indignantly 
to one of the guards. 

The big lama rested his arm. 
*'Discipline must be maintained, oh 
artist." 
. .. They know no discipline,'' said 
Kito warmly, "they who are sim
ple ehildren ·of the grasslands." 

"Like the goats," said the guard 
laughingly. Nevertheless, he good
naturedly desisted in the punbrh
ment. 

It was then that Kit.o caught a 
tlimpse of the forest girl near the 
edge of the surging, giggling, 
shrieking crowd. Her starry eyes 
were fixed npon the young artist 
wi-th a look half sensual, half ador
ing. The �lood rushed through 
Kito's body in quick surges. For 
an instant his timidity was gone, 
consumed in the elemental exalta
tion that gripped him. 44To-morrow 
at sunrise?'' he murmured. The girl 
nodded, her eyes very bright. No 
one else had understood. 

I
N a da.ze, Kito made his way 
})ack to join the red-robed lamas 

who sat in long rows before the 
butter panels. The singers were 
beginning to chant in deep voices 
to the accompaniment of drums. 
T-he great feast had commenced ! 
Sitting quietly in his place, Kito 
raised his eyes, so full of the forest 
girl's sensual loveliness� to the 
brightly illumined butter panel in 
which her image had · supplanted 
that of the Jewel. 

.. Ah!" He Clutched at his red 
gow.n, and his eyes dilated witih 
horror. Something frightful h·ad 
happened I That frowning brow, 
that small pinched mouth-they 
were not the features of the forest 
girl but of the Jewel herself f Was 
it the weir;d effect ·of 11he butter 
lamps . or of his fevered imagina
tion, or were the eyes of the god
deaa fixed upon him with cruel 
malevolence? A sharp cry of fear 
escaped from his wide-open mouth. 

Tliere was ·a terrific blast from 
the numerous trumpets on the roof 
of the Temple. The notables · were 
arriving : first the Prince, gorgeous 
in his heavy silks, and then the 
Living Buddha, swaddled in stiff
ly embroidered. vestments. Both in 
tum kotowed low to the butter 
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panels, and took their places on a 
dais in a reserved place. The lamas 
rose and kotowed, and, sitting 
down again, resumed their chant 
which gradually became louder and 
more sonorous. 

Kito, his thin face white with 
terror, sat huddled over, . staring at 
the ground, not daring to lift his 
eyes to the transformed face on his 
panel. There were renewed blasts 
from tho trumpets, and the dancers, 
hideous in their colored masks, en
tered the courtyard and began to 
gyrate with uncouth abandon. 
Something in · their ugly masks 
sti·rred a faint hope in the young 
artist's breast : perhaps the lamas, 
angry because the Jewel's likeness 
was not in the . panel, had them
selves changed the face I 

Kito raised his eyes eagerly, and 
slowly they distended with horror 
as he gazed at the image. The face . 
was no longer that of the goddesa, 
but that of tbe forest girl as be 
had carved it/ He sank forward 
with a moan. Now he was certain 
that the Jewel was angry. Oh, 
what would she do now to punish 
the profane eyes which he had let 
wander from her sacred beauty to 
sensual worship? 

HE wu aroused by a strong 
grip on hia shoulder. "Arise, 

little artist," said Wung-Ko's deep 
voice. "A great honor has befallen 
you. As a reward for beautifying 
her on the panel, the Jewel of the 
Lotus has been pleased to elect 
you as presiding lama of the great 
feast." 

Kito'a body- grew suddenly rigid. 
"But I cannot I" he cried passion
ately. Surely the Jewel had some 
ulterior design : she could not mean 
to honor him thus, in view of his 
apostasy I "1-1 atn not worthy," he 
stammered. 

"Who are you to contest the will 
of the Jewel?" demanded 'V/ung
Ko sternly. "Lots were cut, ·and 

she has elected you. Add not to 
your heresy, and follow me." 

The authority of the lota--tlie 
oracle through which tho gods 
voiced their desires--was infallible 
and final. T·he shivering young ar
tist had no recourse but to obey. 
He rose to his feet, his · fegs trem
bling so that he could scarcely 
stand, and followed Wung-Ko 
across the courtyard. He strained 
his eyes to get a glimpse of the 
forest girl, as if desperately seek
ing something real--an image of 
her, truer than the delusion he had 
created in butter-to take with him 
he knew not where. • • . 

At the far end of the courtyard 
Wung-Ko stopped and · briefly ex
plained to the half-dazed J>oy the 
duties of the presiding lama. They 
were simply to build a fire and, at 
the proper time, to produce an ex
plosion wherein the evil spirits 
should be exorcised. There was no 
danger if the presiding lama waa 
nimble--and, of course, if the gods 
were favorable to him and pro
tected him from the enraged evil 
spirits, as , they must certainly be 
towards one whom they selected 
by the sacred lots. 

· 

Under the Grand Lama's direc· 
tiona Kito built in the courtyard a 
small .fireplace c:St stones, and lit 
a fire of dried chips. On top of 
the· fire was placed a great copper 
kettle filled with vegetable oil. 

THE chanting of the lamas grew 
in volume and passion as the 

fire gained in intensity. The mob 
moved and sighed in unison. Above 
the weird, strained noise the Grand 
Lama's voice was heard raised in 
prayer, coercing evil demons into 
a bit of triangular paper he held in 
his hand. His heavy voice trembled 
with emotion as he pronounced the 
doom of heretics and unbelieving 
monks. Kito was numb with fright 
when an old lama brought a piece 
of yellow silk and proceeded to 
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wind it on hie . rig·ht hand. The 
Grand Lama fixed the paper, into 
whii:h he had coerced the demons, 
upon a lon-g, forked stick. All the 
lamas except Kito stepped back 
from the fire. 

· The next· instant the vegetable 
oil in the kettle . boiled over and 
caught fire. As if gnedy to lick 
the air, the bright flames .leaped 
up, to be driven by the wind irito 
obscurity with a shower of sparks. 
The chanting of the lama9 was now 
a weird howling. T·he crowd wailed 
and screamed. The c_eremonial of
fering of the presiding lama was at 
hand. · 

Someone thrust into Ki to's trem
bling hand a bowl filled with sul
phur, salt, and red wine. With a 
sudden shrill exclamation of warn
ing, the Grand Lama thrust the tri
angular paper at the end of his 
long atick into the flames. At the 
same instant Kito ran close to the 
fire and ftung the· contents of his 
bowl into the roaring maas. 

There was a aharp, blinding ex· 
.plosion. A high blue flame spurted 
upward, and all the bad luck· and · 
demons that bad been coeri:ed into 
the paper disappeared at once in 
smoke • • • •  

The furious beating of the drums, 
the shrill blaring · of the tnlmpets, 
the howling of the lamas, and the 
si:reaming of the people, drowned 
Kito's cry of agony as he fell clasp
ing his banda to his tortured eyes. 
It was both a cry of farewell and 
of greeting : farewell to the girl of 

· ·the forest who would vainly await 
him on the morrow by the _river 
bank as • the 1 lig�t g-rew :and the 
wind whtspered 1n the fohage and 
the evaporating moisture gathered 
like a bloom on the feathery 
fronds; greeting to the memory of 
all her unimaginable grace and 
loveliness and joy, that, as • new
found image, went to dwell with 
him on the vast plain of everlast
ing twilight where even the lik• 
ness of a goddell6 waa invisible. 

Indian Guardian Spirits 
THE Indians of early America uaed to 

consider the events which occurred in · 
their dreams to be juat as real aa thoae 
that happened while they were awake. 
Their first dream• after reaching maturity 
can be listed aa among the moat impor
tant events of their lives, for it was in 
these dreams that the budding warrior• 
first met their individUill guardian spirita. 

They knew that fasting was a sure way 
of inducing these dreams, 10, upon arriv
ing at manhood, each one would go to 
some hidden retreat, cave or foreat tree or 
the summit of some lofty mountain, and 
wait and fast. After a varying time the 
dream would always come, and then the 
famished Indian would at once hurry 
home, happy in the inspiration that bad 
come to him; though, aometimea, when 10 
weak from atarvation that he could not 
return without help, friends bad to aeek 
him out to lend their aid when the secret 
act was over. 

The 6rat dreams were religious acts, and 
tbe first or most prominent thing they 
dreamed about became their personal 
manitou or fetish. Aa soon as they were 
able they would direct all their efforts 
toward obtaining this object. 

To have dreamed about anything that 
was proof againat the arrow or tomahawk 
showed them to be proof against the ene· 
my, and made them invincible warriors. 
To dream about any kind of animal would 
be �o take on the qualities of that animal. 
One of the favorite manitoua was the 
bird, for he who had it would be ·able to 
eacape from impending danger just u 
easily as. doe1 the bird. 

These dreams influenced almost every 
act of their Uvea. For inatance, when a 
chief 'W&I orcanmn& a .  War ezpedition be 
would call his men together and aak them. 
one by one, what they bad dreamed of 
during their fut-daya, and what manitou 
they could rely on for asaiatance. Those 
who had dreamed of war, or of thine• 
proof acalnat the weapons of their ene
mies, would be selected for the comina 
ezpedition ; and usually the choice of the•• 
men proved wise on the field of battle. 

The Ojibwa;ya have a tr iulition of a 
body of warriora who effected an aston
ishing string pf victories; and there ia no 
doubt that part of the secret of their auc
cess lay in the fact that every man 
aelected had bad a dream which nened 
him for the trial of battle. 
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In the Lair of the Space 
Monsters · 

By Frank B. Long, �r. 

J
IM HARVEY lay upon his back at the submarine's precise position 

and stared in horror at in the darkness, but he knew with 
the wet steel roof above certainty that something massive 
him. Slowly, relentlessly it and substantiil had collided with 

was descending. Water glistened the craft and was riding it . down, 
on its smooth sur- .--------------· -----. pressing d o w n  
face and dripped upon it, crushing 
at intervels into B,. what atraqe mlachaaee waa the in the almost inS-87 immersed lD that impiqS.. 
his eyes. He other-world 1 destructible walls 
could only guesa '------------------' and causing the 
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entire structure to sway and vi
brate. 

Harvey· was alon� in a small com
partment at the rear of the. vessel. 
One part of the roof had collapsed 
completely and it spread level with 
the floor, hemrtling him in. When 
he endeavored to extend his feet 
they at once · encountered a closed 
surface. 

Now even the steel above his 
head was succumbing to the pres
sure, was slowly sinking ftoorward. 
As it continued jerkily to descend 
a rigor passed through him, and 
his eyes became like those of a 
man in the throes of an epileptic 
convulsion. 

"Oh, my God," he muttered help
lessly, "what am I to do?" His 
hands . went fumbling in the dark 
for something to seize upon. He 
was obsessed with the utterly in
sane notion that if he beat with 
a hard, metallic object on the rap
idly collapsing roof he might, 
somehow, impede its deecent. He 
had to do that� or go mad. It was 
of great and tragic consequence 
to him that the wrench with which 
he had been working when the col
lison occurred lay just beyond the 
reach of his fumbling fingers. His 
inability to recoyer it chilled his 
heart like ice. Without ceasing to 
grope for it he raised his left hand, 
and beat wit'h his knuckles upon 
the unyielding steel. Faster and 
faster, in frantic despair. The blood 
pounded in his ears ; his features 
were convulsed. If only, dear God, 
something would intervene to save 
him-

Sudden·ly the floor beneath" him 
seemed to rise up, to tilt, and he 
felt his shoulders moving. For an 
instant he was spared dislodgment. 
Then, as the floor rose higher, his 
entire body was sent · sprawling in 
a heap against the impassable im
pediment of the joined wall and· 
ceiling. The submarine was plung-_ 
ing downward. 

