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R

ON TI is our greatest scientist. 
Which is to say that he is the 
greatest in our known universe, 

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

He had called a meeting of seven of 
us in his 4 4 workshop'', as he termed 
his experimental laboratory. There 
came Hul Jok, the gigantic Com
mander of the Forces of Planetary 
Defense; Mor Ag, who knew all there 
was to lmow about the types, lan
guages and customs of the dwellers on 
every one of the major planets; Vir 
Dax, who could well-nigh bring the 
dead to life with his strange remedies, 
powders, and decoctions; Toj Qui, the 
soft-spoken, keen of brain -the one 
Venhezian who could "talk a bird off 
a bough," as the saying goes-our 
Chief Diplomat of Interplanetary 
Affairs; and J.�an Apo, whose gift was 
peculiar, in that he could unerringly 
tell, when listening to any one, be that 
one Venhezian, Markhurian, or from 
fa.r Ooranos-planet of the unex
pected-Lan A po could, I repeat, tell 
whether that one spoke pure truth or 
plain falsehood. Nay, he could even 
read the truth held back, while seem
ingly listening attentively to the lie 

WHEN 
,_THE 

_ _...,.. STAR 
WANED Ly Nietzin · 

put forward t A valuable man-but 
uncomfortable to have about, at 
times! 

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

Ron was excited. That was plain 
to be seen in the indifferent, casual 
manner he displayed. He is like that. 
The rest of us were frankly curious, 
all but that confounded Lan Apo. He 
wore a faintly superior smile, as who 
should say: '4 N o  mystery here, to 
me!" 

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

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

3 



4 WEIRD TALES 

"Listen," commanded Ron, and 
swung the pointer to the symbol of 
our own world. 

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

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

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

And silence was the result ! 

RON's look was significant. It spoke 
volumes. One and all, we looked 

into each other's faces, and read 
therein retlected the same anxiety, the 
same apprehension which we each ex
perienced. 

That something was radically 
wrong with our neighbor, everybody 
already knew, for many years before 
the green light of Aerth had become 
perceptibly dimmer. Little attention, 
however, had been paid at first, for, 
by interplanetary law, each planet's 
dwellers remained at home, unless 
their presence was requested else
where. A wise idea, if one stops to 
consider. And no call had come to us 
nor to a.ny other world from Aerth ; 
so we had put it down to some purely 
natural cause with which, doubtless, 
the Aerthons were perfectly capable 

of coping without outside help or 
interference. 

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

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

But now-this invention of Ron 
Ti 's placed a remarkably serious as
pect upon the question. For, if 
Aerth still occupied its old place
and we knew beyond doubt that it did 
-then what lay behind this double 
veil of silence and invisibility T 

What terrible menace threatened 
the universe 1 For whatever had hap
pened on one planet might well occur 
on another. And if Aerth should 
perchance be wrecked, the delicate 
balance of the universe would be seri
ously shaken, might even be thrown 
out completely, and Markhuri, so near 
the sun, go tumbling into blazing 
ruin. 

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

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

"Well f" demanded Hul Jolr, the 
practical. ''What are you going to 
do about it, Ron ! '' 

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

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

Why J>ecord the obvious� When 
such as Ron Ti and Hul Jok make 
request to the Supreme Council, it is 
from nooes8ity, not for amusement. 
Alld the council saw it in that aspect, 
and granted them free hand. 

We started as promptly as might 
be. 

TBE great Aethir�Torp hurtled 
througil space in smooth, even 

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

With this in mind I asked him 
casually yet curiously: 

'' Hul Jok, -if the Aerthons resent 
our inquiry, and bid us begone, what 
will you dot'' 

''Run!'' grinned the giant, good
humoredly. 

"You will not fight, should we be 
attacked T '' 

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

''And if it be pestilence f'' I per
sisted. 

''Vir Dax would know more about 
that than I," he returned, shortly. 

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

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

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

And as for surm.lses, no one could 
possibly have dreamed any such 
nightmare state of affairs as \ve found 
upon our arrival. 

A faint, dull, but lurid reddish 
glow first apprized us that we were 
drawing near our destination. It was 
Aerth 's atmosphere, truly enough, 
but thick, murky, almost visco11s, lilte 
a damp, soggy smoke. 

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

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

J n fact, one such did collapse with 
a dull, crashing roar, merely from 
the viln·a.tions set up by the passing 
of onr Aethir-'forp-and we were a 
good half-mile distant when it fell! 

In vain we sounded our discordant 
hoular; no sign of life could we dis
<>crn, and we an were straining our 
eyes in hopes. It was but a dead eity. 
Was all Aerth thus t 

Leaving behind this relic of a great 
past, we came to open country. And 
here the same deadly desolation pre
vailed. Now here was sign of habita� 
tion, nowhere was trace of animate 
I ifr., neither bird, nor anima], nor 
man. Nor anywhere could we discern 
<'vidence of cultivation, and even of 
YC/!Ctation of wild sorts was but 
little to be seen. Noihing but dun, 
gray-brown ground, and sad-colored 
rocks, with here and there a dingy, 
�rayish-grccn shrub, stunted, dis� 
tortcd, isolate. 

WE CAME eventuall y  to a low 
range of mountains, rocky, 

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

Ron Ti, who was then at the con
trols, brought our craft to a success
ful landing. This valley, especially 
near the stream banks, was the most 
fertil e place we had thus far seen. 
There grew some fairly tall trees, and 
in p laces, clumps and thickets of 
pallidly green bushes as high as Hul 
Jok 's head, or even higher. But tree
trunks and bushes alike were covered 
with dull red and livid purple and 
garish yel1ow fungi, ·whlch Vir Da.x., 
after one look, pronounced poisonous 
to touch as well as to taste. 

And here \ve found life, such as it 
was. I found it, and a. wondrous start 
the ugly thing gave me! It was in 
semblance but a huge pulpy blob of a 
loathly blue color, in diameter over 
twice Hnl Jok 's height, with a gap
ing, triangular-shaped orince for 
mouth, in which were set scarlet 
fangs; and that maw w.as in the 
center of the bloated body� At eaeh 
corner of this mouth there gl ared 
malignant an oval, opaque, silvery 
eye. 

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

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

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

Shortly afterward, Hul Jok found 
another one and called us all to see 
it, threw a rock the size of his head at 
it, hit it fairly in the center of its 
mouth ; and the rock vanished inside 
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and was apparently appreciated, for 
the nightmare quivered slightly, 
rippled a. bit, and lay stilL Hul Jok 
tried it with another rock, but had 
the mischance to hit his little pet in 
the eye-and seven Blastors sent that 
livid h9rror to whatever limbo had 
first spawned it! And it was above 
our heads in air, hurtling downward 
upon us when we blew it apart! 
Lightning scarcely moves swifter! 
Even Hul Jok was satisfied there
after, when encountering one, to con
fine his caresses to pointing his 
Blastor and pressing the release stud, 
instead of trying to play games with 
it. 

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

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

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

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

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

Why 1 We could not tell that, yet 
�ach of us felt it, knew it, and, to 
some extent, feared it-for the 
bravest may well fear the unknown. 

IT WAS Mor Ag who had spoken the 
words which guided our actions for 

some time past. 
''Were Aerth inhabited as we 

understand the word/' he had said, 
sententiously, "the great city we saw 
wonld be no ruin, but teeming with 
life and activity, as was the custom 
of the Aerthons before the light of 
the Green Star waned. So, if any bo 
still alive, it is in the wildern.ess we 
must seek them. Wherefore, one place 
is as another, until we learn. differ
ently." 

How utterly right he was, speedily 
became manifest. 

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

There was no need for speech. We 
all heard what he did. I think the 
dead must hear that infernal, dis
cordant din every time it is sounded. 
Describe it 1 I cannot. There are no 
words! 

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

"0-o-o-f.f-f!" he exclaimed. "To 
hear that very often would produce 
madness ! It is agony ! " 

"Perhaps," growled Hul Jok. 
"But I have already gone mad be
cause of it--gone mad with curiosity! 
Come along I'' 

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

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

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

Half way up this there stuck out a 
broad shelf of rock, extending com
pletely across the fa.ce of the cliff 
from the western end to the eastern, 
and at regular intervals we could per
ceive large, recta11gular openings, cov
ered, or closed, by doors of some dully 
glinting, leaden-hued metal. 

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

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

,' Great Power of Life ! '' ejaculated 
l\·lo1· Ag profanely. "Those beings 
are no Aerthons! '' 

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

They had faces, and they had not 
faces! They had forms and they were 
fonnless! How may I describe that 
which bames description t We are ac
customed to concrete, cohesive, per
manent types of fonn and faces, and 
these were inchoate! Never in any 
two moments were their aspects the 
same. They elongated, contracted, 
"'idened, expanded. At one moment 
the lower parts of one of these beings 
would apparently vanish while the 
upper parts remained visible, and 
aga.in, conditions were reversed. Or 
a front aspect faded instantaneously, 
leaving but the rear section visible, 
only to promptly reverse the phe
nomenon. Or a left side disappeared, 

leaving the right side perceptible, 
then-but picture it for yourself! I 
have said enough! 

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

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

Only Toj Qui and Lan Apo re
mained unperturbed: Toj Qui because 
he is a diplomat, therefore in no wise 
startled or amazed at. or by, any
thing. And Lan Apo was contemptu
ous, for as he looked at them, any 
race thus shifting as to bodily aspect 
must inevitably be shifty as to minds, 
and he had naught but despisal for a 
liar of any sort. Strange argumen4 
strange stimulus to courageousness, 
yet perhaps as good as any ! 

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

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

It had long been a proverb on all 
the inhabited planets, ''As beautiful 
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as the Aerthon women;'' but the 
females we were then beholding were, 
if anything, more abject, more de
teriorate, than the males. 

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

H UL JOK shifted his feet, stirred 
uneasily, growling venomously 

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

The rabble of Aerthons halted at 
the Ycry edge of the shelf, grouped 
togethe1·, about equidistant from 
either end of the long line of 1 he 
Things we could not name. And as 
the .-\crthons stood there, t.hc animate 
abhorrences on the ground fixed their 
mali�nant eyes upon the wretched 
crcafnt·cs, the triangular mouths 
gaped wide, and from all that multi
tude of loathly blobs came beating 
against our shrinking, quivering, tor
mented car-drums that same brain� 
mad(lening discordance we had previ
ous}�· heard, even before we left the 
Aethit·-Torp. 

Of a sudden the Things standing 
behind the Aerthons censed flicket·ing, 
became fixed as to forms, although 
the <>hange was an.vthing but im
provement. For, although they he
came in shape like other living;, sen
ti�nt, intelligent beings, their faces 
bot·c all evil writ largely npon them. 

Acquaint yourself with all deprav
ity, debaucher.v, foul indecency evet· 
known throughout the universe since 
the most ancient, forgotten times, 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then, momentarily, we all went 
mad! Our Blastors aimed, we pressed 
the releases, and swept that line of 
thin�. And, to our aghast horror, 
nothing happened. Again and again 
we swept their line-and they we,·e 
unconscious that aught was assailing 
tltem! The deadly Blastors were im
potent! 
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Ron Ti first grasped the situation. 
''These Things are not 'beings'

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

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

But even as we smote the filthy 
Things, we noted that the strange be
ings on t.he rock-shelf had grasped 
the fact that a new phase of circum
stance had entered into Aerth 's af
fairs. They stood, amazed, startled, 
b�wildered for a space of perhaps a 
mmute, then passed into activity with 
a promptitud'e well-nigh admirable. 

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

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

And so, again and again we tried 
the effect of the Blastors, and, as 
previously, found them impotent. I 

caught Hul Jok's eye. He was fairly 
frothing at the mouth with wrath-
literally. 

THE Things, close by, seemed to 
emanate a vibration that was ab

horrent, stultifying. Little by little 
I felt a. silent but urgent conunand 
to start toward the foot of the rocky 
cliff. Unthinkingly, I took a. step for
ward, and Hul Jok's mighty arm 
slammed me back. 

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

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

"Well done, Hak Iri !" he com
mended. ''The Looped Cross thanks 
you-the Supreme Council shall give 
you right to wear it, for high courage, 
for service rendered!'' 

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

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

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

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

To our dismay, we found it in pos
session of a horde of those Things. 
They were all over it, even inside, 
and worse still, all about it on the 
ground were Aerthons, a great crowd 
of them formed h1 solid masses, all 
facing outward, bearil1g in their 
bauds long, shimme1':ing blades of 
brightly glinting metal, sharp as to 
points, with keen cutting edges. 

''Swords,'' gasped Mor Ag. ''I 
bad thought such weapons obsolete 
on Aerth ten thousand years ago t 
Ware point and edge ! " 

"Hue-h-oh!" shouted Hul Jok. 
''The Blastors, quick!" 

Oh, the pity of it! I know that 
tears streamed from my eyes before it 
was finished. Ron Ti was equally af
fected. H ul J ok himself was swear
ing strange oaths, and, had it not 
been for Lan A po, I doubt if we had 
had the necessary fortitude to go 
through with the ghastly affair. But 
as the silver sparks floated upward, a 
smile, almost beatific, came upon his 
set, white face. 

"But they are rejoicing!" he cried 
out to us who grieved even while we 
smote. ''I can feel t.he'ir gratitude 
flowing to us who give them release 
from a life which is worse than death. 
They are glad to depart thus pain
lessly!" 

And thereafter, we sorrowed no 
more. 

THE Aerthons were almost all dis
posed of when Mor Ag shouted: 

''Catch one or more of those slaves 
-a1ive! I would question-" 

Hu1 Jok leapt forward, caught one 
by the wrist, wrenched his blade from 
his hand, slammed him against the 
hull of the Aethir-Torp, knocking 
him limp, threw him to us; and dealt 
likewise with another. 

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

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

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

"Club!" he grunted. "Our mil
lion-year-ago ancestors used such on 
V cnhez. There are records of such in 
the Central War Castle ! " 

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

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

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

Vve caught Ron's idea, added our 
'!ills to his, overbore that of our cap
tive. It became confused, bewildered 
shifted from silver to black, to silve; 
again, the black became dull, smoky 
the silver paled to leaden hue th� 
Thing crouched, palpitant with fear
waves, manifest in dim coloration! 

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

"Nay," Hul Jok demurred. "Let 
us remain and clean Aerth of this 
spawn ! " And he indicated the cap.
tive Thing with a contemptuous ges
ture of his foot. 

But Vir Dax added his voice to 
that of Ron Ti ; and I-I was eager 
to go-to stay-! knew not which. 
The others felt as I did. Both 
courses had their attractions-also 
their drawbacks. For myself, I fear 
me very greatly that I, Hak Iri, who 
ever held myself aloof from all em(}
tions of violence, desiring clear mind 
that I might better chronicle the 
deeds of others-! fear, I say, that 
in me still lives something of that old 
Hak Iri, my remote ancestor who, 
once in the Days of Wildness of which 
our minstrels still sing, made for him
self a name of terror on all V enhez 
for his love of strife. 

But Mor Ag really settled the a,r. 
gument. 

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

"One Aerthon!" interrupted Vir 
Dax. "The other died. Hul Jok 
knows not his own strength ! '' 

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

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

''It were well to confine this
where the Aerthon may not win to 
it," he warned emphaticaBy. "Other
wise the will of the Thing will com
pel the enslaved fool to assist it to 

(Continued on page 183) 
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RARE intervals, usua1Iy in 
the spring of the year, a 
singular phenomenon known 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

'Vhcn the boy was eighteen, Alli
gator Pearson died. It was, said 
t radition, the time of the year when 
bloody moon occurred. The neigh
bors found the stark form of the old 
pioneer in the trail leading to his 
cabin. He lay face downward in the 
path, without mark of violence on his 
person. Yet he had died in terror, 
with twisted face and staring eyes. 
Tw<'nty years later, the second Pear
:-;on, by a white wife who followed 
tlw princess, was in like manner, at 
about the same time of year, assassi
nated. .:\ ldndred mystery shrouded 
his death. The bloodv moon had been 
�ccn an hour previously by his wife, 
ns she lw.d gone down the road to the 
tobacco field to }Qok for him, supper 
being dela�·cd and growing cold, and 
she uneasy and fearful. She found 
him nmong the tobacco plants, face to 
the ,:!round, eyes and mouth full of 
dust. 

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

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

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

When he looked again, the glow 
bad mellowed to its normal milk
white. Was it the bloody moon that 
had ldlled his grandsire ? The doctor 
pronounced the cause heart failure. 
'Vbo could deny that the practitioner 
was correct in his diagnosis 't For 
often enough the human heart does 
fail when the sins of the father begin 
their grim visitation down the genera
tions. 

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

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

Now he had just seen, in all of its 
terrible portent, the bloody moon. 
And the time was spring of the year, 
in the month of 1\:lay ! 

PEARSON rose shakily, going into the 
house and closing and bolting the 

door. Perhaps it would be a useless 
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precaution, but he felt better. He 
would have to be cautious now, he told 
himself. What to guard against he 
had not the remotest idea ; still, he 
would have to take care. It was the 
very vagueness of the enemy which 
trou ble9 him most. If it were a man, 
he would have known easily enough 
some of the things to do. But this 
enemy was unnamable, supernaturaL 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE first encounter was swift and 
illuminating. It was human and 

it was merciless. He broke the
' 

first 
clinch with army tactics, sidestepped 
then waited, drawing his breath as si: 
l�ntly �- possible so as. not to betray 
h1s position-an expedient his assail· 
ant did not observe, for he could hear 
her labored breathing a dozen steps 
away. 

He considered with some rapid 
mental calculation the disadvantages 
against which he worked. The other 
�ad the advantage of being on famil
Iar ground and accustomed to the 
blackness of the place. She knew the 
exits of the place, if any existed, and 
how to cut off any chance retreat. But 
he reasoned that there must be an 

opening, if nothing more than the 
mouth of Lost River ; and he must 
play for that one fact alone. 

He doubted not that this was the 
inevitable math of the bloody moon. 
Whether a ghost of the Indian prin
cess whom his ancestor had abused, 
or a descendant of that child born to 
transmit the curse, matt�red little in 
the long run. The one thing \vhich he 
accepted was that the curse was by 
�vay of being visited upon him ; and 
m the law of probabilities he had 
scant chance of escaping the fate 
that had taken off, in turn, every 
male head of the house since the days 
of old Alligator Pearson. He did not 
lmow what the others had seen · what 
his grandfather had seen that

' 
night 

in the roofroom ; or his father had 
encountered on his way home from 
Bowling Green. Nothing was vouch
safed him that he might defend him
self intelligently. All he knew was 
that he was in for a fight to the bitter 
finish. 

· His wind came back to him present
ly. He reached forth a cautious hand 
'l'he tioor was smooth. The walls wer� 
at the tips of his fingers. He strained 
his ear for some sound from the 
enemy. Her breathing, too, bad be
co!lle normal. He was, in fact, uncer
tam whether or not she was still there. 
Then with silent deftness he drew 
h_imself to h�s feet. He had hoped to 
Sidestep swiftly upon gaining his 
equilibrium, duck again, and by a sec
ond lateral leap evade the attack his 
movement would inevitably bring 
about-unless he miscalculated the 
venom of his enemy. The plan was 
perfect, ex.cept that he had not taken 
account of his creaking joints. The 
snapping of his ankles betrayed his 
str�tagem. The thing was upon him 
agam. 