DOWN • • • down. Harvey ut
tered a shrill scream and 

tried to straighten himself out. 
The submarine was sinking with 
unbelievable rapidity, as though it 
had been seized and taken in · tow 
by some vast unknown entity in 
the outer darkness. A frightful cold 
seeped into the · locked chamber. 
and as the descent continued the 
bolts and beams of the wrecked 
vessel began horribly ·to creak. 

Harvey had a sense of falling 
through illimita-ble gulfs. The sub
marine seemed to be plunging ir
responsi-bly down an inclined plane. 
So violent and rapid was the de
scent that it diminished · the cold, 
and infused a curious warmth into 
the metal plates above Harvey'a 
head. 

He reached up and touched them. 
They were so heated they con
veyed a sensation of burning. It 
was incredible. A shimmering heat 
had driven out the cold. Even his 
clothes were becoming moist and 
hot. His forehead was bathed in a 
steaming sweat. 

Suddenly the vessel began to 
rock wildly. It pivoted to and fro. 
and careened and danced, like a 
cork in a bawling maelstrom. Ita 
convulsions, frenetic and captain
less. sent a swift, ominous rustling 
through the steamy interior. The 
plates of steel were crackling and 

· doubling up, surging inward in re
sponae to the terrific pressure. 

But Harvey was no longer aware 
of what" was taking place. He lay 
with his arms outthrust, his head 
thrown back. A stream of blood 
was trickling from the corner of 
his mouth. and his eyes, which 
had been opened on horror, were 
now closed in repose. 

• • • 

How lon� he lay thus, stunned 
and unconsc-io'Utl, he had no· 

way of telling. He only knew that 
the period of darkness could not 
have been brief. for when he openod 
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his eyes an eztraordinary change 
had taken place in his surround
ings. The compartment in which 
he lay was both luminous and sta
tionary. A golden light bad crept 
into it, burnishing the walls and 
causing tlhe roof to shine with an 
eery. radiance. Yet it was not sun
light which greeted him. It was a 
denser glow, a thick, unnatural ra
diance which rested with an almost 
concrete· ponderability on the ob
jects which it illumined. 

Harvey raised him-self on his el
bow and stared �ewilderedly about 
him. The su·bmarine was no longer 
moving. It lay upon its side, appar
ently, for the roof of the compart
ment was at first invisible to Har
vey's gaze and · the right wall 
supported his , semi-prone body. 
Turning his bead he could see the 
familiar plates of the roof lying, all 
crushed and battered, at his elbow. 
But what amazed him chiefly was 
the opening in the chamber. It was 
no longer sealed by the juxtaposi
tion . of wall and ceiling. The co
hering surfacea had been pried or 
wedged apart, and a light streamed 
from between 'them. The unearthly 
illumination seemed to come from 
the torpedo room. 

Harvey . managed to bring his 
body erect. Every muscle, nerve 
and tendon . ached and throbbed ; 
but ,his fright and c1,1riosity were 
so · Intense as to make him indif
ferent to physical suffering. His 
first thought was of his compan
ions ; be must discover if tlhey 
were still alive, if they had sur
vived the shock of the collision 
and descent. His face was set in 
grim lines as he craw.led fo� 
on his hands and knees. The light, 
when he neared t'he aperture, grew 
almast blinding, but so intent was 
be on what lay in the adjoining 
compartment that he ignored the 
glare. As he drew himeelf. u·p and 
thrust his body through the narrow 
opening, jagged steel pressed in 

upon him, lacerating his shoulders 
and ripping the sleeves from his 
uniform. 

But stubbornly, valiantly he 
pressed .forward, wriggling hie 
shoulders free and grasping with 
his hands a · vertical girder in the 
torpedo room . . A moment after, he 
was standing erect beneath a blaze 
of light. The torpedo room was· 
open to the air, a great jagged 
vent looming in the shattered steel 
of the ceiling and walla. But was 
it the sky which he saw? An am
ber orb, blinding, ·immense, glowed 
doWn at him from above, but if it 
was the sun, wh-ere was he and 
what had happened? Was he at the 
bottom of the sea, or dreaming, or 
mad, or dead? 

HE stared upward till his eyes 
could no longer endure the 

unnatural glare. Then, . sick and 
shuddering with terror, be dropped 
his gaze to the floor of the torpedo 
r-oom. His companions were dead. 
They lay about in grim, pathetic 
attitudes, Willis with his hand on 

· a metallic pressure gage, Taylor 
and Andrews lying prone upon the 
floor, and young Johnny .. White 
with his back against ·a torpedo 
tube. It was tragically apparent 
that the shock of the descent, and 
an ensuing flow of deadly gases 
into the air-tight chamber -had 
wrought a frightful havoc. Harvey 
knew that the remainder of the 
crew could not have survived the 
onrush of ·water in the upper cham

. bers, and the ghastliness of his pre-
dicament sent a chill to his heart. 

He gazed frantically about him, 
trying desperately to orientate 
himself to the strangeness of what . 
he saw. W•here was he and what 
had happened? Darkness and· death 
were preferable to so hideous an 
enigma. He could not endure to 
stand there. and s·peculate, to stand 
in that wrecked room amidst so 
vast an uncertainty, so vast a hor-
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ror. The bodies of his companions 
were a taunt and a menace. 

He looked hysterically about for. 
something to climb upon. His one 
thought was to get out of the 
chamber, to emerge into the light 
which streamed down from above. 
But his strength seemed to have 
left him, and it was several sec
onds before he could move at all. 

A low boiler was the most likely . 
means of ascent . which presented 
itself. That, and a swinging circle 
of wire which hung pendulous 
from a half-shattered girder above 
the torpedo tube. It occurred to 
him that if he could get his feet 
upon the latter he might be able 
to utilize it as a kind of trapeze, 
and swing himself upward by the 
sheer impetus of his undulating 
weight. By no other means could 
he hope · to reach the jagged rent 
which yawned in the roof of the 
chamber. In the blind hope of 
reaching the light he was prepared 
to ri-sk the fatal fall which would 
probably ensue. It would be better 
to join his companions on the floor 
of the chamber than to remain im
mersed in an uncertainty which 
unseated reason. 

SLOWLY, painfully he clam
bered upon the box and 

stretched out his hand to g.rasp · an 
end of t'he swinging wire. From 
somewhere below came the ominous 
trickle of water. He bad a sudden, 
insane impulse to shriek aloud, to 
break the silence with a shout or 
a curse. The light above him was 
so inexplicable, so blinding. 

Keeping his eyes averted he 
pulled the wire downward and start
ed to climb upon it. In order to 
get it between his feet, however, 
he was compelled to concentrate 
his gaze on a point level with. the 
opposite wall, and while so doing· 
he became suddenly conscious that 
a dark shape was ·· slithering dOWn 

· its wet· metallic surface. 

Then a black tentacle had curled 
over the jagged opening above his 
head and was slowly descending 
into the chamber. In girth it was 
about the -size of a man's arm, with 
small, luminous disks on ita lateral 
surface, and it terminated in a 
hideous, claw-like appendage which 
opened and closed as Harvey stared 
at it. 

Sickened, Harvey dropped the 
wire and descended to the floor. 
The thing was filthy beyond de
scription and t'he mere sight of it 
sent him reeling to cover. He took 
refuge behind a coil of wire as it 
continued to descend, the claws 
opening and closing with a sicken
in� greediness. 

Harvey was not left long in doubt 
as to the object's purpose in en
tering the chamber. It was seeking 
prey. The claw went fumbling over 
the floor, feeling awkwardly a.bout 
for something to seize on. In a 
moment it encountered the prone 
form of William Andrews, and 

· stopped. 

HARVEY nearly screamed in 
revulsion at what followed. 

The claw tightened on Andrew's 
neck, tightened so viciously that 
the latter's tongue protruded in the 
moat shocking manner. Then, with 
a jerk, the tentacle contracted and 

. the body was wrenched upward out 
of sight. In a moment the claw had 
returned to the chamber and was 
feeling about for another victim. 

Harvey pressed back against the 
metal plates in panic terror. One 
by one, before his horror-struck 
gaze, his companions were seized 
and wrenched upward. The malig
nant intruder did not always fasten 
on the necks of its victims. Taylor 
it seized about the ankles ; young 
W'hite it elevated by intangling ita 
loathsome claws in the youth•• 
matted hair. There waa a lapse of 
nearly a minute before it returned 
for Harvey. 
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There wasn't much that Harvey Only the claws and tentacles 
could do, but he had the presence .were clearly visible from where he 
of mind, before the claw reached lay, but dimly through the radiaDc:e 
him, to extend a portion of his which poured down on him from 
clothing rather than a . portion of above he · could discern the animat-: 
himself. The . claw did not dis- ing bodies behind these append
criminate. It seized on Harvey's ages. They were tall and vagfaely 
coat-sleeve with an insatiable anthropomo�phic in outline-man
greediness, and in a moment he was like bodies surmounted by faces 
being jerked through the air to- whose luminous eyes glared down 
ward the amber aun which oscil- at him through the yellow glare. 
lated like a kite in the firmament Desperately he fought to keep 
above him. �. t'heir claws from· piercing his 

The tentacle deposited him on a clothes, struggled and pleaded and 
hard,. wet surface. For a moment_ · moaned, wblle they toyed with 
bitJ eyes were blinded by the full him, in insatiable curiosity. They 
glare of the new light and be saw turned him over, lifted him up, and 
only dark shapes through a mist- with shrill, stridulous ululations 
huge shapes that moved slowly examined his arms, his legs,. the 
backward and forward before his very garments which covered him. 
line of vision. Then, slowly; his At last one of them, more persist
sight improved, and he was able ent than its felloWs, imbedded ita 
tQ make out the details of the ,claws in his hair and lifted him 
rough, pitted surface of the cup- ruthlessly from the earth. 
like depression in which he lay. 

FOR several feet about him 
stretched a hard, black, granu

lated expanse of soil and rock, 
which glistened in the amber light, 
and which was pitted here and 
there with poxlike indentations 
from which moisture oozed. The 
circumambient soil was all of the 
same dark color, rough and level, 
but at a little· distance from his 
body ·it rose to · form the walls of a 
miniature crater. He was lying 
upon hia back in the center of a 
small, craterlike depression and 
staring upward at a sky which 
shone �th an unearthly radiance, 
an amber sky sunnounted by an 
Mnber sun, and flecked, here and 
there, with clouds so densely black 
that they conveyed a sense of cos
mic unreality, of bidden menace. 

It was not the sky, however, that 
threatened his sanity, but the aber
rant, hostile shapes which, r.ur
roundilig the cavity in which he 
lay, menaced him with · their wav
in� tentacles and clawlike hands. 

AGO.NIZI·NGLY he was jerked 
into the air, and held aloft 

for· the edifi.cation of his tor
mentors. Beneath the dazzling light 
he could see the creatures clearly, 
and his mind reeled at the abnor
mality of what he saw. From the 
waist upward they resembled men, 
albeit men of a simian and degrad
ed caste, with hairy torsos, pointed 
ears and huge arms terminating in 
black, stubby hands. But in lieu of 
lega they supported themselves . on 
eight squirming tentacles, which 
spread downward and outward 
from their thighs, branching · as 
naturally and· inevitably f.rom their 
bodies as limbs in a normally con
stituted being. So long were these 
tentacles that when the creatures 
caused them to straighten and used 
them to walk with, the body from 
which they depended was elevated 
twenty feet from the ground. 

It was from one of these ten
tacular legs, gelatinous and noi
some, that Harvey d·angled. The 
creature had relinquished its bold 
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upon his hair and twined ita talons 
under his armpits, and was slowly 
waving him backward and forward. 

There were ele'lren octopus-men 
in the group · which surrounded 
him, and each held aloft in its 
claws one of his shipmates. Some 
of the dead men were suspended by 
their legs, others by the hair, and 
still ot·hers had been trussed up so 
grotesquely that they seemed half 
alive, their legs and arms moving 
in purblind animation as the grasp 
of their captors alternately relaxed 
and tightened on their shoulders 
and torsos. · 

In the bright glare the distraught 
and wan features of Frank Taylor 
stood out vividly. Taylor bad been 
Harvey's comrade and confidant, 
but there was nothing reassuring 
now in his presence so near to the 
man whom he had known s·o well 
in life. So at teast Harvey thought, 
suspended in agony in an •lien 
world. Nothing reassuring aoout 
poor Taylor's face, with its shut 
eyes and ga·ping mouth. It was not 
until the tentacle which held Tay
lor was brought to within a few 
feet of t'he tentacle which held 
Harvey that the latter perceived his 
mistake. 

Taylor was not dead. He had 
opened his eyes and waa staring in 
atark bewilderment at the man be
side him. "Harvey f" he gasped . . 
"Harvey, old fellow, in God's name, 
where are- we?" 

HARVEY did not reply. He 
opened his mouth, but the 

words would not · come. His tongue 
adhered too closely to the roof of 
his mouth ; his will was too com
pletely in abeyance. He could only 
stare and gesture, could only point 
and moan. 

And now he was lifted higher, 
away from his friend. The octopus
men were moving. They had spread 
out in an orderly alig�nt, and 
were ad�ncing over the pitted 

ground. The tentacle boldine Har
vey had ceased to wave. It surge4 
stifBy forward, high above the 
earth ; but by twisting and turning 
Harvey could see both the ground 
beneath and the mysterious sky 
with its dark clouds and coruscat
ing sun. 

The landscape through which he 
was moving was unearthly. The de
pression in which he had lain was 
merely one of many which pitted 
the ground as far as his gaze could 
penetrate. The entire landscape was 
composed of miniature sunken 
craters with brief stretches of 
smooth gray gravel between the 
hollows, and, save for the tininess 
of the depressions, was unmistak
ably reminiscent of the lunar land
scapes so vividly portrayed in the 
weird, imaginative paintin-gs of 
Segrelles and John St. Clair. 

The creatures moved unevenly 
over this strange terrain, now glid
ing with their claw-tipped tentacles 
down the sides of the craters, now 
.surmounting the occasionally rather 
uneven rims by shifting from a ver-

. tical to an oblique posture, and 
frequently swaying so fantastically 
that the weight and position of 
their bodies ·seemed curiously at 
variance. with the laws of gravity. 
Once the creature which was carry
ing Harvey lowered him in curi
osity to within reach of ita apelike 
hands and began to paw him. It 
was a nauseous, almost unbearable 
ordeal, but • Harvey endured it 
without flinching. 

HE was intent on satisfying a 
curiosity of his own. So in

tense, indeed, was this impulse, 
that it banish,ed fright. Avidly he 
ecanned the horror's face, endeav
oring in the few seconds vouch
safed to him to form some concep
tion as to its . intelligence and 
purpose. The eyes were small and 
red-rimmed, and stared down at 
him from a broad expanse of yel-
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low and very wrinkled flesh. The 
c:heeka were abnormally wide, the 
nose flat. and sunken. The mouth 
was a straight slit in a chin which 
tapered grotesquely. The skin was 
soft and hairless, an-d the face, in 
ita entirety, was very crudely anal
ogous to that of an extremely wrin
kled and vindictive old woman. 
Harvey was relieved when the ten
tacle jerked him upward out of 
sight · of the thing's malevolent 
eyes. 

The procession continued to ad
vance. Harvey's throat was dry ; · 
his eyes ached and throbbed. When 
he turned his face upward the sun 
was a live coal on his forehead and 
eyes. Yet he could not bear to keep 
his gaze fastened on the earth. The 
craters were menacing, and · their 
air of alien, primordial desolation 
appalled him. 

He· shut his eyes very tightly 
and tried to reason in the darkness. 
Something ghastly and unprece
dented had happened to him, and 
h� was lost in a mad world. He 
had been projected into a world 
that was irrational, incredible, in
sane. 

TAYLOR'S voice cut sharply 
through . the blackness : "Har

·vey-Harvey, I say. I'm here. Right 
beside you. · Open your eyes, old 
fellow." 

Jim Harvey obeyed instantly, and 
for a moment the two men stared 
at one another in ·silence. Then 
Taylor spoke. 

"What do you suppose happened 
to the submarine, Jim? I lost con
sciousness, you know. Did you? 
Tell me, did you?" 

"No," said Harvey. 
"Then what happened?" 
.,I don't know." 
"In God's name, Jim, tell me I" 

Taylor begged. 
"I say I don't know. We hit 

�hing---a submerged hull, I 
guees-and the ahip crumpled . up. 

The 'tin' came down and almost 
. crushed me. Then she sank; Sank 
like a hunk of lead. Faster and 
faster. I thought she'd never hit 
bottom. But she did, apparently, 
for the jolt .knocked me senseless. 
When I came to the ship was open 
to the sky, and-" 

"We're ashore somewhere, of 
course," interposed· Taylor sud
denly. 

"I don't know.'' 
"You don't know. Good God, man, 

we can't be at the bottom of the 
sea. Unless--unless we're dead I' 

The · tentacular ann which held 
Harvey was. jerked suddenly up
ward, as though Harvey's captor 
disapproved of the conversation. 
Harvey could no longer see his 
friend, but he called out loudly : 
"We're not dead, Frank. And . we're 
not at tbe bottom of the sea. We're 
farther down than that. Under the 
bottom !" 

HARVEY didn't see Taylor 
again until they passed into 

the forest. And then it was only 
for a moment, in a clearing be
tween the trees. It was Taylor who 
spoke first. · 

"They won't spare us, Jim," he 
said, in a tremulous voi-ce. 

"I know, old chap," rejoined Har
vey, grimly. 

"They're not friendly." 

Taylor burst out fiercely : "How 
can you take it so calmly, Jim?" 

"I don't take it calmly. But we 
may as well face the inevitable 
without .whining or cringing. We'll 
n-ever see our world again. We've 
gone down a chute. A chute at the 
bottom of the sea." 

"How do you know?'' murmured 
Taylor. 

"I'm not sure, o f  course, but it's 
the only explanation I can think 
of. It's preposterous to suppose we 
could . have been washed ashore. No 
island on earth could contain vege-
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tation like this and creatures . like 
this. We're either dead, or else 
we're beneath the bottom of the 
sea. And I don't think we're dead. 
You, these animals-everything 
here is too real, too concrete and 
substantial. Death can't be like 
this. We're far down within the 
earth, Frank. There must· be a great 
vent or abyss on the ftoor · of the 
Pacific leading to this world. The 
submarine didn't sink. It fell or 
went down a chute. A chute en� 
vacuumed to keep out the water. 
An inclined plane leading down
ward. That's it. Don't you see?" 

The octopus-man holding Taylor 
did not wait for the latter to reply. 
It lumbered forward through the 
trees, leaving Harvey to his &•pecu
lations, while his own mount ad
vanced at a more leisurely gait. 

THE fonst was more hideous 
in its myriad convolutions than 

the crater-pitted plain over which 
they had passed. Great trees, so 
tall that they shut out the sun, 
spa;ead upward and outward above 
the procession, and from low limbs 
and overhanging branches dark, 
gleaming reptiles hung in coils, 
hissing and moaning. Nature, or· 
whatever it was that had usurped 
her functions in that abysmal place, 
had not fashioned the trees of 
wood, but of a soft, yielding sub
stance which was almost in.de-. 

structi·ble. The octopu-s creatures 
advanced by twisting the interlac
ing branches upward and outward, 
and even, in the case of the smaller 
trees� by bending the boles adroit
ly to one side. Every tree and 
twig, every shred of vegetation in 
the forest, was .fashioned of this 
.-ne strange rubbery substance, 
and was infinitely compressible . . 

There was no snapping of twigs 
as th!t weird procession passed, no 
crunching, even, of the leaves on 
the forest · ftoor. . Even the domed 
and . vermilion-hued .fungi that 

sprouted so prolifically from the 
boles of the taller trees were com
pressible, plastic. No growth in 
the forest, apparently, was de
structible. The trees, the flowers, 
the very vines could be pushed to 
one ·  side, trampled upon, and twist
ed out of all semblance to their 
original shapes. 

The journey through the forest 
was more interminable . in its dura
tion than the trip over the crater
pitted plain. Harvey's body waa 
brushed and bruised by the rub
bery vegetations and befouled by 
the saliva which fell from the 
drooling mouths. of the huge rep
tiles. The loath&Otne creatures were 
of a pale, yellowish hue save where, 
at intervals, vermilion rings encir
cled their python-thick bodies ; and 
their fiat heads and gaping jaws 
glistened. Not even· their green, 
tooth-rimmed jaws, however, were 
as repulsive as the foul odor they 
exuded. 

THE octopus-men paid no atten
tion to these · creatures, but 

lumbered resolutely forward, hold
Ing their · captives high above their 
heads and occasionally using them 
as battering rams to break down 
the massive walls of vegetation 
which impeded their progress. 
Only the dead men, however, were 
'o used. Harvey and Taylor were 
spared this ignominy, as though 
their captors sensed that they were 
not likely to survive with fractured 
skulls. 

There was growing up in Har
vey's mind the conviction that he 
and Taylor were, in a sense, ob
jects of especial solicitude on the 
part of their captors. It was aa 
'hough they had never seen a living 
man before, as though they were 
familiar only with the dead of his 

· kind, as though dead men were 
familiar objects · in their world 
while he and Taylor were awe-pro
voking anomalies. 
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He was not give� much time, 
however, in which to ponder. ·For 
now the creatures were emerging 
from the f.orest and descending a 
steep, rock-dotted slope. The crea
turea were compelled to exert all . 
their resourcefulness to maintain a 
footing on this steep incli-ne. The 
tentacular legs advanced with cau
tion, feeling theii· way fumblingly 
for temporary foot rests in the 
steeply shelving soil, and stopping 
from time to time to feel about 
and explore. 

The octopus-men had covered 
nearly a hundred feet in their 
descent when the cavern came into 
view. It was a low rectangular 
opening in the gray, rock-strewn 
embankment and the creatures ap
proached it with · a hissing noise 
that smote ominously o� Harvey's 
�ar. His surprise and amazement 
were intense when these weird 
sounds were answered from within. 
The creatures now accelerated their 
descent, and in a moment were 
standing at the base of the aper
ture. . swaying backward and for
ward as though relucta-nt to enter 
unannounced. 

AFTE_R a moment, however, 
they began to advance into 

the cavern, and it occurred to Har
vey that their apparent hesitancy 
waa in reality nothing more than 
a kind of mystical ritual which 
they felt impelled to per-form, pre
cisely aa a Japanese would tarry 
to remove his shoes before the door 
o f  his dwelling, or a Moslem make 
obeisance .at the entrance of a 
mosque. 

The interior of the cavern was 
illumined ·by an unearthly bluish 
glare which seemed to come from 
eomewhere far within, and the ac
tuality of its remoteness was con
firmed as they advanced farther 
into the cave by the ever-increaa
inc brilliance which rested on the 
fJoor, walls and roof. The cave was 

ao law-roofed that the octopus 
creature. were compelled to bend 
back their bodift at right angles 
to their tentacular extremities, and 
to shorten the latter by twisting 
them into folds and spreading them 
over a wide expanse on the fJoor 
beneath. 