HE FOUGHT now with deadly 
earnestness. Nor was he a 

weakling. The labor in the tobacco 
fields had tutored his muscles in flex

( Continued on page 180) 
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HERE have been so many 
queer yarns in the newspapers 
about the sinking of the N au

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

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

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

We struck the Sargasso about fif
teen days later, and one fine morn-

ing we picked up this Professor Ran
dolph, who was bobbing about in the 
open sea without the sign of a stick 
to keep him up. Be was delirious 
when we brought him aboard, but 
after he came to his rig:ht senses he 
told me the queerest yarn I ever heard 
in my life-and I 've heard some 
rather good ones in the forty years 
I 've been following the sea. At first 
I put him down as crazy, but we'd 
no sooner got him aboard than hell 
began a·popping all around us right 
there on the B1·ant. When she finally 
got through, with two of her sticks 
missing and some of those hard-boiled 
birds in the fo'c'sl a-praying to the 
Almighty to save 'em from the devils 
of the deep, I made up my mind that 
maybe he wa.sn 't so crazy after all. 
Then I had Randolph ·write down his 
story in his own words. I turned the 
original over to the authorities, and I 
suppose the British Admiralty has it 
now but I copied the whole thing, , ' word for word, in the Brant s log. 
The professor headed his story in big 
letters : STATEMENT OF DR. 
CHARLES WILLIAMS RAN-
DOLPH CONCERNING THE 
SINKING OF THE NAUTILUS. 
And this is how it read : 

17 
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CAPTAIN ANDRE\"1 WATERS of the 
schooner Brant has asked me to 

write down the story of the cruise of 
the Nautilus and of what befell her 
unfortunate crew and my eollea,o-ue, 
Dr. Amos Tyrrel ; and since it seems 
certain now that the Brant is not to 
suffer the fate of the. N4utilus I have 
agreed to comply with his request. 

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

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

He began this course by taking ex
tended trips to Egypt and Central 
America, where be indulged in a com
parative study of prehistoric archi
tectures found on the two continents, 
professing to find between them a 
most amazing and wholly unaccounta
ble similarity. Being engrossed with 
our original labors, I paid little at-

tention to his assertions, until one day 
he came to me with the astounding an
nouncement that be had evolved a 
tenable theory for the existence of 
the lost continent of Atlantis. In sup
port of it he produced a vast number 
of photographs and other data, which 
purported to. show that the pyramids 
found in the jungles of the Yucatan 
Peninsula were in reality small copies 
of the mighty piles found in Egypt, 
and that in other ways he had estab
lished an unanswerable argument for 
there being, in prehistoric times, a 
bridge of land between the African 
and American continents. It was his 
further contention that this land con
nection was the lost Atlantis, sunk be
neath the waves of the south Atlantic 
ocean by some stupendous cataclysm. 
Egypt, in the heyday of its power, he 
asserted, had been naught but a poor 
outpost of Atlantis, reflecting only a 
dim glimmer of the splendors of that 
lost continent. 

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

tty have it, Randolph ! "  he fairly 
shouted at me. " This proves my 
theory. We've found Atlantis ! "  

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

4 '  Is thls one of your Egyptian 
finds! "  I queried, somewhat testily. 

He waved me down in derision. 
44 This, " he said, excitedly, " was 

pulled out of the south Atlantic Ocean 
on the flukes of an anchor dropped 
overboard by the tramp steamer Pole 
Star. " 

"Ah, yes, " said I. a A bit of sub
merged driftwood-" 

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

' ' A  hoax ! • '  I exclaimed. ' ' They 
fooled you for a good price. ' '  

' ' I  pa.id them nothing, ' '  h e  retorted. 
'' They believe there was some sub
terranean upheaval throwing up a 
submerged island which by chance 
caught their anchor. But this bit of 
bronze never came from any sub
merged wreck as they believe. It 
came from one of the hilltop temples 
of the lost Atlantis. I have been able 
to translate this inscription. Do you 
know what it means T "  

I admitted, caustically, that I did 
not. 

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

" Small good it will do you, " I put 
in. " You can never prove it. " 

' 'Indeed 7 ' ' he retorted. ' ' Then you 
may be interested to know that I 've 
ordered the Nautilus to be ready for 
sea in eight days. I 'm going down 
there with our diving equipment, and 
if it isn 't too deep I 'm going to ex
plore this watery kingdom. You may 
come if you wish. ' '  

'T""o HAKE a long story short, I must 
� say here that I was in reality more 

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

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

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

On the following morning, after 
having made the necessary prepara· 
tions, we donned our diving suits and 
dropped over the side of the Nautilus 
into the sea. The spot, as I have al· 
ready indicated, was approximately 
i� the middle of the Sargasso Sea, but 
1ortunately the surface of the ocean 
about us for the space of almost a 
:;quare mile was free of the encum
berin� marine growth so peculiar to 
these waters. Thus, throughout the 
middle part of the day we expected 
to have the full value of the sun, 
thereby rendering unnecessary our 
electric searchlights, which were at 
best rather cumbersome and unsatis. 
factory for deep sea work. 

Once in the sea, with our arms 
locked to�ether we sank down-down 
-down. The water proved to be even 
clearer than we had hoped,-indeed it 
was almost abnormally transparent
and the shafts of the sun bade fair 
1o penetrate quite as far as we desired 
to �o. 

We must have been descending 
slowly for nearly five minutes when 
suddenly Dr. Tyrrel loosed his arm 
and pointed with his gloved finger 
into the distance at my back. Turn· 
ing my head within my helmet I saw 
with a t remendous leap of my heart: 
that we were floating slowly down be
side a beautiful, tapering pinnacle 
cut in a stone which appeared to be 
marble. Almost immediately other 
and lesser pinnacles arose gr�dually 
about us, a11 of them glowinn with 
yari-colored tints under the pe;.etrat
mg rays of the sun. Peering at some 
of the nearer ones, I saw that they 
were not some mere basaltic upheaval. 
They had been built by human hands. 

We had found Atlantis ! 

THE luminous glow from above had 
grown only slightly dimmer when 

we came gently to rest on what ap
peared to be the roof of some gigantic 

building-a roof which on closer ob· 
servation I saw was of a thick but lu
cid crystal .  All about us, on a kind of 
ridgepole of this temple (if such it 
was) I saw bits of curiously carved 
statuary, some of them apparently 
broken off by the undulating action 
of the deep sea currents. I would 
have prmscd oYer them in wonder
ment had it not been for Dr. 'I'yrrcl 
who, without hesitation, walked delib: 
crately to the edge of the roof, where 
we again dropped off into the open 
water. A moment later we filtered 
gentl)_" to rest on a wide landing in a 
magnificent set of marble stairs. 
Glancing up with thumpinn heart I 
realized that we were standhtg at the 
very threshold of a splendid marble 
temple ! 

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

'fhen, too, there was a peculiar type 
of fungus growing over them, a kind 
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of seaweed unknown to me, which 
writhed and moved about the statuary 
like a thing alive. Some of it  seemed 
actually to be coiling and uncoiling 
about the throat of a beautiful maid
en, exquisitely carved in a pinkish 
marble, standing near us on the stairs. 
While I was charmed with the stat· 
uary, I must admit from the outset 
that this strange marine growth made 
me shudder. It was too uncannily 
alive. Even as we walked up the 
steps it recoiled from our footsteps 
to make way for us, but on looking 
back I noted that it returned again to 
its original resting place and seemed, 
in fact, to be following us u p  t.o the 
top ! 

At the head of the 11ight we found 
a pair of magnificent bronze doors, 
fortunately wide open. Oudly enough, 
both were heavily embossed with the 
figure of a winged animal not unlike 
the Egyptian Sphinx, part woman, 
part beast, and part bird. Although 
the doors were open, there was a 
tangle of that disgusting marine 
growth across the t.ln·cshold, and Dr. 
Tyrrel with a gestm·e of impatience 
drew his knife to haek a way into the 
place ; but even as he reached out to 
seize the stuff it recoiled and parted 
of its own accord, thereby giving ns 
ready access. 

Behind the bronze doors was a mag. 
nificent hall or foyer-! do not know 
how else to describe it. Half way 
down on our right was an open door
way leading into another and more 
spacious hall. Light from the ocean 
surface filtered into the place through 
the crystal roofs, but its intensity had 
been so greatly dimmed by the dept l1 
that we could not see clearly for more 
than twenty feet ahead of ns. 

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

ly done in gold leaf with backgrounds 
of silver and a substance which might 
be ivory. Following the murals to the 
very foot of the wal ls, I noted that 
the floor on which we were walking 
had been done in the most deli<'ate 
and intricate of mosaics. 

We feasted our eyes on these beau
ties for several minutes, and then be· 
gan following the wall at our right. I 
was in the act of commenting, men
tally, on the absence of any furnish· 
ings or statuary in the hall prope1·, 
when suddenly there loomed before 
us in the greenish gloom a sizable mar
ble cubicle. Coming nearer we saw 
that this was only the fi rst of a series, 
mortised to the walls and st.andin� 
about as high as our waists. A farther 
approach showed us that they were 
in reality a row of marble bins ( to 
use a prosaic term ) .  But what bins 
they were ! What beauty, what con
tents ! Pounds and pounds of jewels 
in every hue of the rainbow ! 

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

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

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

And then I saw Wynona, Princess 
of Atlantis. 

SHE was laid out there in her crys
tal tomb. Her eyes, with their 

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

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

I have spoken of her contours as 
purely Egyptian ; but here the com
parison ceases, for your ancient Egyp-

tian was of a swarthy race, but this 
woman of Atlantis was of the fairest, 
with wide-opened eyes as blue as tho 
cornflowers in our native England, 
and high-piled hair as yellow as the 
golden fillets with which it was bound. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Glancing down from our high point 
of vantage before the temple doors I 
saw in the mass of seaweed to the 
right and left of the staircase the ribs, 
the b1·oken stumps, the twisted stern
plates, the battered superstructures, 
of many sunken ships. There must 
have been at least a hundred of them 
piled together helter-skelter, and 
heaven knows how many more lay 

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

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

I COME now to a point in my story 
where I am loath to continue, for 

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

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

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

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

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

as it dropped into the sea. Somehow 
even that bothered me. 

Presently I walked back toward the 
stern, and, rounding the eorner of the 
after deckhouse, I came suddenly up
on Dr. Tyrrel. He was standing 
there, half draped over the rail, and 
peering intently down into the sea. 
For some reason unknown to me I 
paused there watching him. He did 
not move ; he might have been a statue 
of stone gazing over the rail. Again 
I felt a wave of unreasonable irrita
tion, a veritable sweep of anger. Why 
should he be standing there peering 
so intently down into the sea Y Why 
was he not in his cabin, where he be
longed at this hour, gaining rest for 
the labors of tomorrow 7 Somehow 
I did not realize then that I was blam
ing him for the very thing which I 
myself was doing. 

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

THAT rooming, 'vhile we were tak
ing breakast, Dr. Tyrrel told me 

quietly that there would be no need 
for my going down that day. 

( Continued on page 168) 
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K
ITTLE after noon on the 28th 

day of June, 1924, Dr. More
house stopped his machine be

for the Tanner place and four men 
alighted. The sto.1e building, in per
fect repair and freshness, stood near 
the road, and but for the swamp in 
the rear it would have possessed no 
trace of dark suggestion. The spot
less white doorway was visible across 
a trim lawn for some distance down 
the road ; and as the doctor's party 
approached, it could be seen that the 
heavy portal yawned wide open. 
Only the screen door was closed. The 
close proximity of the house had im
posed a kind of nervous silence on the 
four men, for what lurked therein 
could only be imagined with vague 
terror. This · terror underwent a 
marked abatement when the explorers 
heard distinctly the sound of Richard 
Blake's typewriter. 

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

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

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

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

the short distance to the Tanner place 
was covered before much important 
historical matter could be correlated. 

As THE doctor, at the head of the 
party, opened the screen door 

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

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

On drawing nearer and crossing to 
where he could see the author's face, 
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Dr. Morehouse turned very pale and 
motioned to the others to stand back. 
lie needed time to steady himself, 
and to dispel all possibility of hideous 
il lusion. No longer did he need to 
�peculate why they had burned old 
Simeon· Tanner's body on that wintry 
night because of the expression it  
wore, for here was something only a 
well-disciplined mind could confront. 
The late Richard Blake, whose type
writer had ceased its nonchalant click
ing only as the men had entered the 
house, had seen something despite his 
blindness, and had been affected by 
it. Humanity had nothing to do with 
the look that was on his face, or with 
the glassy morbid vision that blazed 
in great, blue, bloodshot eyes shut to 
this world's images for six years. 
Those eyes were fixed with an ecstagy 
of clear-sighted horror on the door
way leading to Simeon Tanner's old 
study, where the sun blazed on walls 
once shrouded in bricked-up black
ness. And Dr. Arlo Morehouse reeled 
dizzily when he saw that for all the 
dazzling daylight the lnky pupils of 
those eyes were dilated as cavernously 
as those of a cat 's eyes in the dark. 

The doctor closed the staring blind 
eyes before he let the others view the 
face of the corpse. Meanwhile he 
examined the lifeless form with fever
ish diligence, using scrupulous tech
nical care, despite his throbbing 
nerves and almost shaking hands. 
Some of his results he communicated 
from time to time to the awed and 
inquisitive trio around him ; other re
sults he judiciously withheld, lest they 
lead to speculations more disquieting 
than human speculations should be. 
It was not from any word of his, but 
from shrewd independent observa
tion, that one of the men muttered 
about the body's tousled black hair 
and the way the papers were scat: 
tered. This man said it was as if a 
strong breeze had blown through the 
open doorway which the dead man 

faced ; whereas, although the once
bricked windows beyond were indeeJ 
:fully open to the wann June air, there 
had been scarcely a breath of wind 
during the entire day. 

Wl1cn one of the men began to 
gather the sheets of newly-written 
manuscript as they lay on floor and 
table, Dr. Morehouse stopped him 
with an alarmed �esture. He had 
seen the sheet that remained in the 
machine, and had hastily removed and 
pocketed it after a sentence or two 
blanched his face afresh. This inci
dent prompted him to collect the scat
tered sheets himself, and stuff them 
bulld]y into an inside pocket without 
stopping to arrange them. And not 
even what he had read terrified him 
half so much as what he now noticed 
-the subtle difference in touch anJ 
heaviness of typing which distin
guished the sheets he picked up from 
the one he had found on the type
writer. This shadowy impression he 
could not divorce from that other 
horrible circumstance which be was 
so zealously concealing from the men 
who had heard the machine 's clicking 
not ten minutes before-the circum-
stance he was trying to exclude from 
even his own mind till he could be 
alone and resting in the merciful 
depths of his :Morris chair. One may 
judge of the fear he felt at that cir
cumstance by considering what he 
braved to keep it suppressed. In 
more than thirty years of professional 
practise he had never regarded a 
medical examiner as one from whom 
a fact might be withheld ; yet through 
all the formalities which now fol
lo\ved, no man ever knew that when 
he examined this staring, contorted, 
blind man's body he had seen at once 
that death must have occurred at 
least half an hour before discovery. 

DR. MOREHOUSE presently closed the 
outer door and led the party 

through every corner of the ancient 
structure in search of any evidence 
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which might directly illuminate the 
t ragedy. Never was a result more 
<·ompletely negative. He knew that 
1 he trap-door of old Simeon Tanner 
had been removed as soon as that re
cluse's books and body had been 
hnrnt, ana that the sub-cellar and the 
sinuous tunnel under the swamp had 
been filled up as soon as they were 
�oliscovered, some thirty-five years 
Jat<.'r. Now he saw that no fresh ab
normalities had come to replace them, 
;md that the whole establishment ex
hibited only the normal neatness of 
modern restoration and tasteful care. 

Telephoning for the sheriff at Fen
ham and for the county medical 
(':Xaminer at Bayboro, he awaited the 
nrrival of the former, who, when he 
eame, insisted on S\vearing in two of 
the men as deputies until the ex
aminer should arrive. Dr. Morehouse, 
!mowing the mystification and futility 
confronting the officials, could not 
help smiling wryly as he left with the 
,·illager whose house still sheltered the 
man who had fled. 

They found the patient exceedingly 
weak, but conscious and fairly com
posed. Having promised the sheriff 
to extract and transmit all possible 
information from the fugitive, Dr. 
)f orehouse began some calm and tact
ful questioning, which was received 
in a ra tional and compliant spirit and 
baffled only by effacement of memory. 
)-Iuch of the man's quiet must have 
come from merciful inability to recol
lect, for all he could now tell was that 
he had been in the study with his 
master and had seemed to see the next 
room suddenly grow dark-the room 
where sunshine had for more than a 
hundred years replaced the gloom of 
bricked-up windows. Even this mem
m·y, which indeed he half doubted, 
�reatly disturbed the unstrung nerves 
of the patient, and it was with the 
utmost gentleness and circumspection 
that Dr. Morehouse told him his 
master was dead-a natural victim 

of the cardiac weakness which his ter
rible war-time injuries must have 
caused. The man was grieved, for he 
had been devoted to the crippled 
author ; but he promised to show for
titude in taking the body back to the 
family in Boston after the close of the 
medical examiner's formal inquiry. 

The physician, after satisfying as 
vaguely as possible the curiosity of 
the householder and his wife, and 
urging them to shelter the patient and 
keep him from the Tanner house until 
his departure with the body, next 
drove home in a growing tremble of 
excitement. At last he was free to 
read the typed manuscript of the dead 
man, and to gain at least an inkling 
of what hellish thing had defied those 
shattered senses of sight and sound 
and penetrated so disastrously to the 
delicate intelligence that brooded in 
eternal darkness and silence. He 
knew it would be a grotesque and 
terrible perusal, and he did not hasten 
to begin it. Instead, he very delib
erately put his car in the garage, 
made himself comfortable in a dress
ing gown, and placed a stand of 
sedative and restorative medicines be
side the great chair he was to occupy. 
Even after that he obviously wasted 
time as he slowly arranged the num
bered sheets, carefully avoiding any 
comprehensive glance at their text. 

WHAT the manuscript did to Dr. 
Morehouse we all know. It 

would never have been read by an
other had his wife not picked it up as 
he lay inert in .his chair an hour later, 
breathing heavily and unresponsive to 
a knocking which one would have 
thought violent enough to arouse a 
mummied Pharaoh. Terrible as the 
document is, particularly in the obvi
ous change of style near the end, we 
cannot avoid the belief that to the 
folklore-wise physician it presented 
some added and supreme kcrror 
which no other will ever be so unfor
tunate as to receive. Certainly, it is 
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the general op1mon of Fenham that 
the doctor 's wide familiarity with the 
mutterings of old people and the tales 
bis grandfather told him in youth 
furnished him some special informa
tion, in the light of ,..,·hich Richard 
Blake's hideous chronicle acquired a 
new, clear and devastating signifi
cance nearly insupportable to the nor
mal human mind. That would explain 
the slowness of his recovery on that 
June evening, the reluctance with 
which he permitted his wife and son 
to read the manuscript, the singular 
ill-grace wit.h which he acceded to 
their det.t>rminat iou not to burn a 
document so darkly rcmarlmblc, aml 
most of all, the peculiar rashness with 
which he hastened to purchase the old 
Tanner property, destroy the house 
with d.}"lH\mitc, and cut down the 
troos of the �wnmp for n substantial 
distance from the road. Conce1'11ing 
the whole subject he now maintains an 
inflexible reticence, and it is certain 
that there will die with him a. knowl
edge without which the world is better 
off. 

The manuscript, ns here appended, 
was copied throug-h the courtesy of 
Floyd Moreltonsc, Esq., son of the 
physician. A few omissions, indicated 
by aswrisks, haYc been made in the 
interest of the public peace of mind ; 
still others haYe been occasioned 
hy the indefiniteness of the text, 
whore the st ricken ant hor's lightning
like touch-typin� seems shaken into 
incoherence or ambiguity. In three 
places, whe1·e la<>unre are fairly well 
elucidated hy tl1c <>ontext, the task of 
recensioll l1ns been attempted. Of the 
change in sl!Jle near the end it were 
best to say nothing. Sm·ely it is 
plausible <.>nong-h to attribute the 
phenomenon. as regurds both content 
and physical a spect of typing, to the 
raclted and tottering mind. of a victim 
whose former handicaps had paled to 
nothing before that which he now 

faced. Bolder minds are at liberty 
to supply their own deductions. 

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

THE MANUSCRIPT 

V.\GUE misgivings of the last 
quarter hour are now becoming 

definite fears. To begin with, I am 
thoroughly convinced that something 
must have happened to Dobbs. For 
the first time since we have been to
gether he has failed to answer my 
summons. When he did not respond 
to my repeated ringing I decided that 
the bell must be out of order, but I 
have pounded on the table with vigor 
enough to rouse a charge of Charon. 
At first I thought he might have 
slipped out of the house for a breath 
of fresh air, for it has been hot and 
sultry all the forenoon, but it is not 
like Dobbs to stay away so long with
out first making sure that I would 
want nothing. It is, however, the 
unusual occurrence of the last few 
minutes which confirms my suspicion 
that Dobbs ' absence is a matter be
yond his control. It is this same hap
pening which prompts me to put my 
impressions and conjectures on paper 
i'n the hope that the mere act of re
cording them may relieve a certain 
sinister suggestion of impending trag
edy. Try as I will, I cannot free my 
mind from the legends connected with 
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this old house-mere superstitious fol
de-rol for dwarfed brains to revel in, 
and on which I would not even waste 
a thought if Dobbs were here. 

Through the years that I have been 
bhut away from the world I used to 
know, Dobbs has bee� my

_
sixth sen�. 

Now, for the first tlme smce my In
capacitation, I realize t?e full extent 
of my impotency. It lS Dobbs who 
has compensated for my sightless eyes, 
my useless ears, my voiceless th:oat 
and my crippled legs. There 1s a 
glass of water on my typewriter table. 
Without Dobbs to .fill it when it has 
been emptied, my plight will be like 
that of Tantalus. Few have come to 
this house since we have lived here-
there is little in common between 
garrulous country folk and a para
lvtic who cannot see, hear or speak to 
them-it may be days before anyone 
else appears. Alone . . .  with only 
my thoughts to keep l!le company ; 
disquieting thoughts wh1ch have �een 
in no wise assuaged by the sensations 
of the last few minutes. I do not like 
these sensations, either, for more and 
more they are converting mere village 
gossip into a fantastic imagery which 
affects my emotions i n  a most peculiar 
and almost unprecedented manner. 

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

At first it ·was no more than a mere 
tremor, somewhat similar to the 
shivering of a cheap tenement block 
when a heavy truck rumbles close by 
t.he curlr-but this is no loosely-built 
frame structure. Perhaps I am super
sensitive to such things, and it may be 
that I am allowing my imagination to 
play tricks ; but it seemed to me that 

the disturbance was more pronounced 
directly in front of me- and my chair 
faces the southeast wing; away from 
the road directly in line with the 
swamp C:.t the rear of the dwelling ! 
Delusion though this may have been, 
there is no denying what followed. I 
was reminded of moments when I 
have felt the ground tremble beneath 
my feet at the bursting of gi�nt 
shells· times when I have seen sh1ps 
tossed' like chaff before the fury of a 
typhoon. The house shook like a 
Dweurgarian cinder in the sieves of 
Niflheim. Every timber in the floor 
beneath my feet quivered like a 
suffering thing. My typewriter 
trembled till I could imagine that the 
keys were chattering of their fear. 

A brief moment and it was over. 
Everything is as calm as before. 
Altogether too calm ! I t  seems impos
sible that such a thing could happen 
and yet leave everything exactly as 
i t  was before. No, not exactly-! am 
thoroughly convinced that something 
has happened to Dobbs ! It is this 
conviction, added to this unnatural 
calm which accentuates the premoni-' . ... . tory fear that persists m creepmg 
over me. Fear f Yes-though I am 
trying to reason sanely with myself 
that there is nothing of which to be 
afraid. Critics have both praised and 
condemned my poetry because of what 
they term a vivid imagination. At 
such a time as this I can heartily 
agree with those who cry "too vivid.H. 
Nothing can be very much aiWss 
or . . .  

SMOKE! Just a faint sulfurous 
trace but one which is unmistak

able to 
'
my keenly attuned nostrils. 

So faint indeed, that it is impossible 
for me t� determine whether it comes 
from some part of the house or drifts 
through the window of the adjoining 
room which opens on the swamp. The 
impr�ssion is rapidly becoming more 
clearly defined. I am sure, now, that 

( Continued on page 177) 



M 
OH-CHIEN should have lived 

in the days of Confucius, or 
tippled wine and made glori

ous lyrics to the moon with Li T 'ai-po. 
For he was one of those now fast
vanishing folk, relic of a medieval 
scholastic day, a Chinese scholar and 
mystic. His faded, scarlet-rimmed 
eyes had peered into strange places. 
He had pieced together the legends on 
ancient stone tablets. He had mut
tered the talismanic words disclosed. 
Then he had watched the curtain of 
reality swing back. He had seen a 
forest of imploring arms, raised to
ward him, asking to return from that 
shadowy world, the Western paradise 
-the myriads who had tasted of the 
Yell ow· Springs. 

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

A wrack of clouds tumbled in a 
vast hurry across the sky, like 
breakers on the shore when the 
typhoon rages. And something re
sembling a typhoon was brewing to 
the southwest. Lightning flashed with 
fitful petulance. Mob-chien gazed up-

ward, not without trepidation ; old 
bones do not stand the buffeting of 
the water gods with impunity. 

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

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

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

As he neared the habitation he 
stumbled over a grave-mound and 
fell. He picked himself up with a 
groan. The brick wall of the mound 
seemed newly built ; it }lad not 
crumbled and showered tile upon him. 

31 
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R eaching the house he pounded on 
t lle door ; but the typhoon 's song was 
d('oafening-a Gargantuan roar. 
.·\ft.er a moment's hesitation 1\foh
\:bicu undid the latch and entered. 
The tiny, open courtyard was empty. 
He pushed back under the eaves and 
philosophically sat himself down. 

"rith the passing of a half hour the 
roar of the wind lessened, but the rain 
continued. At first he had thought 
the habitation empty, but now with 
the partial cessation of sound he 
<'Ould hear the murmur of voices 
directly at his back. He rose, to 
lmoek again at this inner door. As 
he was scrambling to his feet, a 
woman's voice rang shrilly, " I  saw 
yon ! You smiled at her! You 
ogicd a.t. her ! A brazen hussy ! Her 
'�heeks .flaming scarlet with sin-and 
Jla.int ! ' '  

' ' But, Mei-an, " came a man's wor
)· ic<l reply, ' ' I  swear I-" 

His words were blanked by the tor� 
1·ent t.ba.t poured forth : ' ' I  know ! 
You would make her your ' small 
wife ' !  Her feet arc bound-golden 
lilics--und she can do no labor. I 
will become your drudge--and hers. 
You wonld have me do her bidding. 
:-.:ever ! Rather than that, I would- " 

· ' Stop ! You stress too much my 
�miling upon a singsong girl - "  

" Aieeeeeee!" 
Then shriek after shriek echoed 

t hrongh the court, mingled with the 
dying obbligato of the storm. 

" A  ieee.! A ieee!" 
)Job-chien frowned, pausing with 

l1is hand lifted to knock and demand 
c:mtrance. Then he shook his head. 
1 le dared not break into this family 
c1ua-rrel. He knew the symptoms here, 
a fit of ell. 'i-" wrath matter, " that 
queer Oriental form of hysteria which 
so often attacked his countrymen. He 
had heard women screeching on their 
housetops for hours. He had seen 
men, under its influence, stagger 
sightlessly to an enemy's door and 

thrust a dagger into their own bosoms. 
And in China to have men die on 
one's doorstep is a worse fate than 
death itself :  the Gods do not forgive 
the living. Ch 'i. 

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

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

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

The air grew perceptibly colder 
and danker. 

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

IN �\ distant corner a light appeared, 
a tiny point of .flame. It flickered 

dimly for a moment, gave a desperate 
leap and went out. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

FROWNING, Mob-chien stood at the 
door. He wondered, debated, then 

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

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

' ' Why do you look so downhearted, 
my child f ' '  

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

" Why do you weep so bitterly f "  
" It's unfair o f  my husband ! "  

answered the young girl. ' '  The 
' flower' bed of our marriage will be 
deserted. "  

" H e  would take another wife f "  
1\foh-chien recognized i t  as the 

voice of the old woman who had 
chuckled. 

There was a moment of silence. 
" Y-yes. And then my life will be 

a mockery. Death were preferable. ' '  
' ' Good, ' '  replied the old woman. 

' ' It is fortunate for you that I am 
here. I am Vaung-tsa.n. I have the 
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power t.o bring healing to bruised 
hca11s, to give you sweet revenge on 
,vour unfaithful husband. ' '  

' ' Then give i t  to me. ' '  
'fhe old woman nodded. 
" Inhale this curr.ent of fragrant 

:tir. " 
The young wife sighed wonder

ingly. 
' ' Now, take that braided cord there, 

at the side of the brass-bound chest.' '  
FoJlowed a rustling sound. 
' ' Fasten it here, to the beam above 

your head. Wait I Let me make a. 
noose. . . . Peep through it. Now, 
-what do you see f "  

The girl gave a hysterical laugh. 
' '  '\\tnat paradise is this f The light 

is glowing; it beckons. Have you 
been there f ' '  

"No ! " answered the old woman, 
1·a.ther unexpectedly to Mob-chien. 
And he heard her whispering, as if 
1 t) herself, ' ' But I will be there, this 
night. " 

Another rustling movement. 
" But we delay. Are you ready, 

mv child f "  · 'l'he scholar softly opened the door 
and peered in. From the ceiling fell 
a braided, horsehair rope. Before it 
stood the young wife. She swayed 
slightly. 

" Ay, lead on, Vaung-tsan Th.artha. 
I will follow. ' '  

She draped the loop about her 
throat. 

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

The wife was standing now on the 
brass-bound chest, the loop about her 

throat. 
on her. 
corners 
mouth. 

Catlike the woman crept up 
Flecks of foam stood at the 
of the withered, sagging 

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

'Vith a horrible snapping noise, the 
noose tautened . The small \tnbound 
feet could not touch the floor. The 
young wife gasped, once, and was 
silent. 

' '  Ey-ah! I 've caught you ! You 
are mine ! Your body hangs now ! 
Mine ! Quick ! I must go to the 
hyang-loo! Thet·e is the cord that 
will catch your soul! And will 
ransom mine ! . Will ransom 
mine ! For three years I have waited 
for this hour. " 

Still muttering, the woman glided 
from the room. At the door, she 
brushed near 1\·foh-chicn, but did not 
appear to see him. 

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

He turned. The old woman stood 
in the doorway, gazing at him. About 
her now was a nimbus of fiery orange 
light. A smile, half of fear, half of 
derision, played over her chalky 
features. For the first time she 
seemed to be conscious of his presence. 
Mob-chien felt again that paralysis of 
mind and body creeping over him. 

She approached him gracefully. 
Stretching forth a clawlike hand, she 
began, " Please give me back the 
cord. ' '  

' ' What cord f ' '  he mumbled 
evasively, his voice coming as if from 
a great distance. 
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" The cord I placed under the in
cense jar." 

' ' What-is it-for 7 ' '  
' ' That is not for you to know. 

Give it back to me. ' '  
'fhe hollow voice vibrated with in

tensity .. 
" \Vhy ! "  
' ' Better you should not know, oh, 

mortal ! Give it back to me or I 
will- ' '  

" 'Vhat ? "  It was a tremendous 
effort to speak the monosy Hable. 

" I  will fm·ce you to ! "  Her voice 
rose shrilly. 

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

The womau gazed searchingly at his 
fnce a.nd seemed dazed to find him 
firm. She t ook three steps toward 
him and flung up both her arms. 
Darkness instantly enveloped them. 
Clammy. Like the dripping death 
sweat of a t ortured body in extremis. 
Blaclt . . . .  

MINUTE:;;. Deadly minutes of thick, 
cold blackness. Powers of evil 

unseen seemed to be struggling to 
reach him. His hand, grasping that 
coil in 'his pocket, had lost all feeling; 
but the fin�ers were still curved 
around its braided surface. 

Finally he felt a current of warm, 
perfumed air. Out of the darkness 
slowly appeured the figure of a 
woma n, youn� and ethereally lovely. 
She stood in a flood of rosy light 
which seemed to emanate from her 
exquisitd,\· tapering fingers. Hers 
was the beauty of milk-white jade, 
imperial and flawless. Her robe, of 
shimmel'ing white, held on its surface 
golden dra�ons-dragons that seemed 
to move. Her face was bloodless, ex
cept for two pink spots on her cheeks, 
unchang-in�. as if some grisly farceur 
had daubed carmine on the face of a 
corpse. Death blushing. 

Painfull�· 1\Joh-chien began to probe 
in his benumbed mind, back through 

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

Her eyes beamed upon him, yet 
they showed no spirit of laughter. I n  
her hands she held a shining strinf! of 
baubles. 

' ' Do you see this ? ' '  
The scholar watched the play of 

iridescent light. 
' ' They are only the treasure of Jca�l 

mollusl<s, ' '  he said. 
" But these pearls are more pl·c

cious than that cord in your pocket. 
Give it to me, oh, please ! To you it is 
valueless. But to me- ' ' 

And, in a whisper, he heard the 
words, " -the cord that will ransom 
my soul. ' '  

That pain in his temple again. 
' ' No. ' '  
" You can have this- " 
She took a step toward him and 

offered the gleaming strand of pearl�. 
" -if you will give me back the 

cord. ' '  
The voice came to 1\loh-chien, a n  

echo sibilated by a shadow. 
" No. " 
" So ?  You refuse ? Then bitte•· 

wo unto you ! ' '  
She took another step near him and 

exhaled a current of hideous black 
smoke. It surrounded him, like a 
eloud. 

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

" Will you give my cord back 
now f ' ' she asked. 

" No P '  came his muffled answer 
from the folds of the sleeve. 

Again he prodded his unwillillg
brain, back along a path filled with 
dim-cut inscriptions and must�· 
scrolls. Some one of those ancient 
archives c..:mtained foils for this 
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malign necromancy. But still the 
answer eluded him. 

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

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

But this time 1\foh-chien did not 
have long to wait. Perhaps the old 
woman was too eager. A glow ap
peared before him. It was that now
familiar cobalt flame, and the visage 
of the old specter. 

She took a step forward and 
frowned. With a leisurely movement 
she grasped her own throat with both 
hands. They were like claws, those 
hands. He saw the tendons suddenly 
stand out. 

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

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

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

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

AUTOMATICALLY he chose the basic 
character. First he drew, with 

his finger, a circle in the air. This 
represented T,ai-gee, the Great 

Monad. He bisected the circle with 
an airy S-Iilm line. Thus he ob. 
tained the Yang and the Yin, the male 
and the female principles which began 
the process of evolution. This not 
only cut a clean division between Man 
and Woman, but also ( more im
portant) between day and night, be
tween the world of substance and 
the realm that is of shadows. 

MOH·CHIEN'S DIAGRAM 

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

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

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

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

( Contiwued on page 176) 



THE GRIM 

B 
ECAUSE of the ridicule gener

ally attaching itself to anyone 
admitting the possibility of 

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

For obvious reasons, certain names 
have been omitted or changed, but 
with these exceptions I have related 
everything exactly as it occurred. In 
my position as secretary to the presi
dent of the B Museum of 
London I have charge of the sending 
out of expeditions in search of valua
ble specimens, ancient and othen.·ise. 
For some time during the year of 19 __ 

we had been on the trail of a mum
my-case supposed to contain the dead 
body of a certain king whose name is 
to be found in history of centuries 
long past. Creditable information 
having at last been obtained as to the 

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

After reaching his destination, 
Stevenson encountered obstacles in ob
taining guides and other natives to 
help in the excavation. They were 
fina11y obtained, however, and after 
considerable effort the Englishman 
and his party located the long-lost 
tomb ; within a few days the main en
trance to the great vault was partially 
uncovered and preparations were 
made for opening it, when the natives 
suddenly drew off to one side, mutter
ing and casting awestruck looks at the 
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door, which bore in ancient language 
Hll inscription that had been cut into 
the metal that formed the outer part. 
When Stevenson peremptorily or
dered them back to their work, the 
head nat ive approached him, trem
blingly, and pointed out a little, dried
up old man who seemed to hold a posi
tion of importance among the others. 

' ' Master, ' '  he said, ' ' he has told us 
the meaning of the words and we are 
afraid. ' '  

' ' You fools ! ' '  Stevenson stormed. 
' ' What is there on that door to fright
en men living hundreds of years after 
it was erected 1 ' '  

' ' It says, ' '  answered the cowed na
tive, " that he who sleeps there has left 
his spirit to guard his body and that 
any who touch it shall die. " 

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

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

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

A t  the bottom of these words was a 
seal bearing the profile of a crowned 
head. . Even Stevenson felt a vague 
uneasmess and misgiving at this but 
he �hook off his doubts with a l�ugh 
at h1s momentary weakness, and again 
attempted to force the men to the 
work. Finding them determinedly 
against it, he dismissed them and set 
about getting other aid, which was no 
small matter in that out-of-the-way 
place. 

Finally a nondescript outfit of 
drifters and ne'er-do-wells was assem-

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

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

STEVENSON, his mind wearied and 
in a turmoil from the trying hap

penings of the preceding weeks, 
turned in at his hotel b(lping to �njoy 
a good rest, but instead tossed and 
turned throughout most of the night. 
Arising early, preparatory to em
barking on his ship, he was astonished 
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t,() find a local police official awaiting 
him. 

" Wbat is it ! "  demanded the Eng
lisnman brnskly, short-tempered from 
worry and lack of sleep. 

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

"Bodies ? "  gasped the other. 
" Whose-what bodies Y "  

4 1  Sir, they are five men who are 
said to have come with you from 
Z------- yesterday. Last night they 
became very drunk in one of the 
places down on the old docks, and 
started a brawl in which several were 
hurt and three of your party were 
killed ; the other two attempted es
cape when our men arrived, and were 
fatally wounded before they submit
ted to arrest. One died at once and 
the other but a few minutes ago. ' '  

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

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

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

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

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

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

.\nd then, without farther warning, 
t t·aged�· invaded the museum itself. 
I•'or the very next morning the night 
watchman was found dead directly in 
front of the mummy·case, his eyes 
wide open, with a look of mortal ter
J•or in them, while his face was rigid 
:md drawn with fear, as if the man 
had died while looking on something 
so d1·eadful that his mind had instant
ly become crazed even as his overtaxed 
heart bm·st from horror. 

� o reason could be assigned, and 
after a searching investigation a ver
dict was reached by the coroner's jury 
that d<'ath was due " to failure of the 
heart, the unnatural pose in which the 
clead man was found to be due to his 
fear nt dying, being added to by the 
dn rkucss and silence in which he was 
wh<'n the attack seized him". This 
was most unsatisfactory, but no other 
c�xplanation was forthcoming. 

Hnrdly had we recovered from this 
shod\ when, early one afternoon, I 
was startled to hear the sound of a 
fall. nnd rushing into the president's 
room. I found him lying on the floor, 
hreathing his last. 

�\s I raised hi� head up from the 
floor, the dying man gasped out, 
' .  s('l\d back the mummy-send him 
bn(·k to-" 

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

THAT ended the stay of the mum-
my in the museum. Before an

other day we had it carried to the 
basement, although it was with diffi
culty that we could prevail on anyone 
to go ncar the now greatly feared 
body. Arrangements were under way 
for sending it back to its former rest-

ing place when we received a call from 
Basil G .  Stoddard, the representative 
of an American museum of no small 
fame. Mr. Stoddard wished to see 
the cause of the mysterious events, 
which had by that time been well dis
cussed in the newspapers. He was in
sistent, and I finally gave in to the 
extent of allowing him to enter the 
room where we had locked up the 
mummy-case. The upshot of it all 
was that he decided to buy it from us, 
although we told him every lmown 
happening that had been attributed to 
its baleful influence. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

MEN WHO WALK UPON 
THE AIR 

By FRANK BELKNAP LONG, Jr. 
AUTHOR OF " DEATH-WATERS •• AND "THE OCEAN LEECH " 

A gooseflesh story-a tale of walking gibbets, 
and skeletons, and the old age of Fran�ois Villon, 

the Yagabond French poet. A startling tale, 
full o.f thrills and grisly horror. 
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Strange Adventures on a Coral Isle That 
Slid Into the Ocean One Night 

LITTLE ISLAND 
By H. THOMPSON RICH 
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"

B
IG JEFF, . RAWSON came 

to Little Island in the black
ness of a furious night, when 

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

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

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

When next he awoke it was night 
again. His head spun dizzily. The 
whole island seemed to be swaying, 
swaying sickeningly. The storm had 
passed and a bright half-moon hung 
in the sky, amid a myriad stars. But 
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neither moon nor stars seemed fixed, 
gyrating grotesquely, describing un
accountable arcs--while a thin, dark 
line of horizon rose and fell ob
liquely. Jeff shut his eyes. But still 
be seemed to feel the swaying. Then 
he smiled and the island became a 
dream. He was on board the CordotJa 
again. 'l'he shipwreck, the desperate 
battle with the surf, the . fever, the 
thirst, the delirium-it was all a 
dream. When morning came it would 
all be right. 