The procesaion was a queer one, 
each octopus creature advancing 
alowly over . the uneven ground, like 
so many cramped and distorted 
spiders crawling in elow sequence 
into the interior of their burrows. 
Twic• Harvey was brought peril
ously close to the low-arching roof, 
and once a stalactite grazed his 
brow, causing him to wince in 
agony, while a stream of blood ran 
down his cheek and into his mouth. 
The entire roof of the cave was 
covered with stalactites. �hey 
glowed with an eery radiance of 
their own, a silvery gl.ow which 
contrasted strangely with the 
colder, paler lig-ht of uncertain 
origin which furnished the . dom
inant illumination. 

It was several minutee before 
they came to the first of the · aide 
chambera. The cavern had nu
rowed and shelved, and Harvey wu 
in such constant and deadly �ger 
from the projecting 'talactites that 
he almost failed to notice it. But 
when hie captor had pulled . and 
squeezed iteeJ:f ·free from the cramp
ing narrowness of the passage, at 
the particular point where this 
novel enclosure emerged into the 
main tunnel, and was floundering 
down an even steeper gradie-nt, the 
meaning of what he had seen came 
to him with a terrible vividness, 
an actual physical retching. He had 
caught a glimpse, instantaneous, 
appalling, of a square, empty en
closure the size of a small room, 
with a floor that was smooth and 
polished and destitute of all em
bellishment. And on this burnished 
and blue-green floor, whkh mir
rored the -stalactites like a lake of 
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gl�� there reposed in loathsome 
disarray a hideous collection of 
white human bones. 

T
HE en6uing journey was a 
nightmare and a madnes�. oNot 

o�e, but dozens of .auxiliary cham
bers jutted off .from the main cav
ern, and in each there rested human 
remains-gleaming, fleshless skull
caps, tibias, iimb and jaw :frag
ments. Harvey was frozen with 
terror. He lay rigid as a corpse. 
Frdm far behind there came a man's 
shriek, prolonged, agonized, horri
ble. Harvey recognized the timbre 
o·f the voice, and a trem-or passed 
over ·him. It was Taylor crying 

· out in fright at what be saw, Tay
lor who was less stoi-cal than his 
companion, less able to endure in 
silence the threat implicit in the 
fies'b:less bones. 

But Harvey ·remained th.rough it 
all keenly observant. He noticed 
that to a few of the bones adhered 
clothes, which invariably were of 
a dark texture, coarse garments 
bearing ·Unmista'kable evidences of 
prolonged wear. Brass buttons 
gleamed from several of these frag
mentary garmentos, while on others 
were insignias in rusted gold and 
scarlet, insignias which Harvey 
recog·nized and shuddered at. On 
the floor of one cavern there re
posed a circular cap, upturned, with 

· peaked visor. The vi60r was cor
rJlgated and eaten away at the 
edges, but its maritime derivation 
was unmistakable. 

There was little doubt in Har
vey's mind as to· the profession 
which the skeletons had purs·ued in 
the world of men. Though inured 
to . the sea, they, too, bad· suc
cumbed to the Pacific's dark treach
ery, had fallen through a vent in 
the bed of the ocean. For 'hundreds 
of years, . perhaps, they had been 
clescending in ships into an alien 
world through a vent at the bottom 
of the ocean,. which ya�ed to ·re-

ceive the livin·g and the dead. ·No 
other explanation was tenable. The 
living and, the dead. Or only the 
dead, .perhaps. Drowned men, 
corpses. Harvey was a novelty in, 
that world ; the octopus-men .re
garded him with wonder, with awe. 
Perhaps he and Taylor al-one, of 
all men . • • •  

H
IS captor 'had come to a sud

den halt, standing very still 
in the blue Hght before an empty 
cham:ber. Harvey's ·gaze swept the 
endos�re i� vague apprehension, 
which mounted to a shrill fright 
when the -creature lowered its ten
tacles �nd deposited him in the 

· center of the burnished floor. For 
an instant he reli·nquished hope. In 
th� �ourse o:f the journey past the 
dark chambers be -had correlated 
his impressions and reduced them 
to some sort of m-eandng, and he 
Was convinced · that the creature 
in,tended to devour him. 

But his ocaptor had other plans. 
It simply deposited him in the cen
ter of the floor and retreated pre
cipitously, with shrill ululations. 
Harvey was left alone in the vacant 
enclosure. For a moment he lay 
there prone, to() stunned and frigbt
en·ed to move or cry out. His mind 
was in a turmoil ; momentarily be 
ex·pected that a claw would fasten 
on his throat, would dash out bis 
brains. If the side chambers, with 
theior gruesot:ne re-lics, were not 
slaughter stations, what were they ? 

Harvey was not vouchsa·fed an 
immediate reply. . He was simply 
left lying in t'he center of the 
C'hamber, whilst the octopus crea
ture 'busied itself elsewh,ere. Even 
when be rose to a sitting posture 
and stared frantically about, no one 
interfered with him. It was only 
wh.en he gained his feet and stag
g�ed, '&hakiiy, toward the -central 
cavern that the octopus creatures 
reappeared. His original captor re
ap�red,. and aJ:so several otbera. 
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One of these, he per.ceived with 
horror, was holding the limp form 
of Taylor. Taylor had rfainted. 

THE creatures bobbed about in 
the passage without and glared · 

at Harvey with their small, red
rimmed eye&. When they saw that 
he was intent on emerg·ing, one of 
them raised a tentaCle and struck 
him a thud upon the chest which 
sent him sprawling. When he again 
raised himself his horror-struck 
gaze encountered an extraordinary 
sight. Taylor was lying prone upon 
the floor and one <>f the creatures 
was spraying him with a greenish 
fluid. This exudation drooled from 

malicious satisfaction. Then they 
withdrew, their ;places being taken, : 
after a moment, . by others of their 
kind. For nearly an ·hour Harvey 
and Taylor, glued helpless1y to the 
wall, were viewed and reviewed by 
the detestable creatures. With an · 
insatiable curiosity they clustered 
about the entrance to the chamber 
and -1'eveled in the sufferings and 
agony of their ocaptive guests. They 
seemed to exude, beside the _ glue
like substance which dri-pped from 
their mouths, a malignancy, a hate 
so intense that lit could actually •be 
felt, as though it emanated in tangi
ble vibrations from their bodies. 

the ocreature's mouth, a thick . sub- AT last, when more than a, hun
stance that descended in a stream dred of the octopus-men had 
on Taylor's extretni-ties. Harvey did passed and 'l'epassed before the 
not immediately perceive the sig- chamber, and the more agile and 
nifican<:e of what was taking place ; aggressive of the creatpres, who 
he was too frightened. seemed to ·exercise a kind of lead-

But when one of the creatures ersbip, were snowing evident signs 
seized him and began 'S'praying him of weariness, a, -change became evi
with the Same sticky, evil-smelling dent in the proceedings. Five of 
liquid, lhe awoke t<> the serious- the creatures congregated before 
ness of his predicament. The crea- the entran-ce and began, slowly, to 
tures were glwing his arms and legs make grotesque gestures in the air. 
together so that he would !be pow- Harvey was not left long in doubt 
erless to escape, powerless to so as to the meaning of their strange 
much as move about in the en- behavior. They were walling !him 
closure. up I ·Skilfully and with a hellish 

There was no doubt in Harvey's deli'beration they drew out the exu
mind that the creatures intended to dation ·from their mouths and con
imprison him in the endosure. The verted it into a finely meshed, 
glueli'ke substan-ce hardened almost cohesive web by the <:oo·perative 
instantly on his arms and legs and movements of five pairs of hands 
held th� in a rigid vi'Se. So acrid working in harmony with number
was the odor that surged from it less tentacles. · They wove the 
that it half strangled the breath in thnadlike strands in and out among 
his throat. But worst of all, he the tentacles, using the latter as 
was .not pennitted to assume a nat- looms, staples and shuttles, when · 
ural posture, but was glued into a the need arose. as it alternately 
cramped and agonized attitude, and did, for thicker and finer integu
trussed up like; a beetle in amber ments. They worked with a spider
against the wall of the Chamber. like precision and it was not long 

Having deposited him against the before a heavy veil spanned the 
wall the octopus creatures retreated . entrance of the enclosur-e, dimming 
to the main passageway, and stood the radiance within and increasing 
for an, instant silently guing in at Harvey's despai'l'. The octopus crea
him, tbe;.ir ·small eyes glowing with _ t·ures became dim shadow-shapes on 
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a blue-lighted 8Creen, vague distor
tions moving slowly backward and 
forward in the shifting light. 

Then Taylor moved and spoke : 
· .. b that you. Jim?" 

Harvey started and turned about 
aa far as his shackles would per
mit. 'I'he two men were trussed up· 
8ide by aide against a rock fi86ure 
with innumerable cutting protuber
ances. The octopus-men bad dOne 
their work well. Not only were 
Harvey and his companion secured 
so tightly that they were powerless 
to struggle ;  they were virtually 
impaled against the wall, fastened 
by innumerable strands of gutty 
integument to the out(:ropping 
rocks and so placed that the slight
est movement caused the most ex
cruciating agony. But Harvey val
iantly turned his head, ignoring 
the pain which wra·cked him. "Y e� Frank?'' 

.. I can't see very well. Where 
are we?" 

�·In one of· the side caverns. You 
NW them?" 

THERB was a moment of si
lence. Then a groan came from 

tbe man by Harvey's side. 
"'l saw them, yes. Ob, my God !'•· 
.. Get a grip on yourself, Frank," 

;�dmoniahed Harvey. "We're s1:il1 
alive. That ought to mean some
thing to you. We've been prlvi
le,-ed beyond most of the poor 
devil-s who came her•. I don't think 
the vile creatures ever saw a live 
man before." 

"'What do you suppo-sed they 
walled us vp in here for?" mur
mured Taylor. 

"I don't know. But we've got to 
try to .work ourselves free. It will 
� painful, I lmow, but we've got 
to try. As soon as they leave, 
Frank, we'll see what can be done." 

"It's u11eless, Jim. I can't move 
at all. Unless they release us we're 
goners. What do you think they 
intend to do with us?" 

Harvey emiled crookedly. ••Do 
you know anything about aocial 
life among the insecta, Jim?', 

Taylor atarted. "Soda! life?'' 
"'I mean. do you know what ur· 

tain apecies of waspe and beetlea 
do with the caterpillars they cap
ture and ating into insensibility?,. 

T·he fear in Harvey's eyes belied 
the aaeumed levity of his tone. 

"Do you know what they do with 
the caterpillars, Jim?, 

Taylor remained silent. 

· "THEY wall them up with clu .. 
tera of new-laid eggs. Some 

speciea of wasps merely wall up 
the caterpillars and eggs together, 
and others go further, depositing 
the egg-s on the body of the captive 
host. I don't think we'll find any 
eggs on our persons, but I'm not 
so confident about the rest of this 
cave.'' 

"'It's preposterous,, mused Tay
lor, hoarsely. ..They are not in· 
sects." 

"No, but their social habiq may 
be roughly analogous. Their web 
weaving, for instance, i• apiderlike. 
You can't deny that. And who 
knows what instinct11 and habit pa1:· 
terns they may have acquired dur
ing millions of years of . aubterr• 
nean evolution? In our world aodal 
insecta which spend most of their 
lives Uftderiround are cannibalistic, 
particularly in the · rearing of their 
broods. Why H the comparison so 
fantutic. Jim? They've walled us. 
up for a definite purpoae.'' 

-rile cave · is empty," affirmed 
Taylor, t�uloualy. 

"I wish it were. That mound, 
over in the earner there. • •  .'' 

''I aaw it. But surely you don't 
believe • • •  :• 

"I don't like the looks of it, 
P1'8!lk., 

''But it'a solid earth, I tell you. 
A mere unevennes8 in the aoil.'' 