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

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

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

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

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

The girl, observing the smile, was 
relieved. After all, perhaps he would 
live. She l1ad lifted his face out of 
the water and )aid him gently down 
on the green moss by the pool-edge. 
Kneeling beside him, she loosened his 
shirt over his chest, so that he ·might 
breathe easier. Then, leaving him 
there, }eaTing the water-jug she had 
meant to 'fill, she raced back along the 
path she had come. 

TEN minutes later she drew up at a 
dearing several times the size of 

the one at the pool, in the midst of 
which was a wooden shack, built out. 
of the odds and ends of some wrecked 
vessel. At the door stood a slender, 
dark-haired, su11en youth, awaiting 
her approach. He had heard her 
coming. 

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

" Quick ! Come with me. There 's 
a man down by the pool, half dead 
of thirst and fever. " 

'Vas it a scowl that crossed the 
boy 's handsome, wayward face t At 
any rate he made no move. 

She had no\v come up to him. 
" Well T "  she asked, clenching her 

fists as if she longed to strik-e him. 
A moment more he hesitated, then 

silently moved off toward the spri·ng, 
his jaw set. She followed a few steps 
behind. They left the clearing and 
turned into the forest. 

' ' I  told you a vessel went ashore 
night before last, ' '  she said quietly 
as they moved along. ·"We should 
have circled the beach yesterday, as I 
suggested. ' '  

• ' If you thinlt I 'm going to walk 
ten miles every time you get a notio-n 
there 's a ship ashore, • '  he snapped at 
her without turning around, " you're 
damned mistaken l ' '  

She blushed. 
"You needn 't swear, anyway, " she 

remarked. 
Then she lapsed silent and they 

walked along without further -words
the boy with his hands deep in his 
trousers of sailcloth, his head stiffly 
up ; the girl with her bare arms and 
legs swinging whlt-ely through the 
green undergrowth, her -eyes lowered. 

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

SO JEFF RAWSON lived. 
'fhen one morning the dreadful 

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

The girl leaned closer. 
" How does ' Big Jeff' feel this 

moming f "  she asked, smiling. 
He turned over on his side and re

garded her steadfastly. 
' ' I  feel as if I could eat, ' '  he an

swered simply. " How did you learn 
my name f ' '  

· · oh, you told me that and much 
more in your delirium. You were the 
mate of the Cot·dova, from San Fran
cisco. You were the only one that 
didn 't drown. You ean see the wreck 
at low tide every day, on the rocks at 
the west shore of J.Jittle Island. ' '  

' 1  What island f ' '  
' 1  Little Island ; that's this island 

've 're on. " 
' ' And why do you call it Little 

Island ? ' '  
"Because it's so tiny-only about 

three miles across and ten miles 
around. ' '  

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

" How'd you get here, you and that 
chap with you f" 

A look of remembered pain and ter
ror came into the girl's clear eyes. 

' ' We were wrecked in my father's 
yacht, seven months ago, ' '  she said 
quietly. ' ' The Tasman us. Perhaps 
you've heard of it. ' '  Then, sadly : 
' ' Father and mother and Clarence's 
brother were drowned. Clarence and 
I were able to get to the island. Clar
ence is my cousin. ' '  

' ' And were the crew drowned 
toot "  

' ' All but the engineer-and he died 
two months ago. We buried him un
der a big palm tree. Since then Clar
ence and I (did Jeff fancy she shud
dered f) have been alone. Fortunat&
ly there are no savages on the island, 
and few dangerous animals, so we 
have been able to get along. But we 
couldn't save much from the yacht, 
for it broke up so soon. One of the 
small boats drifted ashore practically 
whole, and the engineer helped us fix 
it. We 've got that, but I don't see 
what good it is going to do us. Main
land must be a hundred miles away, 
at least. Perhaps we may h4ve to use 
it some day, though, " she finished, 
growing very serious. 

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

''  IJittle Island may not be here al
ways, " she replied. 

' '  '.Yhat do you mean f ' '  
' ' Do you remember the night you 

swam ashore, and the next day and 
night, while the stonn lasted 1 ' '  

' ' Not very clearly. I was too dizzy 
and sick to remember much. The won
der is I did not perish. ' '  

The girl smiled a little wanly. 
" It wasn 't altogether dizziness. 

That night the storm shook Little Is
land to its foundations, snapped the 
coral moorings that hold it to the reef, 
and lifted it out on to the last shelf of 
rock. So you see, what you took for 
dizziness was partially the swaying of 
the island itself. We are now inse
curely wedged between two volcanic 
mountain tops that show just a bit out 
of the water. .The next storm is very 
likely to lift us up and out into the 
deep sea. Then we shall surely sink. " 

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

For a while he Jay silent, thinking 
of the extraordinary predicament 
they were in. 
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" Have you made any efforts to 
signal passing ships T ' '  he asked at 
length. 

" Yes, ' '  she answered gravely. " We 
have a distress :flag :flying from the 
tallest tree on the island, but not a 
ship has passed this way since we 've 
been here. You k"llow, it's out of the 
regular lanes. Ships seem only to 
come this way when they are blown 
here by. storms. Once we saw smoke 
on the sky-line, but whatever ship it 
was must have been too far off to see 
our signal. Sometime, of course, we '11 
be rescued, if we can n1anage to keep 
alive. But it may be years. ' '  

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

" I  suppose most everyone I know 
will have gotten married by the time 
I get back, ''  she smiled a little wist
fully. ' ' And there '11 be all sorts of 
changes. Just fancy, if we were here 
for twG or three years ! All the little 
girls I left in short dresses would be 
out-and I 'd be a wallflower ! "  

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

�eBy the way, " he said suddenly, 
"you haven 't told me your name 
yet. '' 

" It's Jan ice," she replied. 
"And your last name f'' 
" Hampton. "  
" Then your father was James 

Hampton, the manufacturer. " 
He stated it positively, for he saw 

now, remembered the name, in con
nection with the missing Tasman-us. 
James Hampton had been a big man 
back home. The disappearance of 
Hampton and his party and yacht 
had caused quite a flurry, he recalled. 

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

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

" You may call me Janice," she said 
quietly. " I  intend to call you Big 
Jeff. " 

It was at this moment that Clar
ence came into the shack. He heard 
her words, and a dark frown over
spread his too handsome young face. 
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As TIME went on, Clarence came to 
hate this ' ' intruder ' '  with a cold, 

murderous hate. He was too much in 
Janice's company and she showed aH 
too plainly her preference for him. 
Whenever they were together his eyes 
followed them. He became convinced 
they were more than friendly. 

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

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

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

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

' ' There are plenty of fish down 
there ! "  he snarled-and pushed him 
off. 

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

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

That night Clarence did not show 
np. Janice became alarmed and 
begged Jeff to go out and make a 
scarcl1. Still noncommittal, Jeff did 
so. But no trace of Clarence was to 
be found. 

For three days the mystery contin� 
ued. Jan ice gave her cousin up for 
lost and was greatly grieved. 

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

' ' You fool ! ' '  he cried, snatching 
him by the arm in· a steely grip. " Did 
you think this island would be big 
enough to hide you, if I really wanted 
to catch you 1 Return to the shack 
and say nothing. Janice doesn't 
know. ' '  

Clarence stood there shaking i n  ter� 
ror, scarcely believing what he heard. 
He was speechless. 

" Go back, " reiterated Jeff. " But 
I warn you, keep clear of me in the 
futur�r I '11 break your woman's 
back with my two hands ! '  • 

Clarence shuddered, and with 
thanksgiving slouched off. Jeff stood 
gazing after him. A look of pity and 
disgust slowly came to hls hard, 
tanned face. 
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BIG JF.J'F left Little Island two 
months later in the blackness of 

as furious a night as the night he 
came-when another such gale as had 
piled the Tasmattus and the Cordova 
on the vicious reef swept up out of 
the south. 

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

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

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

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

In the inky blackness there, all 
three of them realized that the hour 
they had dreaded was at hand. The 
lightning flared and the thunder 
crashed with increased Yiolcnce. Then, 
between flashes, there sounded a 
scramble of feet, followed by the sud
den opening and shuttin� of the door. 
One of them had gone. 

The next lightning flash told which 
one. Onlv Jeff and Jan ice remained. 

Clutchiitg his arm, Janice whis
pered, ' ' Why do you suppose he 
left t "  

" God l;:nows, " muttered Jeff, " un
less- ''  

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

JEFF felt for Janice in the darkness 
and put his arm stendyingly 

about her. 
" We must get out of here, " he 

cried. 
" The boat ! "  breathed Janice, as 

they made their way to the door. 
"The little boat down bv the beach ! 
Oh, if we can only find c"larenee ! ' '  

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

vealing flash of lightning at that mo
ment. 

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

The boat was not there. 
" It must have been carried away, " 

she sighed, her last hope vanishing. 
But Jeff had seen the human foot

prints there. He said nothing to 
Janice, but led her away. 

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

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

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

' ' Jeff, ' '  she. sobbed, clutchin� him 
tightly, " we 're going to die. I sup
pose. But oh, I don't want to cH<> !  1 
so want to l ive !-for-for, �TdY. 1 
must tell you something-how Y('J·.\·. 
truly much I love you-and thnt it 
has been-everything, all m,\· thcams, 
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this little time with you. here on this 
tiny island. ' '  

She was crying now, softly and 
brokenly. Jeff felt a sudden panic of 
terrible tenderness surge through 
him. Here was the woman his cyn
ical heart had long told him be would 
never find, in those dead years before 
the sea had become his Leth&-the one 
woman of all. And he was not to 
have her, except i n  death ! Again 
there came to his lips that strange, 
ironical smile of the seafaring man. 

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

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

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

Then, when the first ferment of the 
waters above the sunken island bad 
subsided, he looked about for some
thing to cling to, in that inherent will 
to fight to the end which is one of 

the wonders of mankind. And pres
ently his search was rewarded. A 
giant palm came drifting by. He 
caught it as it rose on a mountain
high billow and lifted Jan ice upon it. 
Swimming beside it, he held her there. 

Presently her eyes opened, and Jeff, 
seeing she lived, was warmed through 
and through with a mighty happiness. 
He silently vowed he would play this 
game with fate till fate sat beaten. 

Other trees and pieces of trees came 
drifting by, and before morning Jeff, 
by an almost superhuman exertion of 
his great strength, had managed to in
terlace four or five of them into a 
makeshift raft, binding them with 
ropelike strips of bark, so that1 when 
the sun rose, they rose, insecurely1 on 
the subsided swells of a calming ocean. 

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

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

A HALF HOUR later, when they had 
been picked up and stood upon 

the. deck of the rescuing steamer (it 
was the Rochester, bound for New Or
leans) Jeff pointed off across the 
water toward the direction where 
Little Island had been. Jan ice looked. 

On the rolling surface of the so-
called Pacific rode a small boat, bota 
tom-side up. 
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T
HE bleak March wind rushed witches are in Ipswich jail. How can 
pell-mell through the narrow, they plague thee now ?" 
unpaved roadways of Salem "Natheless, father, " Ann Putnam 

Village. It tore at tradesmen's sign- replied stubbornly, " the witch was 
boards with a bellow, it rapped with here but a moment agone. I saw her frozen fingers at the dwellings ' tight-
barred shutters, then fled with a come down the chimney astride her 

whoop of maniacal laughter past broom handle, looking at me with 
Salem Village Church to scream and great, red eyes- " 
bowl round the Putnam homestead Goodman Putnam drew his flannel 
like a chained wolf straining a.t his bedgown more tightly about. his 
leash. shoulders and looked fearfully a t  the 

In an upper room of the strong, fireplace his daughter's shaldng fore
weather-stained house a girl woke finger indicated. " Didst recognize 
with an uneasy whimper, and looked her, child ? ' '  he asked. 
into the darkness of her low-ceiled " I-I think, " the girl stammered, 
bedroom with round, fearful eyes, trying to summon her memory, ' ' I 
listening to the screeching of the mid- think 'twas Goodwife Corey, father." 
night wind. A moment she lay thus, 
then sat boli upright, her mouth " :Martha Corey, didst say 7 "  Put-
squared in a. cry of mortal terror. nam answered thoughtfully. 

" Ann, ehiJd, what ails thee ? "  He laid a poker across the yawning 
Goodman Putnam swung back the mouth of the fireplace, for witches 

door of his daughter 's chamber and were notoriously afraid of iron, since 
flashed the subdued light of his Ian- that was the metal which bound our 
thom about the room. f.Jord to the Tree ; and patted l1is 

" Oh, father, ' '  the girl (she was daughter reassuringly on the shou1-
only twelve years oJd) cried, " the dcr. 
'"'itch-woman, the wicked witch-wo- " Peace, child," he counseled. 
man was here ! ' '  ' ' Thou 'It be safe till daylight. I 'II 

" Nonsense, child, " her father an- see the parson about this in the morn
swered testily. ' ' Thou knowest the ing. ' '  

4() 
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NEXT day a conference was held in 
the parsonage of Salem Village 

Church. The Reverend Samuel Par
ris, pastor of the congregation, Ed
ward Putnam and Ezekiel Cheever 
talked earnestly of the state of affairs. 

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

• • Didst say 'twas Goodwife 
Corey 1 ' '  the minister asked, inter
est-perhaps something more-in his 
deep-set eyes. 

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

' •  This matter needs our service," 
Mr. Parris interrupted. " My breth
ren, let us pray ; then you must away 
to Salem Farms t.o question this 
wretched woman. ' '  

JN Salem Farms, where the town of 
West Peabody now stands, was the 

substantial farmhouse of Giles Corey, 
husbandman. Corey was past his 
eightieth birthday ; but a better man 
in strength and endurance than many 
only half his age. Neighbors told 
wonderingly how he could cut a 
wider swath with the scythe than any 
man in the hay field, how he had been 
known to lift a keg of cider to his 
mouth and drink from the bunghole 

as though from a mug, and how a 
drunken farmhand, relying on the old 
man's nge to render him feeble, had 
paid for his folly with his life when 
he made a murderous assault on his 
employer. The laborer had attacked 
Corey with a flail, and the old man. 
had defended himself so stoutly with 
his bare :fists that the other subse· 
quently died of the beating he re
ceived. 

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

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

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

Ann Putnam, the twelve-year-old 
girl whose testimony, without cross. 
examination, had sworn away the 
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lives of Mrs. Good and 1\Irs. Osburn, 
had heard Martha Corey declare she 
ought to have been soundly spanked
that she was a tale-inventing jade. 
Now Ann Putnam had told her father 
it was Martha Corey who entered her 
bed chamber, astride a witch 's broom
stick. 

ON THE morning of l\Iarch 12, 1692, 
Edward Putnam and Ezekiel 

Cheever rode into the bat:nyard of the 
Corey fannhouse and clamored on the 
kitchen door with their sword hilts. 

" I  know why you come, " Martha 
Corey said as she swung the door 
open and recognized her visitors. 
" You have come to say 1 am a witch ; 
but I am none. I am a Gospel wo-
man.''  

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

" You have been cried out against, " 
Cheever told her solemnly. " The 
ch.ildren of Salem Village say you 
have appeared unto them- " 

"And did they saw how I was 
dressed 7 ' '  the old lady interrupted. 
"Did they tell you what clothes I 
wore f ' '  

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

Straight back to Salem Village rode 
Ezekiel Cheever and Ed ward Putnam 
to question Ann regarding the witch 's 
dress. 

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

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

" What clothes wore the witch when 
she appeared last night 1 '  • Putnam 
asked the daughter. 

' ' She-she - "  the girl strove to re
call, then fell to sobbing bitterly. " I  
cannot ten , "  she wailed. ' ' She was 
all wrapped round with a blaze of 
hell�fire ; I could not see her clothes." 

No one asked Ann Putnam how she 
knew the blaze to be that of hell-fire, 
or how such fire differed from tha.t 
commonly seen on the chimney hearth. 
The wicked witch's scheme was ex
posed. She had asked if the child 
could describe her clothes when she 
well knew her enveloping sheet of 
hell-fire prevented her clothing from 
being seen. 

A warrant was forthwith issued for 
the arrest of Martha Corey, house
wife, of Salem }!.,arm�:�. 

THE Pitmans had not perfected 
their shorthand system in 1692, 

and all court reporting which has 
come down to us from that time con
sists of abbreviated longhand notes ; 
but the Reverend Samuel Parris, pas
tor of Salem Village Church, appar
ently added the duties of court re
porter to those of assistant magistrate 
and prosecutor, since we have the fol
lowing transcript of Martha Corey 's 
examination preserved i n  his hand
writing : 

By Magistrate John Hathorn : 
Q..ustion. You are now in the hands 
of authority. Tell me, now, why do 
you hurt these children T 

Ansu:er. I do not. 
Q. Who dothf 
.A.. Pray give me leave to go and 

pray. (This request was 'repeated 
several times. ) 
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II . We did not send for nm to 
pray. but to tell wh�· yon hurt. these 
children. 

- 1 .  I am an innocent person. I 
never had to do with witchcraft since 
I was born. I am a Gospel woman. 

Q. How could you tell, then. that 
the ehild wa!; bid to observe what 
elot hes )·ou wore wheu someone eame 
to speak with you ? 

A .  I suspected it. 
Q. You dare thus to lie in all 

this asscmbl:'· ·? I expect the t111th. 
Speak, now. and tell who told �·on 
what (•lothcs t 

A.. ::"iobody. 
At this point one of the a ft'licu.>d 

ehildren suddenly cried out, ' ' Look, 
look ! There stands a great black 
mnn beside her. He is whispering in 
her ear ! " ( Mr. Parris records this 
ineidcnt, bnt fails to �ive the name 
of the ' '  afflieted " in his notes. ) 

Magistrate Hathon1 immediate)�· 
asked the old lady what her invisiblt> 
eounselor said, and she replied : ' ' We 
must not believe all these distl'acted 
children say. " Thereupon, to quott> 
Mr. Parris' notes, " tht-re was ex
treme agony among all the aiflicted. · '  

" It was noted that when she bit her 
lip [ again quoting the reverend 
�ribe's report ] several of the a-fflict
ed were bitten. 

' ' The Marshal said, · She hath bit 
her lip,' and immediately the afflicted 
wet't" in uproar. ' '  

I n  such circumstances, it is not sur
prizing that Hathorn and Corwin, the 
magistrates, should have found suffi
cient grounds for holding the old lad�· 
for the autumn assizes. She was ae
cordingly lodged in jail till the eourt 
should convene in September. 

Her trial, at the fall term of court. 
presents little difference from simi� 
lar hearings, save for one single in
cident. .\mong the '• afflicied · ' was 
a young matron, a Mrs. Pope, wife 
of a well-to-do citizen of Salem. 
During the trial this Christian young 
woman hurled her muff at the ae-

cused as she stood in the prison 's 
dock. Her shot, as is often the way 
when women throw missiles, went 
wild ; but if she lacked accuracy of 
aim she certainly was not wanting in 
spirit. Stooping, she unfastened the 
buekle of her heaYy, rough-weather 
brogan and flung it with all her 
might at Martha Core�-. Practise had 
improYed her marksmanship. The 
iron-studded heel of the hcay�- foot
gear struck the old lad)· full in the 
mouth. Tipstaves and court attend
ants made no mo,·e to interfere. \Vith 
bruised and swollen lips Martha. 
Corey stood to rcct-h·e sentence of 
death by hanging. 

Another entry in the ReYerend 
.:\Ir. Parris' notes furnishes us with 
the penultimate chapter of Martha 
Corc)· 's tragedy : " A<'cordingl�·, this 
14 S<'ptember, the 3 aforesa id breth
ren [Lieutenant Nathaniel Putnam 
and two deMons of Salem Yillage 
Churchj went with the pastor to her 
in Salem Prison ; whom we found 
Yery obdurate, justifying herself, 
and condemning all that had done 
anything to her diseoYer)· or con
demnation. \Vhereupon! after a lit
tle discourse ( for her imperiousness 
would not suffer mll(•h ) ,  and after 
prayer, the dreadful sentence of ex
communication was pronounced 
against her. " 

Six days after Martha Corey's ar
rest on a charge of witchcraft, 

her husband, Giles Core�·, was haled 
before the magistrates on a similar 
aecusation. . 

The same " afflieted children " who 
had sworn away the wife's life ap
peared in the role of prosecuting 
"itnesses against the husband, and 
so greatly did they suffer that, 
though the old man stood a good ten 
yards from them, his hands were 
lashed behind his back to keep him 
from pinching the girls by magic. 

After the children's tale of haunt. 
ings, pinchings, beatings and other 
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abuses had been told, G iles Corey 
was permitted to speak i n  his own 
behalf. But when he declared him
self innocent the " afflicted children " 
forthwith fell to the floor, some in a 
dead faint, others writhing and 
groaning in agony. 

' ' Is it not enough to work magic 
at other times '1 ' '  Magistrate Ha
thorn asked the prisoner sternly as 
he beheld the sufferings of the ' '  af
flicted. " " Must you be at it in the 
face of authority 1 "  

Again tho old man denied his guilt 
and the magistrate interrupted with : 
" Why do you tell such un-Christian 
lies against these wi tnesses 1 ' '  

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

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

September 7, 1692, Giles Corey 
was led into ·court to answer an in
dictment for witchcraft. The court 
clerk read the document and, as was 
customary, asked the defendant 
whether he pleaded guilty or not 
guilty. 

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

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

timony Giles Corey was indicted been 
sworn ou the Holy Scriptures ! Did 
not those same Scriptures declare 
witches and wizards existed and 
must be put to death? \Vhoever 
called a trial for witchcraft foolery 
denied the Bible and mocked at God. 
'!'his man was a blasphemer as well 
as a wizard. 

What to do f No man could be 
legally sentenced unless he had pre
viously been found guilty by a jury 
after a plea of not guilty or had 
saved the court's time by pleading 
guilty. The court took counsel upon 
the case, then decided to apply the 
terrible penalty of peine fo-rte et 
d1u·e. This was literally ' ' applying 
pressure " to the accused, since it 
consisted of laying him on his back 
and piling upon his chest and abdo
men as great a weight of timber, 
stone or iron as he could bear, and 
more, till he either died or agreed to 
answer " guilty " or " not guilty " to 
the indictment charging him with 
crime.• 

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

*NoTE-While the terrible penalty of 
peine forte et dure was inflicted only 
once by a court in America, it was by 
no means unknown in England. Ju
liana Quick died by it in 1 . .U!l; Anthony 
Arrowsmith suffered a like fate in 
1598, as did Walter Calverly in 1605 
and Ma;O'I" Stra.ngways in 1657. A sim
ilar case is recM'ckd at the Cambridgs 
asBizes as late as 11-'1 (though the 
victim is unnamed). The punuhment 
was abrogated by Act of Parliament in 
1'17�. 
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the motions of according him a fnir 
trial before sentence could be lcgall�
pronounced and executed. 

On :Monday, September 19, 1692, 
Giles Corey was t�ken to a spot ncar 
what was later to be the site of the 
Howard Street burial ground and 
Brown Street. Salem. laid on hi� 
back. and buried under a great pile 
of timber and rocks. 

Puritan conscience battled Puritan 
conscience. The firmness of purpose 
which l('d the conscientious officers. 
blinded by the crude superstition 
the�- mistook for religion. to torture 
aged Giles Core:.- wus the same firm
ness of purpose which made the old 
man refuse t o  go through the farce 
of a trial for a crime he knew to he 
impossible. It was the sa me uncom
promising spiri t whieh had alread�
wrested a new world from red
skinned men of the woods and would 
later hold it against red-coated men 
of the king. Giles Corey suffered 
for being ahead of his time. Hc 
denied the existence of witchcraft in 
a da�- when nearly eYery OHE' firm1�
believed in a personal de,-il with 
horns. hoofs and tail. 

Wlien the process of applyi ng pres
sure commenced, Corey begged the 
officers to pile as much weight on as 
possible, " that his �-ufferings might 
the sooner be ended. ' �  

Robert Calef. a liberal-mintled mer
chant of Salem, who did all i n  his 
power to stem the rising tidt> of mad
ness during the witchcraft prosecu
tions. relates a horrif�-ing ineident of 
Giles Core�·'8 death : 

' ' In pressing, his tongue being 
pressed out of his mouth, the sheriff 
with his cane forred it back again 
while he was d�·ing. ' '  

MARTHA COREY was hanged on 
Gallows Hill, Salem, September 

22. 1 692. three da:n� after hm· aged 
husband suffered the cruelest death 
eYer imposed by ch·ilized men on the 
North American continent. 

.An old ballad. written in the con
temporary style. te11� of Giles Corey's 
death in these quaint words : 

Giles Corey was a \\'izzard strong, 
A stubborn Wretch was he. 

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

So when before ye Magistrates 
For Tris.I he did come, 

He would 110 true confession make, 
But was compleatlie dumbe. 

"Giles Corey," sayeth ye Magistrate, 
"\Vhat hast thou here to plead 

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

Giles Co1·cy-he sayeth not a W orde, 
No single Worde spake he; 

"Giles Corey," sayeth ye Magistrate, 
"We>Jl press it out of thee!' 

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

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

"More Weight," now sayed this wretched 
Man, 

"More Weight," again he cryed, 
And he would no confession make, 

But wickedly he dyed. 

The third of Seabury Quinn's true tales of witchcraft, "Rebecca 
Nurse, Saint of Salem," tells how a Colonial 
court, in violation of the principle of bial by 
jury, sent a saintly old woman to the gallows 

on the testimony of hysterical children. It 
will appear in WEIRD TALES next ntonth. 



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

The Dark Interval 
By J. B. POWELL 

H
ARGROVE thought : " Pray 

-pray-why don 't. I pray 7 
Can 't-never learned. \Veil, 

what's t.he difference 7 Why don't 
I get frightened ? Whisky-it. 1s got. 
me now. I 've been a fool. Anne
Anne-where is Anne t The will
Anne--Anne-' ' 

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

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

of life than most people. He had 
l ived! 

Death wa.� a promiSE>, he had 
thought-a promise of relea::,e. of 
r�"t. ; but on.ly a promis�. He had 
tried t.o turn this last. thought. ove1· 
iu his mind. but he. felt his st'nst's 
blurring, an·d his thoughts became 
Yagu£- and disconnected. 

And then, · · Anne-Anne-. ' '  
He tried to call but. the woL·ds 

froze on his eold lips. John Ha1ogroYe 
was dead. 

2 

' 'WILL you be goin' in right 
away, ma 'am � "  

" Please, Mary." 
"I kinda looked for you yistenlee, 

but I guess you was so fur a"·ay an ' 

everythin'. " 
' • Yes, Mary. ' '  
" They put him i n  the big room. 

I thought it would be best with all 
his friends an ' all. I bin keepin ' 
the.door locked agin his relations and 
such. They c:ome yisterdee. I 
wanted to wait till you got het·�. 
rna 'am. H e 's bin in there two days 
now." 

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

" Them candles are a-humin ' low 
agin. I bin keepin' 'em lit. but 
seems like they burn down mighty 
t1uiek. He's over here by the grate, 
ma'am . "  

The women stopped sudd�nly and 
peered down into the black coffin. 

55 



56 WEIRD TALES 

' ' Looks natchurl, don't he, 
ma 'am Y ' '  

" Did he suffer, Mary ?" 
" Went too quick to suffer, rna 'am. 

Died in bed. Heart trouble takes 
'em that way. Liquor, the doctors 
said. Guess he drank purty much 
after you went, rna 'am." 

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

The servant broke the silence. 
" Perhaps I better git you a bite to 
cat, rna 'am. A warm cup o' tea 
would do you good." 

" No, Mary. Just take my things 
up. I 'll be out presently." 

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

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

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

' 'Anne-Anne. ' '  

l\lrs. Hargrove whirled about. The 
voice came from behind. She had 
heard no one enter. The room was 
dark. 

" Anne--Anne-the will -Anne ! "  
It. was a man's voice, deep and sol

emn. It sounded Hke her husband 's 
voice. She turned back to the coffin. 

" Anne--Anne--" 
No, it came from behind. but it was 

John's Yoice. 
" Y  cs, John , "  she said softly. 
A shaft of light crossed the room. 
' ' Are you all right rna 'am f I 

thought mebbc you took sick bein ' in 
here so long. • '  

The servant. switched the lights on 
as she talked. 

" Yes, 1\:lary, I 'm quite all right,, 
replied 1\frs. Hargrove calmly. 

3 

IT SEEMED to Hargrove that he had 
been asleep an unusually long 

time. The sun was already streaming 
through the open windows as he leis
urely rose from his bed. Ten o'clock, 
at least, he thought. He turned 
mechanically toward the small table 
that contained his wl1isky siphon and 
he moved slowly toward it. He 
reached for a glas.c;, but his hand 
seemed unable to close upon it. In 
fact, he thought his hand went right 
through it ·as if it were a shadow. 
Somewhat dismayed, he turned and 
walked back to his bed. He decided 
that he was very sleepy, or perhaps 
still under the influence. He sat 
down on the edge of the bed and 
thoughtfully placed his head in his 
two hands. Finally he stood up again, 
convinced that he was neither asleep 
nor drunk. He glanced down at the 
foot of the bed for his bathrobe. He 
would bathe and get dressed. Then 
he would feel better. His eyes fell 
upon the fat figure stretched out be
side him and he remembered then 
that it was dead. 

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

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

But such misery ! And every pang 
said, ' ' Anne, Anne. ' '  It was as if 
Anne herself were prodding his 
wounded soul, persecuting him with 
pain. He tried to think of other 
things, of pleasant things, but the 
voice said, ' ' A nne, ' '  with added dis
tress, with unbearable wretchedness. 

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

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

ing, but they passed through him, 
unperturbed. He shouted after 
them, but they paid him no heed. His 
misery increased. He could not 
1mderstan<.l, if his present state were 
death, why l ife was so near at hand. 
And since life was so close why could 
he not reach out and grasp it T He 
wondered if he must go on thus eter
nally. Where was the promise death 
had pledged him T 

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

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

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

Hargrove lost track of all t i me in 
his suffering. How long he had 
drifted thus musing he knew not. _\t 
night he returned to his house 
through ha hit, and spent the long 
night pacing the rooms. He would 
wander into the drawing room at 
times and stand before his coffin, 
'·ainly yean1ing that he might crawl 
back into his dead body and hrt>atbe 
again. Then he would enter the bed
rooms where his relatives were quar
tered, seeking comfort there. He 
coulcl hear them laughingly discuss
ing his death. How much would they 
get ? Already they were eager. 
Planning- to have the will read im
mcdiatel;\• after his funeraL Yes, 
the.'· would get it. His dear rela
tiv<>s. )<�very penny of it. His sweet 
rcla t ives ! 

And then back into the drawing 
room again to pace the deep carpet 
by his <'Offin until Anne came. He 
felt satisfied that she would come. 
Death has strange drawing powers. 
It draws forgotten wives back to for
gett ing husbands. 

He was not startled when he 
beard the key turn i n  the lock and 
a�aw the doors swing open. Of course 
it would be Anne. He swooped for
ward to meet her and called ht>r 
Dame frantically. He called again
again. No response. The servant. 
Would she never go! Again-again. 
Ah, the servant was going now
cone. Again. She heard him. an
:Jwercd him. Tell her. tell her some
Uh.ing. What ? The ·will : Yes. the 
11'ill. The servant ag.aiu.

. Both go
iog now. Both gon�.

" 

He followed his wife to ht-r room 
amd called to her all night. in ..-ain. 

4 

IT W.\S a coincidence that .John Har
grove's will \�as to be read in the 

ame room from whic-h h� had been 

buried. He thought of this as he 
wat<:hcd his eager cousins file in and 
choose their seats. He noticed the 
an::otious greed in their faces and 
t:ursed himself. His wife, dr,y-eyed 
and l:alm, sat apart from the group 
quietly com·ersing with the attorney. 
The large room was no longer dark 
and sombe t·. Cheerful ftau1es shot 
from the Jog fireplace� and the late 
October sun flooded the room with 
brightness. The ftower.s which had 
yesterday graced his coffin had been 
removed. Even the �orgeous candel
abrum had been hidden from sight. 

Hnrgro,·e ma rveled at the change 
death had worked in his heart. He 
wished Anne could know him now. 
He �.,·ish�d she might feel the deep 
love m h1s heart and know the �entle 
t�oughtfulness that had enveloped 
h1m. Too late. All thin�s come too 
late. He felt that he could atone for 
ever�· wrong he had ever done her, 
now. Yes-now. 

His i ntense misery had �h·cn way 
to more quiet pain. He felt that he 
was soon to die another death. The 
small leather case which the lawyer so 
carelessly tossed upon the table held 
poverty for Anne, and eternal suffer
in.g for him . . It held a scrap of paper 
with the ravmgs of a madman scrib
bled on it. yet with the power to de. 
stroy two lives-a living one and a 
dead one. 

A sense of rebellion surged through 
him when the lawyer quietlv opened 
his brief l�ase and extracted the docu
ment. He pact>d the floor frantically. 
The paper must not be r�ad. 

' " Xo. no ! · �  he shouted. 
The attome�· had a h·ea.d.'· begun. 
" I. John Hargrove, being of good 

health and sonnd mind do herebv- � '  
Ha t·�rov(' swooped for·ward 

·
and 

fhm� himself desperate)�· upon the 
mau. The paper .slid gracefnlJ:y from 
his hands and fluttered slowh: down 
into the fir(>plact>. An o,�er-anxious 
cousin brought out a �ingle <·barred 
edge and a burned hand for his pains. 
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All eyes were riveted upon the lawyer. 
Hargrove's relatives were trying to 
digest what had just happened. A 
fortune had been burned before their 
very eyes. 

The attorney smiled not sadly. 
' ' The. accident was unfortunate, ' '  

he said blandly. • '  According to the 
law of this state regarding lost and 
destroyed wills, the entire property, 
both real and personal, descends to 

John Hargrove's wife, Mrs. .Anne 
Hargrove. ' '  

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

The Wolves Were Howling at the Door, but Far 
Off Across the Snow-Covered Steppes the old 
Russian Peasant Heard the Tinkling of 

SLEIGH B ELLS 
By HASAN VOKINE 

I
T WAS cold in the fierce, heart

less way of Siberia. A desert of 
snow stretched on every side be

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

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

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

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

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

There was no answer. 
His hand rested on the bolt. It 

turned ! 
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" Dmitri ! 'Va.it." 
The careworn eyes of the dying 

man had opened. He was alert. 
' ' Dmitri, don 't I hear bells, drosT"" 

ky bells ? Yes ! They co�e from the 
west,  nearer a.nd nearer. · · 

The son shrugged his shoulders. 
' ' But it could not be, father. No 

one would come-for us. ' '  
" But li�tcn ! Ah) don �t you hear 

them ? ' '  
Dmitri put his ear t o  the d?Or· The 

snoVI' crunched undet· a ha1r�- paw. 
That was all. 

Still thev waited. Dmitri dreamed, 
as he lean�d against the wall. that the 
cold which erept slowl�- up his boots 
from the di r·t floor was a pack of 
wolves, gnawing, gnawing at him, and 
he drew his long c1tcrkeska. more 
tightl�- abont him. 

THE sun aro�e. and each beam 
chased a way another wo1f. Soon 

the whole world was glorious and 
golden, saYc for tht' two within the 
hut. The squalor of their existence 
was almost unbelieYable. Although 
only exiles, their lot ha� beet� worse 
than that of some Saghahen pnsoners. 
Forced to livP. in a mise-rable, one
room hut or ·izba., not allowed even 
so much �s an implement with

. 
which 

to eat their coarse food there, ltfe was 
that of beasts. 

"Now we mu�t wait another Ion� 
day-to die." said Dmitri. 

" No, no !
· 

I cannot. be mistaken, " 
insisted the father, slowly and Dain
fulJy. " I ,_till hear the bells. They 
were Yery far off -and now they are 
nearer. 

Dmitri looked at his father and 
wondf!red how much lonRer he ''"ould 
last-surely not until niRht. When 
that time came, when the pack had 
onec more collected without the hut, 
he would tear open the door. In a 
minute the room would be sur2in� 
with their cruel, gl.osr(\. bodies, a.nd in 
another minute he would have joined 
his father. 

Again he resolved himself to wait· 
ing. Late in the afternoon Andrey 
motioned for water, and his sou fed 
him from a bowl a dirty mess. half 
water, half suo\\', which had filtered 
through the cracks. Darkness came 
early, and soon the occasional howls 
of the wolves were heard. A crunch 
of t.he hard upper snow some time 
later told him that one was just with· 
out. He carefully sounded the door. 
The snow \vas a boYe his waist, which 
meant that once the door wa.� opened 
it would be impossible to shut. He 
praved that his father would not last 
much longer, and a gain he was 
startled at the old man 's· strenJ!th. 
AndreY was sitting up ! His lips 
formt>d the word, ' ' Listen l ' '  

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

Dmitri eould not belie,·e. He held 
his ears. I t  stopped. He released 
them, and agaiu the tinkling eame. 
It was steadily becoming louder .

. It was just too much. In lns ex
hausted condition such an emotion 
was more than Dmihi could with• 
stand. 

LATER, as they were taken into a 
room where there stood a tabl& 

with a samovar, a bi� bowl of steam
ing schi and plenty of Y?dka, Dmitri 
told his rescuer of how h1s fa.ther had 
first hea.rd his slei�h bells. 

" But," said the farmer, " it must 
have been about t.he time I was start· • 

·1 f u " mg out, m1 es rom yo • 
So to this day they wonder bow 

that old man, ·on the point of death, 
knew. 

TT1is is a S1t1Jersfit-ious sfont, typiC4l 
of the Russian peasant. The son's 
story wa.� taken as an omen that An· 

drey 7uzd bun fot·gi1um btt the Gt·eat 
Father as well as by their H LittltJ 
Father" tlte fsar. Had he n..of bu• 
allowed to visit tke misty WOJ'ltl of 
after deatkt How else had lte 1tuvd 
brother VasiWs 8Uig1 beUs f 
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FOREWORD 

S 
O:\IE time during the latt�r part 

of )lax. 1924. I received a eom
munie.at ion from a well-known 

publishing house, a eommuni<'ation 
�-uffieientlv out- oi the ord inR rY to 
merit my ·immediate attention. i had 
sold the�e publishers considerable fic
tion t rea ting of the occult and super
natural ; they wrote me to inquire if 
I 'l'"ere an aetna! student of the oe
<'ttlt.� or if I l1ad mere})· gone into the 
subje<·t superficially to gh·e more 
c·o10l' t o  my stories. They intimated 
that there was a speeial reason back 
of their inquiry. 

I wrote back that I was a serious 
student. of the occult, but that the 
more I studied it the more I found to 
Jearn and the more I realized that I 
had onl�- scratched the surface of the 
Mtbj(>ct. The publishers wrote back 
that the�- had been requested to get 
in touch with a student of the oc-cult 
and to ask such a person to commnni
e:ate immediately with )liss Sophie 
Delorme, Differdale House, :\Iea<low
lawn. L:-.•11brook. ( I t  is understood, 
of <·ourse , that I am using the ficti
tious nam es furnished in the manu
�eript written by 2\liss Delorme.) 