.. No, Frank. You see · it'.-it's 
moving.'' 
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"I've been watching it. It start
ed to move · several minutes ago, 
while you were unconscious. I've 
been watching it continuously. 
Tbere'a something alive under that 
mound. I'm certain of it now. An 
instant ago, just before I called 
your attention to it; it heaved up. 
Just as though-well, it' a impa
tient to get out. I gues11." 

"It ian't moviag now," proteated 
Taylor. 

"Not at this · moment. But keep 
your eyes on it and you'll see.'' 

TAYLOR watched. Only his 
rapid breathing betrayed hia 

agitation. After a moment, the 
breathing stopped, its cessation her
alded by a short · hiss. When Taylor 
apoke . again there was a note of 
appeal in his voice : 

"But I can't believe there's_ any
thing alive down there. An earth 
tremor • • • •  " 

"No." Harvey was pitilessly· firm. 
"It's too obvious. Aa soon as I saw 
what they intended to do with ua, 
as soon as they started spinning, 
I began to suspect the truth. And 
when I saw that mound and saw 
it move-" He broke off; abruptly. 
Then, after a moment: "Those 
skeletons in the other chambers 
gave me an inkling of what to an
ticipate. I knew that these were 
feast stations. Only I thought-it 
was amusing-! thought we were 
destined for the adults. I flattered 
myself that we were destined for 
mature stomachs. Not-maggots." 

"Cut it," groaned Taylor. "No 
sense in that kind of talk." 

Harvey smiled wanly. "No sense 
In any kind of talk-now." 

Taylor began violently to strug
gle. But only his back and shoul
ders were unconfined, and the more 
he moved the more terribly the 
rock projections cut through his 
gannents, lacerating his flesh. 

lt ls to Harvey's credit that he 
remained outwardly calm and im-

. mobile. Even when the mound bub
bled and heaved he did not ccy 011t 
or attempt to move his limbs. He 
simply thrust forward his head ... d 
watched, with a consuming cuca
osity, the smaU shapes · emettge 
from the soft loam, watched thek 
globular heads sway backward and 
forward in the dimming light. They 
were moist and glistening greenish 
globes that expanded in girth tiU 
they sagged with an excess of 
fleshly tumescence and enveloped 
in balloonlike folds the repulsive 
and malignant · faces . beneath.· Yet 
de-spite their buiging craniums the 
shapes were grotesquely small
eight-inch caricatures of the larger 
monsters without, with facea so 
shriveled and deformed that the 
mere sight of them sent a chill to 
Harvey's heart. As he strained for
ward the sweat dripped from his 
forehead. The monsters beyond the 
blue-lighted partition were at least 
partially anthropomorphic ; but in 
these tiny less mature faces ad
hered no kinship to humanity�t 
all, no remote suggestion of any
thing but the fiendish and bestiel. 

They were savagely eager, an 
eagerness that, in a manner of 
�peaking, was wholly dental. Their 
eyes were vacant, blind, and. only 
their teeth-rimmed mouths were 
alive and prescient. These were 
puckered in an instinctive eager
ness, a blind rage of hunger that 
clamored for a·ppeasement. 

ONE by one the creatures came 
from th.., broken earth and 

surged across the char.nber on thin, 
transparent tentacles. And as they 
advanced their faces contracted 
even more menacingly, and thefr 
lips writhed upward from their 
razor-sharp teeth. Intenninably 
they continued to appear, till the 
entire floor of the chamher was a 
squirniing mass of · translucent ten
tacles and dark hairy limhs. And 

. presently the vangl,lard reached the 
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ledge · where Taylor and Harvey 
were confined and, clambering . 
swiftly o"'fer the outcropping stones, 
swarmed upon the unfortunate men. 

·A surging · fury of revulsion 
raced through Taylor's veins. At 

· Jeaat fifteen of the things had 
cHmbed upon him, and their wet 
bodies were clinging tenaciously to 
his clothes and coiling a®ut hia 
shackled limbs. Their white, fish� 
like eyes · stared •ightlessly upward 
as they wriggled, and · their aerid 
breath made him choke and gasp. 
Presently . he heard an insatiable 
gnawing and the clashing of teeth· 
all about him. The sound deaf
ened him. 

The creatures were viciously eat
ing their way to his flesh, eating 
away both his clothes and the hard
ened exudation which covered 
them. 

For a while these activities con
tinued without abatement, and then 
-torture : excruciating torment in 
his flesh, t»iercing stabs of pain 
on his chest, shoulders and legs. 
Agonizingly he struggled to free 
himself from the merciless jaws 
that were snapping and tearing at 
his confined limbs. 

· 

HE lashed about, and gradually 
as he squinned the gutlike 

strands, whlcb, had been loosened 
· by the creatures' blind and insen

sate gnawing began perceptibly to 
give way • . They relaxed, broke, and 
t>he entire upper portion· _of his 
body sagged downward. Fiercely 
he continued to atruggle, and in 

. another moment his legs were also 
free, and he was sliding from the 
ledge. · 

Swiftly downward his body 
plunged, striking the earth with 
a thud, and dislodging a dozen of 
his tormentors. But no sooner was 
he on the ground than · another 
score of the creatures leaped upon . 
him and clawed at his lacerated 
flesh. When he endeavored .to rise 

they pressed in · 50 auffocatingly 
upon him that he was powerleu 
to . move. The whole chamber waa 
aswarm with their writhing tenta
cles. It was an inferno, a seething 
carnival. 

And then from out of the darJr:.
nen above there came an outbur.t . 
of insane laughter. In· his effort to 
face the inevitable stoically · Har
vey had overtaxed his endurance. 
and his nerves were in revolt. High 
up on . the ledge, above Taylor's 

-head, he had begun . horri-bly to 
laugh-mirth demoniac, rhythmic, 
mad, the hideous cackling of a man 
in the last extremity of mortal 
fright. 

And aa the awful sound rose in 
volume and intensity there oc
curred an · incident more myaterioua 
than all the shapes and sounds of 
that unearthly world--a sudden 
quelling of . the bestial orgy, a 
shifting of impulse in the vora
.cious hordes. F�r the high-pitched, 
semi-rhythmic reverberations of 
Harvey's insane mirth appeared to 
generate a cataclysmic reaction in 
the swarms of larval o�topi. 

WITH spasmodic jerks they 
descended from the ledge 

and from Taylor's body, and 
formed into a phalanx in the center 
of the c�er. In haste they hud
dled together, as hypnotically re
sponsive to the wild sound as were 
the rata of Hamelin to the pipings 
of the minstrel-oblivious to every
thing · but their own frenzied ca
vorting&. For an instant they went 
careening in a body about the 
chamber, clambering up the wall 
toward the ceiling and falling back 
upon the floor in a quivering 
swoon. Several times they repeated 
this wild, irrational dance, lying 
for an instant as though stunned, 
and then beginning again. Faster 
and faster, in a mad fury about the 
narrow enclosure. Faster and faster, 
in rhythmic dance, a whirling 
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waltz, macabre, blind. Louder 
.welled the laughter of poor Harvey 
and wilder became the leaping• and 
cavorttngs of the larval monsters, 
their mouths white with a drooling 
froth. · 

And suddenly they leaped upon 
the partition and began furiously 
to attack it with their teeth. Like 
a swarm ·of locusts they fell upon 
the confining web of exudation and 
gnawed and bit at it. Their jaws 
worked spasmodically, filling the 
cave with a crunching din. Back
ward · and forward over the web 
they moved, jostling one another in 
their fright. And presently a black 
hole yawned in the blue-lighted 
screen, and the larvae were swarm
ing through it. And then another 
hole appeared, and another, till the 
entire partition was riddled, and the 
creatures streamed through each of 
the yawning vents. Gradually they 
vanished, and only the prone fonn 
of Taylor on · the floor and the 
hysterical, acreaming form of Har
vey on the ledge remained in the 
chamber. 

With a supreme effort the former 
got unsteadily to his feet, and 
blundered toward the ledge. His 
friend, free of his shackles, was 
clinging helplessly to the uneven 
projections, staring insanely at the 
opposite wall and laughing li.ke a 
gorilla under torture. When Taylor 
reached out tremulously to steady · 
and reassure him Harvey stru.ck 
aside the proffered arm and shrieked · 
horribly. All of Taylor's remon
strances were of no avail. · Harvey 
drew himself up against the ledge 
and refused to ·descend. Taylor waa 
compelled to climb up beside him, 
and plead and struggle with him. 
and finally, in desperation, to strike 
him a vicious blow upon the chin. 

In another moment Taylor was 
dragging the unconscious form of 
his friend through the collapsed 
partition toward a luminous .void. 
Out, in frantic haste, alon� a dark, 

wide passage, up a st�ep incline and 
between narrow walls dripping with 
ooze. And to keep from going mad 
he too laughed as he advanced
shouted and laughed and wept. 

* * * 

WHEN Harvey recovered con-
sdouaness he was lying upon 

his back and· Taylor was kneeling 
beside him. The sky above his head 
waa very blue ; the sun shone with 
a wann and very earthly radiance. 
In instinctive bewilderment he put 
out his hand and felt the soil upon 
which he was lying. It was sandy 
soil, moist and soft. 

Taylor was staring at him solici
tously. "I hope you're all right, 
old fellow. It was a nasty blow I 
gave you, but I bad to do it. You · 
were hysterical-bel pleas." 

Harvey groaned, raising himself 
on his elbow. "I feel a little dizzy.'' 
he munnured. "I don't know-I 
don't know where I am. Weren't 
"Y'e in--a cave ? I seem to recall a · 
cave. It's all so confused. Something 
terdble • • •  .'' 

"Steady, Jim. You'll be all right 
in a moment. We were in a cave. · 
The. octopus people--remember? 
They walled us up." 

Harvey's face contracted spas
modically, and in a moment be was 
trembling. "I remember," he mur
mured. "The submarine, die vent
oh, my God I" He s·prang to his feet 
and stared wildly about him. Then 
quickly, with an agility that was 
appalling, he began racing about, 
staring up in bewilderment at the 
luxuriant foliage of the coco palma, 
and peering with incredulous eyea 
at the heavens flecked by white · 
normal clouds and the long white 
beach that sloped in a steep gra
dient to the s1m-red-dened ocean. 

He was faint with · excitement 
when he eame back to where Tay
lor was kneeling above the ashes of 
an extinguished fire. "A dream, 
then?" he murmured, sinking to hia 
knees. 
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-,o," Taylor shook his head. "I 
don't think so." 

""But how did we get here?" 

"I DON'T know precisely h�w. I 
broke through the wall and 

aragged you out into the main pas
uge. I remember doing that. And 
then-everything dissolved. I mean 
just that. The cave, the stalactites, 
everything." · 

.. And the submarine." 
••It's on the other side of the 

island. It's all battered in, twisted, 
smashed. We were caught up in a 
tidal wave, Jim, and cast on this 
island. That accounts for the sen
sation we had of falling through 
·space. After the smash-you under
stand? It's my guees we had a 
collision first. The S-87 got tangled 
up with a submerged bull or some
thing of the sort, and then a tidal 
wave carne along, and sent it spin
ning. There's no doubt about its 
haVing been a tidal wave. All the 
trees on the other side of the island 
are uprooted, and the S-87'• a hun
dred yards from the shore. It must 
have been a frightful cataclysm. 
The island's practically washed out 
over there." 

.. But the cave, the octopus· 
people?" 