I was naturally interested and 
m·ote t o  :\li$s Delo;·me- at onre. The 
ladY informed me that she had a 
nw;m:-;c-ript of Hbout fift�· thousand 
"·ortls whi<'h she had written to ex
plain <m extremely strange matter 
that. had oc·curred in her neighbor
hood. She believed this story to be 
Yit�ll�- import ant and insisted that 
�he dared not entrust the manuscript 
to an�- other than a person instructed 
along oerult lines, as she had t>very 
r�ason t o  believe that efforts ,...-ould 
be made to reach and destroy the pa
pel'S before their message could be 
transmittetl to the world . She asked 
me to eall on her and take OYer the 
manuscrip t  personally, and see to it  
that it was printed. 

I aseertained that ::\liss Delol'lne 
was a responsible person, quite able 
and willing to defray the costs of 
print ing her book, in case it proved to 
be out- of th� line of the 1·egular pub
lishing houses. I arranged to visit 
her hom(:' on .June 18th, an easy mat
ter, a s  I found I could get there by 
subway. On June 18th, t herefore, I 
"·alked aeross the fields to the great 
wall which she had described in her 
letters, and rang the bell of the bronze 
gate. From that moment ,  r began to 
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realize what Miss Delorme meant 
when she wrote that she feared for 
the safety of her manuscript. 

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

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

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

' ' Who are you ! ' ' 
I told her. 
" Thank God you came in time ! "  

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

As the last words were flun u down 
at me, she disappeared backwa�d into 
the room, as if pulled there bv invisi� 
ble hands. 

• 

J DID not doubt. for a moment that I 
had been talking with Miss Sophie 

Delorme, and I saw no immediate rea
son for lingering in the vicinity. She 

spoke with a forcefulness that made 
a strong impression upon me. I felt 
intuitively that it was of infinite im
portance for me to leave that spot at 
once with the tin box and its precious 
contents. As for Miss Delorme, even 
if she needed assistance of some kind, 
I should hardly be able to clamber 
over that high waH ; common sense 
urged me to call for other help, if it 
proved necessary. 

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

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

The thought was more than suffi
cient for me. I rushed down into the 
subwa�- and caught the ne:!:t train 
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back to town. Not tha.t this ended the 
matter. Oh, no ! Nor l1ad I imagined 
that it would. I knew that while the 
devoted Sophie Delorme's valiant and 
successful effort to place it in my 
hands had succeeded, even at the cost 
of her life, the attempts to destroy it 
would not cease until they had be
come futile ; that is, until there were 
enough replicas of the manuscript 
spread broadcast to make it impossi
ble to suppress the message entirely. 

Things became quite too lively from 
that moment on. I had little time to 
do more than admire the courage and 
fidelity of the woman who had un
doubtedly perished in the Diffcrtlale 
house, before I was myself involved 
in one accident after another. The 
motorman on the train I caught had 
a fainting spell and the train ran wild, 
smashed into tl1e one ahead and broke 
things up pretty badly. I escaped 
with the t in box still in my anns, but 
scratched and cut by flying glass. 

I got out at the next station, having 
walked the subway rails with other 
passengers, and took a taxi which pro
ceeded to have a blowout and skid :into 
a. telegraph post. The driver was 
thrown out and injured severely, but 
I escaped-with a broken arm. 1\fy 
good ann still held the tin box. When 
the ambulance came for the driver, I 
made them take me to my own home. 
My doctor could not understand why 
I insisted upon hiding that tin box 
under the bedcovers, where I could 
hold on to it. He put my broken arm 
into a cast, and I had to resign myself 
to. some weeks of inactivity. 

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

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

IN SPITE of the care with which the 
manusc1ipt was watched, a lighted 

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

One copy of these typed pages was 
shut up in the publisher's safe with 
the original manuscrip t ;  the other 
was distributed in the printing room. 
A fire broke out in the printing room 
while the men were out at lunch, and 
the fire engines came, and the place 
was drenched, the sheets being almost 
ruined. Fortunately, we could replace 
spoiled sheets with clean ones from 
the other copy in the safe. 
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Then, after the hooks were printed, 
the entire printing plant was d,rna
mited, and the books destro�·ed in the 
resulting fire. I had taken the proof
sheets home with m(>, ho,�ever. and 
from these I dictated the entire mann
f>cript again to a typist. 

1 know there are plent�- of people 
who will sneer at the recital of these 
accide nfs, calling them <.>oineidences. 
That word covers a multitude of 
strange� inexpliea ble happenings. I 
know too muell about tho�e powers 
who are averse to publishing broad
<'ast the message contained in )fis.� 
Delorme's manuscript. to eal1 ther;� 
occurrences coincidences. 

As I \nite- this. I know that )Ii!-;.� 
Delorme's message of warning will go 
out into the world as she intended, �t 
message for those who ean nndet·
stand. It rna�· be only a piec-(' of fie
tion for those who are ignorant of. 
what the most casual students of ps�-
<'hie phenomena now eonsicler ever�-
da�- occurrences. The declaration that 
there " ain 't no ghosts" today is noth
ing but a display of the speaker\; de
plorable backwardness in CUITe n t  
neu·s, alone. 

I wish to state, before closing m�· 
little foreword, that I ha,·e not. 
touched Miss Delorme's manuscript. 
except to tx:· to separate it into parts, 
not chapter�. It was a sin�le long 
narrative, as it came to my hand<; :  
th(' writer evidently considered it 
more important to �t her mes.�ge 
on paper than to divide and subdivide 
it in the manner of modern letters. I 
found it awkward to draw am· dh·id
ing lines in the text, rn:n;elf. · 

There is little doubt i n  m,- mind 
that that. fine and noble \l'"O�an lost 
her life because she was not sufficient
ly instructed in psychic phenomena 
to protect herself against im·asions 
from the darkness on the other side of 
the Yeil that separates the human en
tit�· from the mysterious and too of
ten malevolent entities of the astral 
plane. Fortunately for the world-

at least for that portion of the world 
that. can understand-she had secured 
'\\ith careful foresight the printing 
and distribution of her weird and ter
rible experience, even to the final de
tail of a large check made ont to rn(". 
and enclosed with the manuscript in 
the tin box. That she was safeguard
ed until her work was finished and 
passed on to me, is proof that oth(\l' 
and higher powers of good watehcd 
owr her while her presen<·e on thi<> 
plane was necessa ry. 

It is my earnest hope that her sae
l·ifice and deYotion will not han• been 
i n  Yain. -Gre�-e La Spina. 

PART 1 

THERE is no rea.l reason for th(.> in-
side histox:· of that summer to 

nmain unrecorded and th<>re are 
strong reasons wh�- it should be made 
publie. I und('rstand fn11�- that man::r
will pronounce the whole affair one of 
sheer fabrication on mr part. but on 
the other hand there are those in 
Ame1·iea, in the worJd. who will know 
that m�- story is not on)�- possible but 
probable. It is for these last I write, 
that the knowledge of those !'trange 
happenings may put th('m on their 
guard ; that the)• may relllize the full 
extent of the dangcr in this terrible 
inTasion of our dear country bY the 
potent influences of evil that ·ha�e for 
centuries flourished in the wild spots 
of Europe and Asia. 

The "·orld ought to kno'"' that these 
forces of the dark are organizing for 
the adYancement of their own iudi
Yidual and collecth·e purpos�. just as 
the forces ·of the light are eo-operat
ing for the ad,·ancement of humanity ; 
that im·asions from the dark will peri
odi<.>all�- be made-sly!�·, subtly. when. 
eYer opportnnity offers ; that embod
ied and disembodied �·il is  marching 
upon the New World, intent on con
quest. And most terrible of all. the 
New 'Vorld is ignorant of these potent 
influences upon mind a-nd body, at· 
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tributing the ancient wisdom of the 
Old World along these lines to the 
superstitious tales of ignorant peas· 
ants. 

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

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

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

disguise to a ce11ain extent the names 
of the principals in the affair, as well 
as the name of the town itself ; I am 
not writing to satisfy anyone's morbid 
curiosity or t o  make Lynbroolc-let 
me call it that-a place of pilgrim
age. :My sole incentive is to notify 
the ' ' initiated ' , in America of what 
has actually taken place in this New 
\Vorld, of this invasion by the evil 
pO\�ers of the Old \Vorld 's waste 
places. This accomplished, I shall 
feel more than repaid for the effort 
which it is for me, a woman unaccus
tomed to writing more than a friendly 
note, to pen this story which I have an 
intuition may prove a long one. 

Since the heroic deaths, in the 
World \Var, of my niece and of Lieu
tenant Owen Edwardes, I have often 
debated within myself the advisability 
of setting down an account of those 
strange and awful happenings, and 
at last it was borne in upon me that I 
must carry on Portia's work as far 
as it was possible for me to do so. I 
lost no time in getting to work, once 
persuaded where my duty lay. 

IT IS easy to begin, because my part 
in it really started with Portia's 

letter inviting me tO' make my home 
with her in Lynbrook. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I took up the letter and read it 
hastily. It was from one Howard 
Diffcrdale, of Lynbrook, N. Y., a 
frank, straightforward stat.ement of 
his needs. As nearly as I can remem
ber, it ran somewha�t in this tenor : 

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

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

The salary he offered was compa.ra· 
tively small, so much so that I won
dered at my niece's enthusiasm. The 
matter of remuneration, however, 
was taken up later by Mr. Differdale 
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when Portia went down to see him, 
and augmented t.o an extent that 
would have made the position a ltighly 
desirable one from the :financial stand
point, had it been known beforehand. 
Mr. Differdale explained to my niece 
a bit qryly that he had purposely 
made it Yery sma l l  in his letter, be
cause he did not care for the type of 
woman who would haYe been attracted 
for the sake of the 1·emunerat.ion 
alone ; he wanted someone whose 
strongest motiYe 'vas the character 
of the work. But I am getting ahead 
of the story. 

PORTIA went do"·n to L:ntbrook. She 
did not take me 'vith her. She 

told me that she considered herself 
capable of judging both the charac
ter of the man and the nature of the 
work. She did not return to Reading, 
but I received a. series of letters tell
ing of her arrh·al, and of various 
other matters of interest. Some of 
these I still haYe, and shall quote here 
and there to show her ::first impres
sions, especially as some of them have 
a bearing on la.ter events. 

With a check, she wrote : 
" Dear Aunt. Sophie : 
' ' I  am enclosing a check for my first 

month 's salar�· in adYance. I am send
ing it all, because I really cannot fore
see any particular needs that may 
arise to necessitate my having on hand 
more money than the amount of my 
fare down, which :\Ir. Differdale re
funded, as he offered in his letter. 

' ' I  suppose you would like to know 
what kind of a man m�· employer is 
and what the work is for "·hich I am 
engaged. I am bound by my honor 
not to divulge the exact ua.ture of the 
work, but I can sa�· that it is some
thing whieh is for the good of all hu
manity, aJ1d that l\lr. Differdale can 
be best judged by this : every penny 
he derives from an invention of his 
for weighing and sorting wateh mech
anisms, he devotes to his researches, 
the nature of which I cannot tell you . 

His whole life is bound up in earn·ing 
on this work. 

' ' HE' is the most absent.-minde.<l oi 
individuals, when it comes to his per
sonal wants, although his mind is as
tonishingly alert when it is :fixed upon 
his work. Fu Sing, the Chinese man
of-ali-work, has to call him to his 
meals or I verily believe he would for
get that such a thing as food existed. 
Fu Sing is a model servant, by the 
way ; one never sees him about. the 
house, but he accomplishes wonders in 
making e'·eryt.hing clean and com
fortable. 

' ' The floors are ha1·dwood with 
oriental rugs. No chairs ; just piles of 
('Ushious. I sleep on cushions every 
night.� and I must admit I :find it ex
tremely llL"{Urious and comfo11able. 
This is a part of Mr. Differdale 's the
ory ; he believes that the part. of our 
lives spent. in repose or recreation 
should be made as relaxing as possible 
and that complete change is a relaxa
tion in itself. Oh, we need to gain 
fresh strength daily for the demand
ing work in which our nights are 
passed ! 

" Yes, all our work is done at. ui ght. 
So fa.r, I have been out under the stars 
every night except when it has rained. 
'Ve sleep all day. I am entering up
on an entirely different life, .'\.unt 
Sophie. and it is 'vonderful-and fas
cinating-and inspiring ! I admire 
my employer hugely ; he is really a. 
splendid man. You feel this just by 
being in his vicinity ; it is a kind of 
atmosphere spreading about him. · '  

A LATER letter read : ; · The fi1·st 
week I was here I did practically 

nothing but read his books or listen 
to his explanation of some of the ex
periments in which I am to assist him 
later on. I am all impatience, hut I 
cannot help him materially until I 
have learned many, many things. I 
am studying now, every minute that 
I am not s]eeping or taking t.he out
of-door recreat ion upon which l1e .in-
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sists and which is great sport, for it 
consists in exercising Boris and An
drei ( huge white Russian wolfhounds) 
on the leash, in the fields that com
pletely surround the high walls of the 
building where we live i n  what 
amounts to isolation. 

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

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

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

religious, as being apart from spirit
ual. 

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

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

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

" Like her mother, she is curious 
about everything and everybody i n  
the neighborhood. I heard more gos· 
sip, disguised as friendly criticism, 
during luncheon time tha.n I 've ever 
heard in all my life before, even i n  
Reading. 

' ' I  got an impression, vague to be 
sure, that Mr. Differdale 's mother was 
jealous of my advantage in being his 
assistant, and in thus being admitted 
to the knowledge of his work She told 
me, with rather a dry air, that she 
had never been invited to set foot 
within the precincts guarded by that 
ten-foot wall that surrounds the house 
where her only son lives and works. 
The thought that I had already been 
admitted there was only too evidently 
distasteful to her, and I felt that het· 
disposition to be friendly was mo
tivated by her belief t.hat it would 
give her later opportunities to satisfy 
her curiosity, when more confidential 
relations should have been established 
between us. 

" There are two Arnold children, 
disagreeable little brats of nine and 
eleven respectively. Their names are 
Alice and Minna. I have rat·cly had 
the misfortune to meet such malicious 
children. I can well believe their 
mother's complaint that they are al
ways quarreling wit h other <'hildren 
on that street, but I do not believe i t  
is the others who at·e a t  fault, as lirs. 
Arnold declares. Their mother says 
she cannot make them obey her be
cause they are so high-spirited. If 
this is the actual reason, then deliver 
me from high-spirited children for the 
rest of my life ! The neighbors ap
pear to share my dislike, for .the two 
children seem extremely u npopular. 

" Mrs. Differdale asked if het· son 
had pt·ovided a chaperon for me and 
seemed very much put out at what 

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

IN A previous letter Portia described 
the great square building of two 

stories that contained the immense 
laboratory and a roomy library where 
thousands of ancient and modern vol
umes were shelved. A dining room 
furnished in modern fashion, an up
to-date kitchen, nnu the sleeping quar
ters of :Mr. Differdale, Portia, and Fu 
Sing, took u p  the rest of the building. 
Laboratory, uining room and Fu'!l 
kitchen and bedroom were on the 
ground floor, the library and other 
sleeping quarters and private hath
rooms on the second floor. 

:Most of Portia ·� work when she 
fi t·�t went t hen� was the indexing for 
r�:lsier reference of the thvusands of 
hooks in the library. The letter from 
which I <tuotcu ut length about Mr. 
Differdale's family was written about 
a month aftet· Portia left Reading. 
From that time on her work must 
have absorb<�d her to the exclul-;ion of 
everything else, for lette1·s h<?c-ame 
more and more infr·cqnent. ThP. only 
things I could gleau from these brief 
messages were that her em ployer wall 
a great anu noble benefactor of hu
manity ; that she had hurt. her· knee 
when racing with the wolfhounds one 
C\'Cn ing and a )lr. Owen J<;<.lwa1·des 
( who had :1 r<'al estate office on the 
houle,·a rd ) had escorted her home, 
and that the dogs had " behaved like 
angels although . 

he was a complete 
stranger to them " ;  that :\lr. Owen 
Bdwardes had motored her one e,·e
ning to Pleasure Beach, an amuse-



'iO WEIRD TALES 

mcnt resort near L>·nbrook : that 
Owen Edwardes had a reall�- excep
tional mind : that Owen had been 
telling ht>r how he was carrying out 
his dead father's ideals to build real 
homes for middle-dass famili�;>s at 
nominal cost. 

I ma�- be an old maid ( Portia has 
since told me that I couldn 't bt> an old 
maid if I tried, despitt> m�- umnar
ried state, and that the two Differdale 
women were typical old maids in spite 
of being man-ied ) ,  but I can scent a 
romance whilt> i t 's still a-budding. 
There was more mention of · · Owen · · 
in Port ia 's letters than any other one 
thing. It can be imagined, then, that 
it  wn;; Jikt> a bolt from the blue to 
have her write me a quiet, dignified 
lettt'r without mul'h detail, stating
that owing to the neighborhood gossip 
(which had been strengthened b�- old 
Mrs. Differdalc in her bittt'r jealous�· 
of my niece ·� position of vantage l 
Howard Diffcrdale and �hl' had been 
qnietl�- marri<>d. so that, as she ex
JH'<'��<'d it, the�- <>ould <'arr.r on their 
work without interruption or disturb
anc-e in future. 

From this time on. Portia 's letter� 
bec·a me �-et rarer. In them, too, there 
wa� no mention of Owen Edwardes. 
although I inquired directly about 
him twice. I t ried to belieYe that 
Portia had misled me purposely in 
writing so much about the young man, 
in ordt-r to cover her infatuation with 
her employer. bnt I couldn't seem to 
1·eeon<-ile this guile with her letters. 

After her marriage, her <'Ommuni
<'ations took on a certain dignity and 
aloofness. I t  was as if Portia had 
' : put aside <>hildish things. � · She had 
suddenl�- grown up, had <'Orne to ma
turity of mind and spirit . Neverthe
less. I eould not disabuSt> mY mind 
of the idea that there had bee1i a elose 
<·ongeniality of mind and spirit be
tween herself a nd the �·oung man of 
whom she had written so much before 
her marriage. 

Portia's marriage took place in 
Januar�·. 1910, six months after she 
went to L�·nbrook. Her husband 's 
death came very� sudden]�- in Deeem
ber of the same year. She wrote me 
no details ; merely said that he had 
bt'en struek down most eruell�- in the 
midst of his work, a ''ietim to the 
evils from which he had been laboring 
to saYe humanity. She added that 
his death made her prouder of him, 
if an�·t hing, although i t  was of course 
a deep loss to her personall�- as well 
as to the world, which did not know 
what it had lost .  She intended ear
�·ing on his work, I gathered. 

I could not help being troubled at 
the thought of her in that lonesome 
spot, with no one but a Chinaman (to 
whom she referred as ' ' my faithful 
Fu") to look after ht>r eomfort. and 
Yery glad I was when she wrote me in 
)lareh. proposing that I :>ell or lease 
m�- house and make m�- home with 
her. 

Perhaps I was getting a bit tired 
of living alone in a countr�- town. 
Perhaps I was just plain homesick 
for the girl whom I had helped bring 
up. I leased m�· house. and hurried 
aU prepa rations so that I should be 
free to go down to Lynbrook at the 
('ar1iest. possible moment. 

I must confess that I was also actu· 
ated b�· � burning curiosit�· as to the 
natnr�.> of the work which my niece ad· 
mitted had been the death of her hus
band, and which she continued to car· 
ry on, courageously, declaring that it 
was for the benefit of humanity. 

PART 2 

l\1Y NIECE met. me at the Center 
Station in Lynbrook, and we 

took the subwa�· out to the Meadow· 
lawn district. 

Portia had <'hanged Yerr much, 
though Yery· subtly, sinct> she left me 
a year and a half before. Her blue 
eyes were dazzling}�- clear and looked 
at one uncompromisingly : there was 
m�·ster:'· in tht'ir depths, t hough. Her 
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straight chestnut hair with it.s reddish 
�hadows. which she usually wore in a 
coronet braid, was partially concealed 
bY her bla<'k hat, a bit of millinery 
that ca�t a dark shade upon her warm 
brown skin and her glowing cheeks. 

ShE' rlid not look in the least like a 
sorrowing widow. Her manner, her 
glance. '�·as that of a human bein.g 
which knows itself so well that 1t 
eares l it'llc or nothing for the opinions 
of others. Her figure had grown full
er withont. being buxom, Portia being 
the type of woman called magnificent. 
She had not. lost the odd cbann of her 
month, which, when slight.Jy parted, 
showed two upper front teeth a bit ; 
this touch of lightness distracted from 
her otherwise serious expression, 
which was the first thing I noted 
about her. 

As we emerged from the subway 
station upon the street, we were en
countere(l bv an elderly woman who 
inclined her head very slightly in 
recognition, but with a certain air. 
Portia touched my arm and stopped 
me. 

" Aunt Sophie, I want to have you 
meet 1\.Jr. DifferdaJe 's mother, of 
whom I 've already written you, " she 
said very sweetly. 

Mrs. Differdale jerked her head 
high. She made me think of a super
annuat<'d warhon;e that hears the 
military band passing. She almost 
snorted, in fact., as she acknowledged 
the iutroduct.ion. I had au idea that 
she was embarrassed about something, 
and Port.ia told me later that curiosi
ty had made the other woman wait 
near the subway entrance so that she 
would be the first to meet me. 

' '  I l10pe you will be able to per
suade your niece to shut up that big, 
lonely house and live like a civilized 
human being, " she said to me quite 
sharply. ' ' It 's her duty to come out 
of her seclusion alld interest herself 
in worthwhile work for this commu
uity and the world. ' '  

Portia di<i not appear at all c1is .. 
turbed by this little stab, hut as we 
went. on our way she remarked, just 
a bit sadly : ' ' Poor soul. she has never 
gotten over it that. 1\fr. Differdale l�ft 
everything to me, except an annmty 
sufficient for her modest needs. She 
considers me an interloper, especially 
as I 've been obl iged to refuse to ad
mit her to the laboratory since my 
husband's death. She made several 
visits of condolence within a wc�k. ' '  

'Ve walked u p  about three blocks 
along Queens Boulevard. Port�a 
pointed out the great ten-foot wall m 
the middle of the fields. I couldn 't 
have missed i t ;  i t  was a landmark, 
and a mysterious one at that. 

WE HAD just returned up Gilman 
Street which runs from the 

boulevard to the Differdale place, 
when an automobile came up behind 
us. The driver stopped it and called 
Portia's name. 

I knew before I was told that this 
young man with the merry �w�kle 
in his dark gray eyes, the whimsical 
smile hovering about his genero�s 
mouth, and the light brown hair 
showina under his cap, was Owen 
Edwardes. I could not refrain from 
stealing a glance at my niece, but al
though I imagined I saw a deeper 
t·ose creeping up in her blooming 
cheeks, she maintained a quiet dignity 
and composure that told me quite 
nothing. 

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

1 1  Aunt Sophie, this is Owen E�
wardes ' ' Portia said. ' ' My aunt 1s 
going to make her home with me, 
Owen . ' '  

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

Portia smiled slowly. There was a 
certain gentle enjoyment of thi� mas
culine directness in her expression. 
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4 <  I 'm (!\lite contented just now 
with my work, Owen, • '  she rebuked. 

" It  is everything to me. �·ou know." 

At that, his tone changed. 
" You're right, I know, • � he said, 

with what I interpreted as a touch 
of bitterness. " You are the most self. 
sufficient woman I ever knew, Portia. 
All vou have to do is to shut Yourself 
awa;- from the rest of huminit�- in 
your gray pri•;on, and �-ou •re quite 
happy. No intruding friend<s for 
you, eh ? "  

Then turning to me : ' ' I  know i t 's 
onlv a matter of three blocks across 
the. fields. from here. but it 's hard 
walking on the frozen ground. If 
you get in. Portia will have to. " he 
insinuated, with an a ppealing and 
boyish smile. 

I liked him at once, so I got .into 
the automobile. and of course Portia 
had to follow

· 
me. As O"·en Ed

wardes backed the car a round. my 
niece touched m,- arm and motioned 
with her head to a woman who, ac· 
companied b:'\· two littl(' girls rather 
striking!�· dressed in bright red like 
twins, was walking toward us about 
a block away. 

" That 's 1\fr. Differdale 's sister and 
her children, "  murmured m;r niece. 
" Thanks to you. _-\unt Sophie. I 'm 
now giving Aurora Arnold something 
to gossip about . "  

I promptl�· said ' '  Fiddle.<sticks ! 1 ,  
Really, I didn 't care. I had taken a 
strong liking to �-oung Owen Ed
wardes at first sight, and if he showed 
himself interested in Portia, I didn ,t 
intend to put obstacles in the way- oi 
his courtship of a cha.rming ;\'onng 
widow, in spit� of what the neighbors 
might say. 

Mr. Edwardes asked Portia if there 
were anything he could do for her, 
before he went. He offered 1o go to 
the Center Station for my trunk and 
bag, instead of leaving them to come 
over by express. Of rourse, I refused 
his offer, but I told myself that nnless 
he were interested in Portia he 

wou1dn 't haw· offered to go so much 
out of the '"a�- for me. 

PORTIA pressed a bell button inserted 
in the deep wall besid(' the hcavJ· 

bronze door that presentl:'\· swung 
open before 11er key. the bell being to 
notif�- Fu Sing that. she had returned, 
so that he could regulate the hour for 
ser,·ing dinner according)�-. For a 
moment I had a feeling of panic when 
I heard that gr('at door clang shut 
behind me. I remt-mbcred all at once 
that in this em·lo�ure :'>Omt> mvsterious 
work was carried on : that �o;newhere 
h('r('. insidt> thost> unsu rmountable 
walls, Howard Differdale had dropped 
dead under Portia's ,-er;r eyes. almost 
a t  her side. I eonldu 't help shudder
ing. 

The next moment Portia had 
thrown her arms around my neck and 
her warm kiss fell upon m�- cheek. 

" \\�elcome home. dearest Aunt 
Sophie F' she was c�·ing. 

Her words. h('r voiet>. her kiss, 
8'"\"ept unpleasant associations out of 
m;\· mind, and I followed her cheer· 
full�· enough acros.<; the wide court
�·ard to the massiYe granite building 
that was to be m�- home in future. 
The house door was opened to us by 
the bowing, smiling Fu Sing. sucking 
in his breath in excruciatingly polite 
manner as he retreated before us. 

Portia took me at ouee to m�- room 
on the second floor. It was wonder· 
full�- attractiYe� except. that it. had 
no bed, onl�- a pile of silken cushions. 
She asked me if I '"anted to try the 
cushions. or if she should telephone 
into Lynbrook for a regulation bed. 
It happens that I 1-ean�- do like to 
11T new things, so I l"etoed her sug
gestion at once ; I thought I might 
enjo�· playing that I '"as in some kind 
of Eastern palace. 

At dinner, -which was served in a 
handsome, entirely modern dining 
room that opened off the kitchen 
through a butler!s pantry. Port.ia 
tr.ied to give me a brief resume of the 
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events of the :year coYered bv her mar
ried life. I ·shaH put it i;.to a few 
\vords just at this point in m�- narra
tive. 

Quite without the slightest attempt. 
at concealment, she told me that she 
and Owen Edwardes had come close 
to haYing had an understanding, but 
that what she had learned of her em
plo_,·er 's work had decided her that. so 
long as Howard Differdale needed 
her, it would be her joy as well as her 
dutY to work beside him. She had 
given Owen to understand this, deli
cate)�·, as a woman can. 

And then �Irs. Differdale had writ
ten her son a venomous note, quite as 
wicked as only so-ea lled good, reli
gious people could have made it. ll1·. 
Differdale had quietly put the matte.r 
before mY n iece. i\s between his work 
and an�: personal inclinations, his 
work stood .first, he told her. He 
needed her presence in his experi
ments ; he felt the necessity of her aid 
in his work. But he wonM not take 
advantage of her interest, her good 
heart, at the. expense of her reputa
tion. When she indigna-ntly declared 
that she would remain because she 
believed his work the most important 
thing that had come into her life, he 
asked her to pennit him to give het· 
his name. 

" I  married him, Auntie, but om• 
marriage was nothing more than a 
\Vall of protection that we put up be
tween om· work and the malicious 
tongues of people in Meadowlawn. 
Mr. Dift'erdale never made the slight
est elaim upon me as a husband. You 
see, Auntie, in order to be of assist
ance to him, I had to remain a maid ; 
only a virgin can help in such experi
ments as he was carrying on. � '  

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

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

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

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

THE following morning I suggested 
to Portia that she let me do the 

marketing, which she or Fu Sing had 
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previot:!:>ly �.:o:te by telephone. l 
wantc(l to occupy my time, and this 
t�ppcarcd to me the most sensible 
thing for a woman of my habits ; it 
would give me a little walk each 
morning, n.nd it is human nature for 
a tradcsmnn t o  give you better serv
ice when you appear in person than 
when you are nothing but a voice 
heard daily over the telephone. Por
tia did not care ; she told me to do 
exactly as I chose, if it made me hap
PY and contented. I got the names of 
her tradespeople and about 9 o 'clock 
went out with my list of needed arti
cles. 

Directly opposite whE'J"e Gilman 
Street adjoins the boulevard I saw a 
little building about twelve feet 
square, with gold lettering on the 
door : OWEN ED,VARDES, Succes
sor to A. J. Edwardes, Real !<.:state. 

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

" Well, if h.ere isn 't Aunt Sophie ! "  
said he gayly. " What is she wander
ing about for, so early in the mom
ingf" 

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

4 4 Please don 't frown on me so ! I 
can't bear to start the day with a 
scowl , ' '  he impl01-ed whimsically. 
u And for pity's sake don't call me 
Mr. Edwardes. I can only be Owen 
to Aunt Sophie. " 

How c·ouhl anybody maintain Jig. 
nit:'' with SUt..'h a rogue 1  I laughed 
outright .  wh<'rc.>at. he. joined me with a. 
good will. 

" No\Y, I <>all that fine.>. _-\unt Sophi<'. 
'Ve 're good friends uow, arcn 't. we j 
Now that we 've laugh<'d together ?  
J,et m<' tak<' �·on down to the butch
er 's or the hal•cr's or whereve.r 
yon 'rf> headed, won 't you 1 I 'm go
jng that wa�- myself-have to calJ on 
a Russian prineess who 's buying a 
house from me. � '  

I hesitated. There would in ::�11 
l ikelihood be fnrt he.r inferences drawn 
from m�· seeming familiarity with 
this pleasintr �-oung man. But, after 
a11, the ha.J'm must have been done 
the CYenin{? before, for Portia had 
quite indifferently obserYed that most 
of the n<>ighborhood gossip had its 
fountain-head at the Differdale-Ar
nold home on Elm Street. I got into 
t.he automobile, assisted by the affable 
Owen, who insisted upon covering me 
up as carefully as if we were start
ing for a long drive. 

He let me out at. the butcher's, 
about. six blocks off. I noticed that 
everybod�· seemed to know him, hail
ing him cordial1y and familiarly as 
we went along. Even the policeman 
opened the door of his little station 
opposite the butcher-store, and shout
ed a face.tious greeting. I thought he 
said something a bout going to see the 
princess, and not. to  be too proud of 
his swell friends : to which Owen 
called baek as he started away, that 
he'd introduce 0 'Brien to the prin
cess as soon as she settled in the 
neighborhood. 

Poor 0 'Brien, looking so stl·aight 
and robust in his blue unifonn ! How 
little did he dream then under what 
circumstances he was to meet the Rus
sian princess ! 

That morning I made t.he a<'qua.int
ance of )like Amadio, the Italian 
fruiterer and green-grocer, and of 
Gus Stieger, the butcher. I left my 
orders, stating that I would call two 
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or three times a week at least for the 
purpose. 

'X Jm::.-s I was returning. I met and 
V � recognized b)· their red dresses 

the two little Arnold girls. both of 
whom stuck their small noses pertl�· 
into the air at sight of a stranger, and 
went by me with the most impudent 
expressions on their faN�s. Had the�
becn mine, I would haYe spankefl 
them soundl:r for their insolence. but 
from what Portia had written me I 
felt sure their mother would <>ommend 
them for haYing shom1 their ' · high 
spirits". I must add that I was so 
astonished at the behavior of the two 
ehildren who at ten and tweh·e :veat-s 
should haYe known better, that I al'
tuall�· turned around as the:-· passed 
me. distrusting my o\nl e;\·es. and 
Minna stuck out her red tongue m 
me with considerable gusto. 

I have always been rather glad that 
I did not feel anything bnt an it<'hin� 
desire to spank Minna, or I might 
ha,·e been conscience-stricken later 
on. But again, I 'm getting ahead of 
my story. It is hard to get t.>ver�-
thing into its proper sequen<'e, when 
one is looking back and can under
stand things that at the time seemed 
out of place and inexplicable. 

I walked briskly back to the house 
without any other experiences. rang 
the bell, and was admitted by Fu 
Sing, who bowed and scraped his 
waY backward as I entered. He in
fonned me in his heathen dialect that 
" Missee " was in the " Libell�- �·, 
whieh information I was unable to 
understand until my ow11 inclinations 
dro,·e me to resort to Mr. Differdale �s 
books, there being really nothing else
for me to do except read. There I 
found my niece lying comfortabl�
among her silken cushions. absorbed 
in a black-covered Yolume with queer
looking circles and triangles on the 
cover. 

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

' ' Did �-on enjoy your marketing ex· 
pedition ? I so dislike running into 
Mrs. Differdale or Aurora, or those 
two insufferable children, that I 'm 
<'OWard enough to rPsort to the tele
phone, ' '  she observed lazily. 

I tried to lrt myself down grace
full�- on to the eushions, and failed 
dismnll:-·. 

" I  \·e simply got to make some 
loose. flowin!! I"obcs like yours, Por
tia. n said I. 

,·, The,· 're <'Yer so much more com
fortable· than ordinary clothes, 
Auntie, " said my niece dreamily. 

Just then I suddenly took note of 
a detail that had escaped m:r atten
tion. It had been so becoming, and it 
seemed so natural to me, that I hadn 't 
noti<:ed it. Portia 's negligee or what
c.>Yer YOU conld call H was not bla<.'k 
nor d

.
i<l i t  haYc a touch of crape about 

i t : instead. it was some kind of shim
mt>ring orchid shade over a metallic 
and shin�- green, not mourning at all. 

" \Yh,-. Portia ! "  I ex<'laimed. 
' ' You 'r� not dressing in mournin�. 
are YOU. mv dear ? " ' 

She looked down a t  her flowing gar
ments, regarded them quietly for a 
moment, then raised her e;\·es to mine. 

' ' I  don 't belieYe in putting on 
bla<'k. Auntie. and neither did .Mr. 
Differda le. " ·( I realized then for the 
first time. that she had neYer called 
him b�- his first name to me.) " I  do 
put it on to go out around Meadow
lawn, for the sake of his mother and 
sister, who would believe otherwise 
that I was not showing the proper re
speet to his memor�·- I do not wish 
<'lm·one to think that I am not re
spe<'ting sufficiently the memory of 
that splendid man-but here-in the 
privac�· of my own home, may I not 
relax sufficient}�· to permit myself the 
relief of this color, instead of wearing 
depressing bla<.'k ? "  

, .  ·what do :-·ou wear a t  night, when 
von exercise Boris and Andrei f "  I 
inquired. Boris and And.rei were 
the wolfhounds to whom I had been 
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introduced that morning, and who 
had shown a deeided disposition to be 
friends with me. 

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

" Owen took me down to the butch
er's in his automobile, " I informed 
my nieee. " He was on his way to 
call on a Russian princess. " 

PART 3 

PORTIA sat up suddenly on her cush
ions, betraying a tense in tercst in 

what I was telling her. 
' ' The Princess Tcheruova 1 ' '  
' ' He only said a Russian princess, 

Portia. Your butcher pointed out a 
very interesting house and beautiful
ly landscaped grounds, some distance 
farther along the boulevard, which he 
told me the lady was on the point of 
acquiring. " 

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

I rcKarded her with astonishment. 
" Why sorry, my dear ' "  
" Well, really, Aunt Sophie, it 

would be hard to say just why I 'm 
sorry that the Princess hma Andre
ycvnn. ·rchernova. has de<'ided to set
tle permanently in this neighborhood. 
1 - I  really don't like the lady. " 

" You have met. her, then '? "  
" At Owen's office a couple of 

weeks ago. I was passing-, and she 
was just going back to hel" automobile, 
so Owen insisted upon introducing 
her. She was -oh, it's quite impos
sible to put one's intuitions into 
words. She was-well, decidedly ex
otic, you know. " 

" \Vhat did she look like, Portia ! 
Pt·etty T ' '  

I began to have a faint susp1c1on 
that Portia's dislike for the Russian 
might be founded upon an unacknowl
edged jealousy. 

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

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

" She has a dead-white skin," Por
tia continued reminiscently. " Her 
mouth is like a crimson stain across 
that milky whiteness. Delicately flar
ing nostrils, lil{e a spirited horse's. 
Her hair is ash-blond and she wears 
it drooping over her small ears, 
which must be low-set or they would
n 't show beneath it at all. " 

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

Portia turned on me. 
' '  I wish to heaven she weren't so 

exquisitely lovely ! ' '  cried she with 
passion. " It 's not right ! It's not 
fair, that such as she. . . . Oh, 
Auntie, you would have to see her to 
understand how fascinating she is ! "  

" Well, go on, Portia, and tell me 
more of her loveliness, ' '  I begged 
ironically. 

" There's something about her 
light-hazel eyes that I can't quite un
derstand, unless. . . But then, 
I don't see ho'v that could be possi
ble--! mean probable, " she corrected 
herself, vaguely. 

" You are really making you rse1f 
very clear; Portia. ' '  

" I  mean that when she looked down 
so t.hat her eve;.; were in shadow. or 
when the shade of her wide-brimmed 
fur hat fell across her face, there was 
a warm light in her eyes that was al
most, if not ((Uite, garnet. I didn 't 
-I don't-like that, Aunt Sophie." 

' ' She must be an albino, if she has 
pink eyes, ' '  I snapped. 
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"But they 're not pink. Her eye
brows, too-they're finely penciled 
and several shades darker than her 
hair. They curve downward until 
they meet in a sharp angle over her 
thin, delicately modeled nose. She 
shows her teeth too much when she 
smiles, too, " mused my niece. 

' ' Do you mean that she has a '  gum
my ' smile ? ' '  I insinuated. 

" Oh, no, not at all. Her teeth just 
sho\v a little, but they are small-and 
glittering white--and sharp-. She 
has a trick of moistening her red lips 
with her pointed little tongue. " 

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

"Her hands are slender, fascinat
ing, with polished almond-shaped 
nails. "I wish I could have seen 
enough of them in repose to have not
ed the length of the third fingers. ' '  

" It sounds to me as if yon thought 
you were on the track of something, 
Portia. ' '  

" I  believe I am, Auntie ! The more 
I think of it-. " 

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

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

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

IT WAS late in the afternoon when 
she apparently finished whatever 

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

She came up to my room, yawning 
widely. 

' ' After more than a year of sleep
ing all day, i t 's hard to overcome the 
habit, " she said, stretching luxurious
ly as she hal ted on the threshold. 