"1 don't know waere they are. 
Theyre right beside us, perhaps, in 
another dimension!• 

"Another dimension?" 
.. Yes. That•s what I"ve been think

ing . . It's much less hard to believe 
than that we fell through a hole at 
the bottom of the sea. Besides, we 
didn•t. We know now that we didn't. 
I'm not much of .a bookworm, but 
I've read something of what mod·ern 
scientists are thinking nowadays 
about the fourth dimension, and it's 
my guess that we're very near to 
it, that there•s another "WOrld im-

. pinging-! think that"s the· word 
th.ey use-impinging on this island. 
By . some crazy mischance we 
stumbled into it. Or rather; the S-87 

was immersed in it. Now it's passed. 
You understand. We stumbled out 
·of it, etteaped from it. A misstep 
and we may get back into it again. 
It may _be lying very close to us. It . 
apparently moves about, for the 
submarine is now in oru · world. 
But it may come. back

. 
and . im

merse the submarine and us. You 
know what the books aay, the books 
that ·have tO do with such matters. 
I can remember one passage almoat 
word for word: •Above th� familiar 
seas and . islands of tihe world there 

. lie other invisible islands and seas, 
fourth-dimensional islands and seas, 

· peopled by strange and horrible 
creatures unlik-e anything with 
which we are familiar.' Those 
sailors-the skeletons in the cave-
were lost like us. CastaWllya. The 
other world broke through and en
gulfed them." . 

HARVEY was nodding excitedly. 
.. I think you've hit it," he 

munnured. "'But if it's true, if it's 
really true, wfflre still in danger.'' 

"'Chances are," continued Taylor, 
"we're safe for the present. But it 
may come back before we can get 
away • .  I've been hoping and praying 
that we'll be picked up before any
thing like tbat happens. See that 
sail?" Taylor gestured toward the 
sea. ..I've beeri watching it for an 
hour. I even lit a fire to attra-ct it. 
But it doesn't come any nearer." 

But in another moment he had 
risen to bi1 feet and was gesturing 
and pointing excitedly. "It's put

. ting on sail I" be exclaimed. "It's 
heading toward the island. Don"t 
you see?" 

••y ou're· right, by Heaven." 
Taylor's eyes fastened on. the sail 

with a consuming curiosity. "They 
see us," be munnured. ..If only 
they can get here in time. • • .'� 

The two men started running 
swiftly down the beach toward the 
sea. ..1 think we're safe !" shouted 
Taylor. "We're out . of it, com-
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pletely. Good thing, though, we 
made an effort. We'd have been car
ded away if ·we hadn•t. Like the 
sailors. They were carried away be
cause--because they were dead. You 
were as helple.ss as a dead man. 
Good thing I knocked you out.'' 

A few minutes later they were 
clambering aboard a small sailing 
craft captained by a dark-skinned 
Oriental with sunken cheeks and 
small, shifty eyes. 

"Bad island.'' he muttered, trucu
lently, when he had rec-overed from 

his aatoniB'hment. ''Bad leland. Never 
go there. Strange things happen 
people go there. Never once come 
back. Bad island for .mea to go to." 

The celerity with which he gave 
instructions for getting away, oc
dering his crew about as · though 
they were vermin, bore eloquent 
testimony to the reality of his 
trepidation. He was profoundty 
agitated, as were Taylor and Har
vey until a half mile of open sea 
stretched between their sun-s-corched 
persons and the island of horror. 

Fairies of Folklore 
THE folklore of nearly every people 

makes mention of fairies, human in 
form and usually diminutive, · with un
usual powers for good and · evil. These 
little cl'U.turea have the power of mak
ia.g themselves invisible when they wish. 
They are never worshipped. but are 
often invoked for ald. They come right 
into the homes of people to spread their 
gifts. It is beat to keep in their good 
graces, for if oft' ended they can do much 
mischief. · 

Among the Persians are the Peris, 
delicate, ethereal females, who, though 
not immortal, live very long. To assist a 
Peri, or to otherwise get into her good 
graces, brings good luck, and to offend 
one brlnga bad luck. 

The Shedim, a species of fairy de
scended from Adam,· were believed in by 
the Jews. They have wings and are 
phP.ically similar to angela; they cat, 
dnnk and are merry and are glad to 
help any mortal who ls kind to them. 

The Djinna of Arabia are a more 
dangerous kind. They are males with the 
power of making themselves invisible, 
and it is important to keep on the right 
side of them. for they can do e;reat dam
age if offended. War and acctdent have 
alain many of them. but they were once 
a mighty race. It ia known that a aboot
intr; star alway• marks the death of a 
DJinn. . 

The Greek and · Roman fairies were 
called Fauna and Satyrs Dryads and 
Naiads. They often mingled with mor
tala, and sometime• even intermarried 
with them. They would reward kind
nesses and bring good luck if properly 
treated. 

In France are Follcts who are always 
invisible but whose voices can often he 
heard. They have a strange sense of 
humor or are perhaps juat mischievous, 
fot· they love to pelt peaaanta with 

., 
atones and enter houses and throw 
about utensils and otllerwbe create 4ft
order. Like other fairlea they do good 
and make rewards to those in their good 
graces. It is lucky to find their tracka in 
the grass. 

In France are also Fees, Lutina aad 
Goblins. These little folk dance in fair)' 
rings by night, haunt springs and soli
tary grottoes, tie up horses' manes to 
form stirrups and then ride their mounts 
hard. They give presents, help lovers 
and preside at births, bringing luck to 
babies they take an interest in. Some
times they are very naughty and ste•I a 
child from ita cradle, leaving one of 
their own kind in ita place. Such a one 
is called a Changeling, and, while apt. to 
be beautiful, ita inclinations are for e�.ril. 

The Scandinavians have Elves, play
ful1 mischievo'l• little creatures who de
llgnt in vexing people by knotting the 
hair of sleeping children, stealing small 
articles, and other such things. Because 
they can cause no end of trouble lt is 
well to be kind to them, especially by 
leaving food for them to eat in the grot-
toea where they dwell. . 

Ireland has multitudes of fairies, so it 
is only natural that their literature is 
full of tales of their deeds. They dress 
in green, are very pretty and kind, help 
poor peasants. brtng lovers together and 
do good unobtrusively. 

Fairies who do all kinds of mischief, 
Dwarfs, Trolls and Gnomes, are those 
found in Teutonic countries, and many 
are the rites and ceremonies resorted to 
by the peasantry to get into their good 
graces. 

In Scotland are the Brownies and 
Kelpiea. They sometimes take the form 
of cattle or horses, and throw people off 
who attempt to ride them. They are 
generally mischievo�, and do nothing 
much of benefit. 



"'.Tire hum and 
caulelron huhhle" 

' 

. A MEETING I!.LA CE FOR 
fORCERER..T AND APPREN-TICEr· 
Buried Death Fears 

Dear Editor :  
Congratulations ! Your first number of 

Strange Tales is good; it has all the ear
marks of another successful magazine. 
Cover strikes me as being better than any 
so far on Astounding Stories. My . objec
tion to the Astounding covers is that they 
try to be illustrations for some story; I 
mean that the artist usually develoJ?s the 
P.icture exactly as he would an tnside 
dlustration, showing characters in action. 
Now, to my way of thinking, the human 
charactera who happen to be throwing a 
javelin at an ape or setting off some celes
tial pyrotechnics are not important on 
the .. cover. Inside theT are 100% impor
tant, for there the pscture must put an 
actual story-scene before us; must show· 
us John J. Hero in action ; but · on the 
cover it is the story idea that is important 
rather than the portrayal of some definite 
action of the hero in the story. 

And here I started to congratulate you 
on S. T., and have wound up by bawlinc 
you out for Astounding. But perhaps )'OU 
will pther from this that I liked the 
S. T. cover immensely. 

I have bad time only for a huty skic»
ping through of the contents. What I 
have seen reads well ; I believe that )'OU 
are bitting a high mark. And now for a 
suggestion- · 

Perhaps, even though the readers are 
invited to ex\>reu their opinions and likes 
and dislikes, tt is the part of prudence for 
a contributor to keep his mouth shut. I 
will take a chance, however. and ofFer a 
suggestion, and, since it is offered without 
my having read the magazine, it · will be 
apparent that this is not a criticism of 
edttorial policy as exemplified therein bat 
merely my own ideas of a pouible danger 
after looking over some of the yarns. 

To continue publication you must «.t�
velop a certain circulation. That means .a 
big field of readers that you reach. and 
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caancp.tJ7 It follow• tbat the mapJdM _. be aa iDatrament of aood or 
eft� •ect UpOil thoae thousands ol miade. 
How, ba tbia matter of horror tale., it 
._ to me that there ia a distinct line 
tt.t C&D be drawn. On one aide are 
poaped the lltOI'iea that are weird, grue
IIOIDe perhapr, almost any type that will 
make the alaivera run up .na· down the 
readen' IIDiDea. bat--they do not include 
the one cfua that muat be placed on tbe 
other aide of that dividiq line: the 
atoriea which fill the miDd with fear of 
death. 

"Why fear death? It is the moat beaati
f..U adYOD.ture of life I" Frohman'• words 
wbell he stood on the lrinking Titamc. 

ADcJ aa.ythiq which places in receptive 
miDcls a fear of that adventure, a terror 
of what awalta them in that "bourne from 
wbicb. no traveler returns" is an Unmiti-
gated nil. . · 

Does that bar ghost ator:..S? Not for a 
miDate. Nor the depiction of evolving ele
JDCDtala or what have you. It bars no 
•btcle type of story; it means merely 
that nery type should be eumined with 
that tboqbt xn mind, and every story re
jected if it croHea that invisible line of 
demarcation between the atory that may 
be abeer horror ·but leaves no buried 
death-fear in the rea.der'a mind, ancl the 
other story· that does have a definitely 
detrimental psycbolo8ical eflect. 

And again I call your attention to the 
fact that this ia not a criticiam of your 
policy, for I do not yet know your policy 
very well; but I have taken advantage of 
your invitation to submit suggestions and 
am giving you this one for what it may 
be worth.-C. W. Diflin.. 

Likes M�ny Stories 

Dear Editor : 
Congratulations on the ] anuary number 

of ·Strange Tales. It Ia the beat lHue that 
you have brought out yet, and if you can 
maiutaln auc:h a high level of excellence, 
yow maguine will certainly be a crack
erjack. I am alao pleased to note that this 
i11a11e cootalna eight stories. Thia is very 
much better than having, aay, from five to 

· anea comparati-.ely long stories i and If 
Strange Tales occasionally contaUls niDe 
or even ten stories it will be all right as 
fw aa I am coocerned, as it will cive the 
maguine plenty of variety. 

I think ,.Wolves of Darlmeaa" ia one 
of tile best weird stories I have ever read. 
Jt Is told with great skill and remarkable 
"rividnesa and abowa us the werewolf 
from an entirely new angle. I fo�d this 
stcwy highly e!'IP"oasing -and entertainlnlr 
from start to finish. 

-The Door to Saturn" is a very amusing 
story and I bad many a chuckle over Jlr. 
Smith's fantastic drollery .aa I read it. I 
don't know whether or not the author in
tended thia to be a satire on interplanetary 
stories in general, but it would do for 
auch, admirably. 

1 a1ao liked -n.. Door of no--· � 
IIIIlCh .. 1 Ul eapedall]r foed of ....... 
clealiac with piJD. old. cleaerte4 bo•l• . 
I hope ::poa � pubHah man_7_ of thi8 Jd8l 
in Stra�tp Talea.-Paal S. &mitla, 5C5 Ber
� St., Orance, H. J. 
._Oyl Oyl Oyl,. 
Dear Editor: 

I have read the two iuuee of Btraaa• 
Tales ao far publiabed, and tblak that you 
have the bccinninc of a fine magulae. · In 
these ia&uea, three tales atuad way out 
above the rest, and it is of th� that I 
would apeak a couple of worda. 

In the present iHue, ·"Caadua... by 
Henry S. Whitehead, ia remarkable. Jt is 
'ood, even for Whitehead, and tbat'a aay
.mg a great deaL Dr. Whitehead fa a put 
master at "depicting tho joys and sorrows 
and atranae macabre terrors of the W at 
Indian negro. The abnormal little evil 
entity1 the .. twin brother" cheated out of 
his btrthright, ia • srotesque, yet very 
pathetic conception. Certain scenes iD this 
atory ataDcl out aa vivid, unforgettable pic
tures. The groteaque little black abnormal-· 
ity scattering ac:roaa the floor, blac:kapiust 
the white moonlight; tbe sinister sqgea
tive awingina of the liaua vine ; the mon
strosity JlUraaina the madly fleeing pic:ka
niJmy IJ'ID& cruabed, bleeding and help
leas, beneath the mangling and tearing 
c:lawa of the cat. In the depicting of the 
Weatern Indian negro, Whitehead baa no 
equal, and all bia pictures of them have 
all the color and aubtle shading of an ex
quisite oil painting. Whitehead Ia not 
merely a supreme atory-tellez:, be baa the · feeling of a true artist, and I hope in tho 
future to aee a great many of bla stories 
in S. T. 

.. The Place of the J7tbODa," by Arthur 
]. Burka, in the last 1asue, ia a master
piece. No other wQrd will adequately de
scribe it. I consider it worthy of Poe or 
Bierce. I shall take very good care that 
my copy of this story is not lost. Its orig
inality of conception is unique, astound
ing. The man'a being the python, and the 
python the man, i� exceedingly powerful, 
the more ao u it Ia not postulated or ez
plained; it ia simply taken for arantod. 
The steaming jungle night the warm 
slash of the rain, the dreaCI ol the swamp, 
the .tnaoaa and sinister aluapea that glide ; 
beads upraised among the vine-clad 
depth. and the lyrical, exquisite poetieal 
style in whic:h these tbinp are narrated; 
all these make up a story, the reading of 
which is one of the events of a lifetime. I 
congratulate the author most warmly on 
having produced auch a wonderful piece 
of work, and am certain that it will go 
down Ia biatory aa one of the finest mas
terpieces of weird tales. I cannot suf
ficiently ezpreaa my admiration for it. 

"The Return of the Sorcerer," by Clark 
Ashton Smith, is a deliciously BrUesome 
tale. 0,.1 oyl oyl jf those movmc parts, 
separated or conjoined shoUld to-night 
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make an entty into .our bcdroom-Ouic.t 
HetJCT, tbe Flit/ Oyl oyl oyl What a 
atoty to read when one is all alone on a 
sharp autumn nicht when the wind rattles 
the abutters, the bare boughs beat on the 
aide of the house and the Wildly weepinc 
autumn raindrops tap insistently at the 
pane l 

All success to Strange Tales, .its enter
prising editor, and its gifted authors.
Bernard Austin Dwyer, West Shokan, 
N. Y. 

We Improve 

Dear Editor : 
Congratulations on the best Issue. of 

S. T. to date. "Wolves of Darkneu" 
was great, with the suspense well han
dled and the explanations to tho point and not anti-cllmactical. For second 
place I couldn't decide between "Dead 
Legs," ''Tho Moon Dial.'' and "Tho 
Door of Doom." For third. I select 
"The Shadow on tho Sky," �or fourth, 
"The Black Laugh," and for fifth and 
sixth. "The Door to Saturn" and "Tho 
Smell." 

Wu again somewhat diaajlpointed in 
Clark Ashton Smith's offorinc-that 
writer can do much better than his laat 
two S. T. tales. 

Keep up the cood work. but I do wiah 
you'd got hold of a lot ot stock cuts for 
bead and tail-pieces, etc. Tbo coYer this 
time was exceptionally well done, though 
tho last iaaue was positively lousy. I 
would also like to see some weird or 
exotic verse occasionally. Really, thla 
number is so far ahead of tho last that I 
would not be much ·�rised to loam 
tho maga�:ine is roing to be laaued 
monthly instead o bi-monthly.-Bruce 
Bryan, 635 N. Gramercy PL, Los An
coles, Calif. 

I Am Overcome 

Dear Editor: 
The first story I read in tbe ] anuary 

Issue was "Dead Lees." The yarn was 
a wowl and goes to show, as I have long 
suspected1 that Edmond Hamilton is a 
master ot W elrd Fiction. 

Seems to me that Weaao was a little 
careless with the cover on this iaaue. 
Jack Williamson, in •wolves of Dark
ness," describes the girl as follows: 
"Her akin was white. With a cold, lep
rous, bloodless whiteness. Almost as 
white aa tbe snow." Wesso ahowa her 
epidermis as fair as one could deair.e. 
The other features are correct. When 1 
saw those eyes I nearly dropped. The 
cold, green glint in them would quail a 
statue. 

As for tho other tales in tho mag I 
am sure that they uphold the tradition 
set up by Mr. Bates in tho other mac 
he edits. I haven't cot to them yet. 

Now I want to extend my heartfelt 
congratulatlona to the. guiding cenlua at 

the helm of Aatoundlnc Stories and 
Strance Tales--Mr. Harry Bates. Each 
of these maltS has contained stories by 
the beat fict1on writers of the day. And 
to top that, their stories are not hack
work. They reserve the best products 
of their pens for the aboYe named mar;a
.zlnea. In a recent iaaue of Astoundmc 
Stories, a writer gave three literary 
cheers for Mr. Bates. I but echo his 
sentiments when I clve him three cheers 
and a double tiger and wish binl a very, 
very happy New Year. [A little late, 
but we'll chance .it to Fourth of July. 
And thankee, thankee.-Ed.] I hope, 
that for many 7eara to come, he will 
guide the destinies of two of my favo
rite mags. [Mr. Clayton, please notice. 
-Ed.]-Fred C. Miles, 3000 Springfield 
Ave .• New Providence, N. J. · 

Congrats 

. Dear Editor: 
Congrata on the beat Issue, by far, 

of the first tbreo. How could it help being with Hamilton, Wflllamson, Smith 
and P'Iacc in the same number t 

I think Flacc's and Hamilton's yarns 
were the two beat. Both were entlrelr. 
different. Flaft'a idea was quite nove , 
I thoucht, inasmuch as it was the first 
tale I remember that used tbe sense of 
smell for the theme. And Hamilton's 
"Dead Legs" was excellent, too, because 
of . ita straqe plot. Williamaon'a story 
waa fine, and it bad me gueaainc for a 
lone while--perhaps too long. I like 
abort stories. Long ones usually bore 
me a bit. I thought •wolves of Dark
neu" was just a bit too drawn out. 
Smith manaced to contrive an Inter
planetary strange tale, and a mighty fine 
one at that. 

Let's have more plots that don't deal 
juat with reincarnations, elementala, 'hosts. etc. Of the rest of tho stories 

liked "The Door of Doom" and "Tbe 
Black Lauch." The other two I did not · care for. and I thoucht "The Moon 
Dial" particularly uninterestinc.-For- -
rest J. Ackerman, 530 Staples Ave., San 
Francisco, Cal. 

Says It with Verse 

Dear Editor: 
Being a regular reader of your As

tounding Stories, I thought I would 
write and tell you bow much I enjoy it. 
1 have been readlnc it for about a year 
now and I never seem to tire of it the 
way I do tho other weekly or monthly 
maga.ines. Now I see you have pub
lished a new book called Strange Tales, 
which I think is even better than Aa
toundina' Stories, thouch it is bard ·to 
tell whfch Is the moat interestlq. 

Being a British reader, ft Is aboat a 
month later that I can obtain my cooles, 
but, ne-.ortheleaa, they are worth wa{tlnc 
for. · 
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In appreciation of th� good stories 
published both in A. S. IUld S. T ., I 
have written a verse about each: 

I like to read good stories, 
With thrills in them galore ;  

Aatounding Stories has th,em �1, 
But try and give us more. 

I'd Uke to meet the authors, 
Ray Cummings IUld the rest, 

They all sure know their onions, 
But tell me who's the beat ? 

And now Strange Tales you've printed : 
It makes your backbone cold; 

It. grips you till you're finished, 
Whether boy, girl, young or old. 

I've read your first edition ; 
And though I get it late, 

It's something I just live for-
One hundred years I'd wait I 

-Thomas McCartin,. 10 Roaaendale Rd., 
Collokshaws, Glasgow, Scotland. 

A. S. and S. T. 
Dear Editor: 

I have just read a group of old copies 
of · Aatoundin' Stories, ancf I want . to 
tell you I think A. S. is simply great. 
I read moat every Science Fiction mag
uine I ciUl buy, trade, or borrow, but 
yours geta my attention 6rat. 

Now Just a word of- praise for A. S.'a 
companaon magasine, Strange Talea. It'a 
the beat yet. I can assure you that I 
will never misa a copy. Why can't we 
have a "Readers' Corner" in StranJ.e 
Tales? I'm sure all the readers will 
agree with me that lt would be a good 
idea. [All right-accept our "Cau.Jdron." 

-Nnk the beat stories In the three 
iliauea that I have read were : "The 
Dead Who Walk," .. The Thirteenth 
Floor," •'Webbed Hands,'' ••caaaiua" IUld 

· •'Wolves of Darkness.'' I can't aay 
enough for thia laat; it was the beat 
story I have read In any maguine of the 
type of Strance Tales. "Dead Lees" 
was ao good a second as to almost be a 
firat. Be sure and keep Edmond Hamil
ton on the staff; he's creat. ..The Door 
of Doom" comes next and "The Smell .. 
last. "The Moon Dial" I did not like at 
all nor ••The Door to Saturn.'' ••The 
Black Lauch" and •"The Shadow on the 
Sky" were not too bad. 

If tbia letter ia printed, and llllyone 
reading it would like to correspond with 
me, I would be glad to hear from them. 
-Chester A. Payfer, Rte. 3, Yale, Mich. 

.., 
Ride 'Jm, Cowboy/ 

Dear Editor: 
T�y I stops by Hogan's hole-in

tl»-wall to buy me a aeepr like I do rel(lar ••c• I come off the ranf'e an' play like I'm a city guy: an' I pta. me 

a Strange Tales often Hogan, an' reads 
it, same aa I do reg'lar ever' time it 

· comes out. That is, callatin' I'm sober 
at the time. 

Pardner, you got a good book o' 
yarns in the Jinuary number. I could 
feel myself runnin' an' anarlin' with that 
sreen-cyed girl an' them wolves Jack 
Williamson tells abQut, an' the bristles 
raisin' on my backbone when Hamilton's 
••Dead Lees" uses the ax. an' on along 
through the whole mesa o' darn good 
ghost stories--thankful for one ladleful 
o' happiness dished out in the .. Moon 
Dial" by that feller Whitehead-just 
amokin' alon' casdal an• havln' a good 
time, not takan' any of 'em too aeriua. 

But for Pete's sake I That Francia 
Flags, him that wrote ••The Smell l" 
Somebody hawgtie him and glt a iron on 
him I Pronto I You can round up a crit
ter an' deal with him when you know 
where he b'longs, but this Flags!. now, 

· a man don't know whether to tell him 
to aet an' chaw. or git to helle�one 
outa here. Ia this alick�ear- tryln to 
tell us that if the decent part of us 
could see what we reely injoy to waller 
in it would prove plumb fatal? Or ia he 
aayin' that If the orneriness ·in us could 
ever meet up square with the ahlnln' 
face· of what we'd aspire to be that the 
lousy old beast would lay right down 
with ita hoofs up an' the beat of our 
conatituahun would ftoat off an' be a 
anfell Or is he throwin' a akeer into us 
an givin' us the horae laugh? 

Good gravy! My hair ain't laid down 
aence Toosday. Come again. Strange 
Talea.-Buckaroo Hart, 553 Natoma St.. 
San Francisco, Cal. 

Now, You See/ 

Dear Editor : 
. There is a little final touch to a story 

I came acroaa in the British Medical Journal not long ago which might be of 
·tntereat to readers of· Strange Tales. It 
occurs at the end of an account, by a: 
medical officer in W eat Africa, of how 
fourteen native women were all struck 
and killed b1 lightning while under the 
same galvanu:ed iron shelter. · 

All the natives, including the driver of 
the motor-lorry which had been sent to 
remove the bodies to a mortuary, firmly 
refused to enter the shelter, aa there 
was a prevalent belief that anyone re
moving the bodies .before the "ju-ju" 
had been appeased by a ceremony of 
purification by the ••thunder women" 
would die within a week. 

However, the European manacer of 
the local transport company drove the 
bodies to the mortuary· in spite of the 
warnings he, too, received. And three 
days later he was admitted to the Euro
pean hospital at Accra, where be lin
gered for three more da:ya and then died 
from yellow fever.-Allen Glasser, 1610 
University Ave., New York, N. Y. 
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Why Not� 

Dear Editor: 
I recently aaw the picture, "Murden 

in tho Rue Morgue:• It was described 
as being more weird than "Dracula" 
and "Frankenstein! Naturally I ex
pected to see a good picture, but. I was 
disappointed- The picture was not weird 
and the plot was silly. The thing was, 
in my estimation, a complete Bop. I do 
not understand how it ever happened to 
be released-

If the producers want to put out some 
real weird pictures, why don't they pick 
on some modern weird story? Take 
"The Duel of the Sorcerer�·· for in
stance. If filmed it would make a peach 
of a thriller. Provided. of course, it was 
not changed. 

W esso•s cover for the Karch Strance 
Tales is good. as arc his drawinp. 

Let's have more of Dr. Muncing. 
I hope that Strange Tales will soon . 

be p11bliabed every month, but I think 
that you ought to add more pages first. 

The more blood-chllling stories are, 
the better I like them.-Jack Darrow, 
4225 N. Spaulding Ave., Cbicag_o, Ill. 

Yesslr 

Dear Editor: 
Words fall to express my rapture on 

receiving the March luue of Astound
ing Stories. It was a truly wonderful 
issue. "The Affair of the Brains,.. by 
Anthony Gilmore, was splendid, and the 
second · installment of "Wandl, The In
vader'' was superb. Your, or should I 
say "our,.. magazine is rapidly improv
ing (if that is possible), and I hope to 
read many more issues like the present. 

The March issue of Strange Tales by 
far surpassed all of the former iuuea. It 
was perfectly crand I 

"The Duel of the Sorcerers," by Paul 
Ernst, could not have been excelled. 
"By the Handa of the Dead,.. by Fran
cia Flagg, was magnificent. "The Feline . 
Phantom,•• by Gilbert Draper, "The Case 
of the Sinister Shape, .. by Gordon Mac
Creagh, "Tiger,•• by Bassett Morgan, 
"Back; Before the Moon," by S. Omar 
Barker and ''The Veil of . Tanit,.. by 
Eugene de Rezske-all were ecelb:ent. 

Keep up the fine worki-Fred J. Wal
sen, 5609 E. 17th Ave., Denver, Colo. 

And Long Life to You! 

Dear Editor : 
I thank you for some especially good 

stories in the March number of Strange 
Tales. Francis Flagg is a favorite Sci
ence Fiction writer, .and "By the Handa 
of the Dead•• is well written and thought 
provoking. "The Trap,'• by Henry S. 
Whitehead, is one I have particularly 
enjoyed. You see, my favorites are 
those that combine the fascinating pos
sibilities of scientific disconry with 

good fiction. But, alao1 I am very happy 
with such detightful bttle tales of lo't'e · 
and faith as "Back Before the Mooa,'' 
by S. Omar Barker, and ''Tiger,'' by 
Baaaett Morgan. Sure!?' ycu ha.e Ill· 
most "pleased everyone• in this number 
of the magazine, for probably there are 
people who like even those other stories 

. which seem to me only fantastic aDd 
tiresome, and they have as much rl&bt 
to be entertained as - 1. 

Long life to your fine, clean bookt-
Lucy Reynold•, · 553 Natoma St., San 
Francisco, Cal. 

A Whole Novelette Is Coming! 

Dear Editor : 
Just a line to let you know that of all 

the stories in your March Issue, ''The 
Ca1e of the Sinister Shape•• appealed to 
me moat. 

Gordon MacCroagh seems to have a 
thorough knowledge of his subject, and 
the way it is handled makes very inter
eating reading. It is nice to have each 
step explained-each exorcism explained 
in full, as MacCreagh does. I read hie 
other Dr. Muncing story some months 
ago in your magazine, and on seeing his 
name in this issue I turned to · it first. 
Please give as more of Dr. Muncing.
Melville Keating, 64 W. 9th St., New 
York. · N. Y. 

��clicks" 

Dear Editor : 
Strange Tales · certainly cUcb with 

me. Rousseau, Cummings, Flagc, �U
liams, Ernst, Whitehead, Smith-boy, 
there's a list of writers that would wow 
anybody. 

''The Duel of the Sorcerers" in this 
issue makes your hair cud, and no fool
ing. I'll take my hat off-or rather the 
creeping of my scalp will shake it off
to Paul Ernst; and also Francia Flacc 
for "By the Handa of the Dead." ThoH 
fellows sure have imagination with a 
capital I. "The Case of the Sinister 
Shape,'• by MacCreagh, and "The Trap," 
by Whitehead, are another pair of yarns 
that make you afraid to sleep in tho 
dark.-E. L. Miller, 630 E. 14th St., 
New York, N. Y. · 

Try V sse line 

Dear Editor: 
I have been reading Strange Tales 

since ita inception. It is a dam fine 
magazine. Cummings'. story in the first 
issue was splendid for about half the 
story, and then it trailed off. Somehow 
the end left me feeling that the expla
nation for all that went before waa 
hardly up to the expectations aroused. 
Still I got a kfck from readlq lt. 
Rousseau was splendid. 

I have just cotten the current laue 
of Strange Tales and the hair OD IIQI' 
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head refuaea to lie down. I like the 
variet7 ·of stories you give In this mac
ulae-no two alike. Consider the dif
ference in auch atorica as "Dead Lees," 
.. Wolves of Darkness," .. The Door to 
Sa tara, •• "The Smell,.. "The Duel of the 
Sorcerers," "By the Handa of the Dead,'" 
etc.-and :yet everyone of them sent the 
chUla down m:y spine. 

Flacg, Whitehead and Smith are your 
moat oricinal authors to date--and how 
the;, can write t-but I have yet to read 
a poor atory ln Strange Talea. .If It's 
shivers one wanta-well, here's the mac t 
-Lucius Trent, Beatty, Md., R. F. D. 3, 
Media, Pa. 

A.nnouncement 
Recent developments in the mapslne 

publishing buslneu have made it advisable 
that we issue Strange Tales quarterly for 
a time, Instead of bi-monthly aa hereto-
fore. · . 

We are sorry to require our many en
tbuaiaatic readera to wait an extra month 

between iaauea, but the curtailed schedule 
should not remain In effect lone-not 
more than two or three iaauea, aa far a• 
we can eatimate at the moment. 

So meanwhile, stand by, everybody, and 
continue •• In the �st your hearty support 
of Strange Tales. We for our part shall of 
couree continue to lrfve :you the ver:y finest 
new Weird Fiction that can be procured. 

"The Cauldron'' 
All readers arc extended a diabolical 

Invitation to come over to "The Caul
dron" and throw in ever:ything :you've 
cot that ma,- add to the potenc:y of our 
brew. Garlic, carbolic acid, the left 
hind foot of a bump-backed rabbit, old 

· human ·bones, gall, ideas; brimstone, 
roaea, horseshoes and cood old-fashioned 
brlcka-everyt.lli:og. You must seaaon 
the brew to taste: uy good - aor.cerer 
will tell :you tlutt. 

Braiu burD ud .. CauldroD.. bubble/ 
-Tbe Editor. 

An Incantation · 
THERE occurs in some detail in the 

works of Horace the description of a 
horrible incantation. With three sorcer
eues to aeaist her, Canidia, an old hag, 
endeavored to concoct a charm wbereb,- a 
certain younc man named Varus, for 
whom abe had conceived a passion, but 
who regarded her with the utmost con· 
tempt, might be made obsequious to her 
desires. · 

Canidia appeared with deadly serpents 
entwined In the locka of her dishevelled 
hair. Ordering a wild fie-tree and funereal 
c;,Press to be rooted up from the nearb:y 
sepulchre• on whic:h they grew, abe caused 
them, together with the egg of a toad 
smeared With blood, the plumage of a 
screech owl, various herbs broucht from 
Tbeaaal:y and GeorcJ.a, and bones tom 
from the jaws of a famished doc, to be 
burned In flames fed with perfumes from . 
Colchia. 

One of the aasiatant witches then traced 
with hurried steps the edifice, aprinklinc 
It, as abe went, with dropa from the 
A-..emus, the hair on her head atlfr and 
erect like the bristles of a hunted boar, 
while another, who was believed to have 
the faculty of conJuring the stars and the 
moon down from heaven. contributed her 
ald. The last . assistant sorceress, armed 
with a spade, with much labor dug a trench 
In ·the earth. 

A beardless youth, naked, was plunced 
ap to his chin ln the trench until the time 
when lila marrow and his liver were read;, 
to be used In conc:octinc the love potion 
from which the bags promised themael vea 
the J�DUYeloua reaulte. · 

'l'he hapleae :youth endured their orlrfea 
with amuemen�, aaldnc, by_ the aods who 

ruled the earth and all the race of mortals, 
what meant their dreadful rite. He then 
entreated Canidla, by her children, If abe 
ever bad offspring, by his hip rank, and 
b:y the never-failing vengeance of Jupiter 
on such foul deeds, to tell him wny abe 
cast on him auc:h frightful glances, moat 
like those of a beast turned at bay • . 

Failing utterly in his earnest entreaties 
the vlc:tim in his agony at last heaped 
curses on his torturers. He told them that 
aa a ghost he would haunt them forever ; 
he would tear their cheeks with his fangs, 
b7 the power given to the shades below; 
he would sit, a nightmare, on their boa
oms, driving away sleep from their eyes. 

Much time went by; unmoved by these 
threats and execrations, Canidia only com
plained at the slowness with which her 
charma were operating. She cnawed her 
fiacen with race. She Invoked the night 
and the moon under whose rays her out
rqea were beina carried on, to speed the 
effects of her incantationa and · aignalise 
their power beneath the roof· of him whose 
love abe sought. She impatiently ·demand
ed why her drup should be of leas potency 
than those of Medea, with which abe 
poisoned a garment that, being l.ut on, 
cauaed Creusa, daughter of the ing of 
Corinth. to expire in intolerable torment. 

She &ally concluded that Varus bad 
negated her power by previously taking a 
�cal antidote, and resolved to prepare 
a m�chtier c:harm, that nothing on earth or 
in hell should resist . .. Sooner," ah� said, 
.. abaJI the aky·be swallowed up in the sea, 
and the earth be stretched a covering over 
both, than thou, my enem:y, shalt not be 
wrapped in the ilamea of love aa subtle 
and tenacious as tbOae of burning pitch I" 
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ARE YOUANELK? 

"8-B-B-B-B-B-B-BROTHER! "  

If so you will appreciate the subtle humor of this illustration 
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BUNK 
"America's Best Humorous Magazine" 
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P. S.: Of course, if you insist, we'll send it to you for one year for $z .Bo. 
BUNK, 1 55 East 44th Street, New York City 
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