" Why don't you take a little nap f "  
" Because I 'm trying to keep regu

lar hours like yours, Aunt Sophie. 
Still . . . . Oh, you can have no idea 
how much I miss Mr. Differda.le ! The 
uplift, the inspiration, of his compan
ionship, his work ! If I could only 
ltave an opportunity to talk with him 
right now, " said she tensely, " how 
thankful I 'd be ! He could solve my 
problem so quicldy and easily-and I 
don 't know· that I 'm prepared to un
dertake his work and carry i t  on 
alone, yet. ' '  

' ' For the Lord 's sake, keep away 
from those magic spells you've been 
telling me a bout, Portia Delorme ! "  I 
cried in considerable alarm. 

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

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

At this juncture Fu Sing came 
trotting up into the hallway to re
mark that the automobile of the hon
orable Mr. Edwardes was without, 
and that the honorable Mr. Edwardes 
wanted to know if the distinguished 
ladies wouldn't like a little spin up 
the boulevard to the bay, as the day 
was so springlike. 
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:\1�- niec:.e was Yery muc:h pleased, I 
.:·ould see, but !She sent baek word t-hat 
�he regretted that her work had piled 
np so that- she eouldn 't take advan
THI!<? oi :\Ir. Edwardes' kind offer, but 
1 hat her aunt- would be delighted to 
�H·<'ept. I was proYoked with her: but 
1 htn . . . ho"· were other people to 
know 1 hat.  the marriage between her
:--elf and Ilvward Differdale was not-b
in!!' lmt a bnsiness partnership 1 _-\t 
lea.!-'1, she <Jwed him the resper�t of not 
<'nt<-rtaining the at-t.entions of another 
suit-or for a few months. 

Owen (he would ha>e it that I must 
<·aH him tha t )  had the diplomacy to 
make mt' feel that my presen<:e was 
what he had pa.r-tieula.rly desired. He 
tne:ked me in warmlv and we went 
rolling �long up the 

·
boule'\·ard. We 

<lidn : t  talk mne.h, for there wa� really 
YCl')' lit.t le t.o say, but he had the fac
ulty of making you think that he was 
-.Jl t-he time (·onsidering �·our <:omfort. 
J f  I had mar1·icd. I should have liked 
a hnsband like ()wen. I thought to 
myself. that if this attitude was Bin
(·ere-, he ought to make a mighty 
fl�rec:able husband for someone. and 
(•ouldn 't he:Jp wondering just ·what 
Portia. was going to do with him, for 
that he was at her disposal I hadn't 
the slig-htest doubt. 

AT .\ POIXT where the bouleYard 
t-urned into Bayside .·h·enue. he 

stopped the ear, so that I could enjoy 
1he sig-ht. of the sun glittering on the 
waters of the ba.y. I leaned back, 
drinking in deep drafts of the balmy 
�ir with its promise of spring. _-\ li
luousi n e:  with a fur-swathed chauffeur 
drew up alongside and Owen took off 
his hat, smilin!l' that irresistible smile 
<•f hi�. · The O(:

.
cupant of the other ear 

J,ressed a button, and then leaned 
aeross the opening made by the 
•.h·opped window-glass. 

It was a woman, swathed in rich 
fnrs so completely that at first sight. J 
r:ould hal'dly distinguish more than 
the warm glitter of her eyes. At sight 

vf them. I recalled Portia 's deserip
tion of t.he Russian prinec·�"'>: for those 
e�·es glowed with a ruddy gleam that 
certain}�· made t-hem seem garnets in 
the deep shadow of the em-eloping sa· 
bles. 

' '  .-\h:  Ow-een, how charming, this 
r-;o-spring day ! "  trHled the woman's 
voice hlitheb·, with a little thrilling 
unde.rnote of rich meaning that made 
my baekbone st.iffen involuntarily . . •  
That- woman called him " Owen ! "  
.And with what a n  intonation ! 

" Aunt- 8ophie/' at once exdaimed 
Owen, with a po.�ssive air as he in
diea.ted me to the occupant of the li
mou!;ine, " permit me to present the 
Princess TehernoYa, )Iy adopted aunt, 
:\Iiss Sophie Delorme. ' '  

The princess pushed out slender, 
taper-tipped fingers with pretty im· 
puhh·enes.c:;. She appeared to take it 
for ¥ranted that she must be Yery 
mu<:h persona grata with anybody 
whom Hhe chose to honor 'vith her 
friendship. 

• ' Ah, now I begin to feel myself so 
hapm·� with Ow-een 's dear Aunt. So
phie for a. friend ! ' '  she exelaimed 
with what. in any other woman would 
have heen called gush, but was only 
delightfuily friendly coming from 
her. " In m�· new home, I shall not 
be lonel:·, for I have the good friends 
about me, already, is it not 7 Yes, 
Ow-een ! "  

• '  Right , prin<:ess, ' '  my escort said 
heartily. 

She thrust that slender white arm 
yet farther from the protecting furs 
nnd la id her outstretched fingers pos
sessively on Owen 's sleeve. My eyes 
followed the motion, as I thought to 
myself that the princess v.·as either 
much interested in the young man or 
was a finished coquette. And then I 
ascerta ined an interesting fact, one 
tha.t I felt would prove highly enter· 
taining for Portia ; the third finger of 
that pa.tridan hand was so much 
lonJ{Er than the middle and index fin· 
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gers that it amounted to an abnor
mality. 

" Ow-een, have I not tell �-ou that 
you must say the friendly ' Irma ' to 
me, not the cold ' princess ' !  A h. had 
boy, how fast you forget a woman 's 
words ! . It is doleful. is it not. chf re 
Aunt Sophie T "  

· · 

I jerked my eyes awa�- from that 
strange hand with an effort: and met 
her keen glance. I knew immediatel�
that she had seen and understood m�
absorptiou. She withdrew tlte hand 
with a slow, caressing movement .  half 
smiling at me meantime with an odd 
significance that ma.de me hot all over 
for some reason. First of all, I was 
displeased at her calling me aunt : 
even for a woman of her undeniable 
charm and a ristocracy, it was an un
warrantable liberty. And then het• 
expression when she smiled ! I could 
not explain why, but it was as if she 
had suddenly taken me il1to her con
fidence in some secret matter in which 
she expected m�· tacit acquiescence 
and approval. 

I could not reply to her implied ex
pectancy of an affirmative answer ; m�
blood must have :flushed mY face no
ticeably, for she all at 01�ce turned 
her gaze from me with a glitter of 
those hazel eyes, which now seemed 
almost green as she leaned awa�· from 
her sables and out into the sunlight. 
Her lips parted, ever so little, disclos
ing sharp white teeth, beautifull.\· 
regular. I suppose most people 'voul d  
have said that her smile was charm
ing, but I know that when she smiled 
at me I felt only a dreadful sinking 
feeling, a kind of growing terror, 
blind terror a t  I knew not what. I 
leaned back in the automobile with a 
sickness in my heart that suddenly 
took all the beauty out of that de
lightful day. 

" I  could not resist to look at the 
new home, Ow-een," purred the prin
cess, drawing her furs about her sinu
ous body with the hand that she now 
kept hidden beneath those lu:s:urious 

folds. ' : I  ha Ye already send the furni
tures, so that I rna�· live here, with 
m�- so-dear friends dose b:'·-soon
soon. ' '  

How those words lingered on her 
red, red lips! An im·oluntary shud
der gripped me and made me tremble. 
I felt premonitions of eYil ; shook 
them off angrily ; felt them return 
stronger than before at the princess' 
little side glance at me. a glance half 
nmused, wholly tolerant, as of one 
who knew her innate powers but dis
dained to use them upon so entirely 
insignificant an indh·idual. She mois
tened her full C'rim�on lips with a 
pointed little' tongue and addressed 
IJer.sclf a gain to Owen. 

" "\\'hen I make thE:' honse-warm, my 
Ow-een! �·o-:.1 will lle m�- gues t ?  And 
the heautifnl :;.\Ir::;. Differdalc ? And 
of C'om-se, the c1tert Aunt Sophie. " 

Delicate railler�- :5ounded in her 
well-modulated Yoic·e-. She sa.nk back 
languidl�· into the brocade-d interior 
of her car. nodded her head like a 
queen dismissing her court, and was 
whirled awa�-. 

0 WEX drew a de-ep breath and 
turned to me. e�'es sparkling. 

" Some princess. eh. Aunt Sophie f 
The Prineess Irma Andreyevna 
Tchenlo\a. Isn �t sht> a wonder? 'Von 't 
it wake things up to have her in the 
neighborhood ·? She and Portia ought 
to he great friends, don't �·ou think f 
Two �mcl1 brilliant women, " he went 
on fatuousl�-. 

I was furious. I suppose I showed 
i t  in m�· •oi<:e and manner. I re
marked cold]�· that the princess had 
not impressed me especially as being 
anything but a finished coquette. Of 
course I should not l1aYe said that; 
men are proverbiall�· obtuse where 
pretty women are concerned, and 
Owen was no e:s:ception to the rule. 

" '""h�-, Aunt Sophie ! " he gasped, 
evidently astonished at ro�- bitter at
tack upon the Princess Tchernova. 



80 WEIRD TALES 

" Don't ' Aunt Sophie ' me, young 
man ! "  I responded, somewhat tartly. 
" I  have no intention of being an aunt 
to everybody in this vicinity. " 

I regretted my abruptness the mo
ment I had spoken, for Owen turned 
genuinely hurt eyes to me. 

• • Do you really mind my calling 
you • Aunt'!" he asked. 

" I  don't mind you, " I qualified, 
"but I don't see why that-that Rus
sian should call me ' Aunt '. " 

He smiled. 
" I 'm glad you don't mind me, 

Aunt Sophie, for I want you to know 
that I 'm hoping, some day, really to 
be your nephew. ' '  

His dark gray eyes sparkled and 
his lips compressed determinedly as 
he looked honestly into my eyes. 

I couldn't help it.. I l�aned for
ward and patted the arm that lay 
across the seat in front of me. Owen 
did an odd thing for an American ; 
he caught up my hand and touched 
his lips to it very gently. Then he 
started up the car and without any 
fm1her conversation we turned back, 
for a slightly chilly wind was spring
ing up. 

'When he helped me out, he took 
both my hands in his and stood for a 
moment without speaking, his eyes on 
mine. '!'hen, "Be my friend with Por
tia, Aunt Sophie, " he said in a low 
voice, dropped my hands and went 
away without looking back. 

poRTIA was sleeping when I re-
turned, and did not waken until 

long after dinner, which I had to eat 
alone, as Fu Sing managed to explain 
that my niece had given orders not 
to be disturbed. She came into the 
library about 10 o 'clock that night, 
just when I was tellin� myself that I 
ought to go to bed. She was looking 
especially beautiful, it appeared to 
me ; a wholesome beauty that did my 
heart good, not that e.'totic, evil loveli
nes.q possessed by the RuSsian. 

" Well, Aunt Sophie, did you and 
Owen have a heart-to-heart talk this 
afternoon, and get things nicely set
tled ? "  

Her question brought my eyes 
smartly to her mischievous face. 

" Portia Delorme ! "  ( I  never could 
remember her married name to say it 
at the proper times.) " Just what do 
you mean to insinuate f "  

" Oh, nothing, Auntie. " 
But she laughed as she flung her

self across a pile of cushions opposite 
me. 

" If you really want to know, " I 
said with dignity, ' ' that young man 
is deeply interested in you. " 

Portia fumbled with the tassels that 
adorned her negligee, eyes downcast. 

" I 'm not so sure of that, Auntie. 
He's-he's been rather taken up by 
the Princess Tchernova since she's 
been haunting his office of late. " 

" She's nothing but a client, " I re
minded her . . 

And then there flashed into my 
mind a picture of the Princess Irma's 
slender white hand, with that strange 
:finger. 

' 'Portia, she has the oddest hand 
I 've ever seen. Her third finger is 
so long that- "  

" Aunt Sophie, are you sure ? "  
My niece had suddenly grown ex

traordinarily grave. She sat up 
among the cushions stiffiy, her lips 
parted tensely. 

I described the Russian 's hand mi
nutely. I tried, rather stumblingly, 
to impart the impression (so fleeting, 
so vague, but. so definitely unpleas
ant) that her int.imate smile had made 
upon me, and finished by saying with 
considerable acidity that she was the 
most perfect specimen of :finished flirt 
I had ever met. 

Portia, who had listened without 
interrupting me while I described the 
princess' hand, suddenly flashed into 
vivid life at my last words. 

' '  Ah !  And Owen t I mean, how 
does it appear to him ! Does he-is 
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he letting that-tha t  el't-atnre beguile 
him ·? ! '  

It WilS so natural, that tonC:h of 
woman's jealous)·. that I felt like 
smiling, but cont t·olled m�· features 
b:'· an effort. 

< ; Owen Edwarde� i� a YOU1H! man 
whom it would be hard to persuade 
into believing evil of au�- woman, ' '  I 
told Portia thought full)·. 

' ; In other words. Owen is letting 
that woman fool him with her :studied 
wiles � Oh. and I Nm tlo uothin�, 
quite nothin g !  I a m  tied Jo"·n. (JUite 
helplessl;"\·, b;"\· the respect I owe to )It·. 
Differdale 's memory ! · '  

' ' Wh�-, Port ia. is it a,;; ha..1 as all 
thil.t ? "  I said stupid}�-- as I ::;aw her 
flin2' out clenched hand;; with a !!e;;;-
hil·e of desperation. 

·· 

-�he langhc:>d shortly. t·ec•)Yt>ring her 
poise as a brnpt I_,. as she ju-::t had lost 
it. 

' · Yes, _\ nnt �ophie. it·-, <ls batl <ts 
tha t . u  she echoed. ' ' I  Jon?· h im. I 
low�l him from the t ime we tirst met. 
But-" 

' '  1 on loved him, and ;"\·et let ;mm• 
wretched work come between )"OU � ,  
I e�claimed r<.'proae.hfull.r .  I may be 
an old maid. but I could not appre
ciate lll;"\" nie<.>e 's strange attitude. 

Portia turned her gra,·e fc1ee up
on me. 

' · You see, Aunt Sophie. ;"\·ou don ·t 
entirely understand the nature of the 
work l:Ir. Differdale was doiu!l. If 
you did, I �m sun.> you would .. haYe 
b(>('n the first to advise me to :-.ac·rifiee 
evel';\•thing else in the "t\·orld for just 
that. "  

Her YOi<'e rang with earnestness, 
bnt I shook my head slowl�-. 1 had to 
admit that I eouldn 't cone.eh·e of an:'
Wol'k that would be so important as 
to be allowed to stand between two 
eminent!;"\- suitable young people who 
cared for each other as I felt she and 
Ol>en cared. 

' ' You see, you don 't understand, ' '  
Portia repeated insistently. " And 

then, later on, I married-and it �a� 
too late. ' '  

' ' And now, you're so particular to 
pa)' public respect to a man who was--
11 't your husband, only your busi�ss 
partner, that you cannot even gin• 
Owen the satisfaction of some kind of 
an understanding, so that he won't be 
on pins and needles during the 
months of your-widowhood ! "  

I suppose I did say that in a Yer�· 
nast�· manner. I couldn 't help it. I 
was exasperated with Portia. But 
she did not seem angr�· at m�- words 
or my manner. Instead, she began 
fussing a�ain with a tassel. 

' ' I  suppose I mi�ht do somethinl! 
like that, " she admitted. 

I was jubilant. 
' ' Of course, ;"\'OU know I cannot be 

seen with him in tmblic for some timl' 
to come. and it wouldn't be wise to 
han' hirn <-ai ling here for a. whilP 
�-et, . , she went on, musing}�·. 

" You 't·e thinking of that old Dif
ierda1e female. aren't you ? .And �·onr 
husband 's sist�r ? And the rest of 
the l\fcadowlnwn gossips ' Shame on 
�-ou, Portia Delorme ! ' '  

She laughed right out then. 
" You 're an incorrigible match

maker, aren't �-ou, Auntie? Well, " 
she added lightl;"\·, " we 'll see what 
can be done in the matter. ' '  

" I 'm going to bed, " I said shortl;"\·. 
rather disgusted at the indifferent 
wa,- in which she seemed to take 
things. " You can stay here and 
laugh over that boy's love, if )"OU 
wish." 

" Aunt Sophie, I 've got other things 
to do than sneer at the honest love of 
a man whom I-of whom I think as 
highly as I do of Owen. I 've been 
sleeping this aft�rnoou bt>cause I 've 
work to do tonight, and it 's time now 
that I began it. Fu Sing is fixing me 
something to eat, and then - ' '  

" You 're going t o  d o  tha t 
that- ? "  

" Auntie, don't ;"\'OU realize t.hat 1\fr. 
Differdale was taken away just at the 
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zenith of his powers and knowledge, 
\\'ith his work unfinished ? I 've got to 
carry it on ; it 's up to me. Especially 
since the Princess Inna Andreyevna 
Tehernova is going to settle in this 
neighborhood. ' '  

So stern, so uncompromising was 
l1er intonation, that I got right up off 
my cushjous, kissed her a bit timidly, 
and scooted up to my room. Yes, 
scooted is the right word ; I felt that 
my room was going to be a haYen of 
refuge for me that night, as far as 
possible from the open courtyard 
where Portia might later be carrying 
on her strange performances. 

I COULON 'T help thinking, as I put 
my hair into crimpers ( Portia 

Jikes it better waved and it's quite 
the same to me) that my niece was 
going a little too far i n  her jealousy 
of the beautiful foreigner. A coquette 
the princess might be, but now that I 
tried to look at the matter without 
prejudice, if she were infatuated with 
Owen, it was no one's business but 
her own if she attempted to win his 
affection. Of course, as Portia's 
friend I didn't want the princess to 
succeed, but if Owen were to prefer 
Irma to Portia, and Portia didn't feel 
like l i fting a finger to hold him, then 
i t  was Portia's loss and Irma's gain. 

I went to· bed, wondering only 
what my niece would be doing 
throughout the long night hours. I 
had my suspicions. As for me, I 
slept splendidly, in spite of a heavy 
electrical storm that must have come 
up in the middle of the night, for 
when I went to the market the fol
lowing morning, there were traces of 
the d&"iruction wrought, such as 
many trees with broken boughs. One 
telegraph pole and all the wires at
tached to i t  lay across the side street 
running parallel with Gilman street. 

Gus Stieger, Portia's estimable if 
expensive butcher, beamed happily at 

me as I waited for him to finish a big 
order he was just pr<>paring. 

"Let it wait, Jet it wait, ma:am. 
I 'm just cutting off the tough pieces" 
-he winked atrociously-' ' for the 
Russian lady's wolves. That's sure 
going to be fine business. ' '  

" The Russian lady's wolves f "  I 
echoed, somewhat at a loss, until the 
truth flashed across me and I inter
preted his facetiousness aright. " Oh, 
you mean the Princess Tchernova, 
don 't you 1 ' '  

" Uh-huh. She's rnovin ' today 
into that there big house and she's 
brought a cage with five big gray 
wolves, for pets. ' '  

A huge laugh widened his good
natured mouth. 

' ' Ain 't. that a good one, though Y ' '  
he added. ' '  \Volves for pets ! ' '  

I gave him my order and went 
over to the grocer 's. Mike Amadio 
appeared somewhat disgruntled, and 
upon inquiry I found that he was as 
disgusted and disappointed in the 
newcomer as Gus had been delighted. 

" No bread ! No sugar ! No butter! 
No eggs ! ' '  mourned Mike with ex
pressive hands a-spread in gesticula
tion. " No salads ! No vegetables ! 
What does the lady cat, I want to 
know f M:eat ! "  disgustedly. 1 4  Just 
meat-and meat-and meat ! Red, 
bloody meat ! Like a savage, that 
proud lady, she eaLc; nothing but 
meat. Gus has told me what quan
tities he sends to her where she has 
been boarding. Pounds and pounds 
of bloody meat every day ! ' '  

' ' Perhaps she has some savage 
Russian pets, Mike, ' '  I suggested. 

Evidently Mike had not thought 
of this. He nodded with sullen ac
quiescence, but I could see that he 
was much disgruntled. It was ap
parent that the tradesmen in Mead
owlawn had been making their 
plans with regard to the newcomer 
and were being sadly disappointed. It 
seem�d that the Princess Tchernova 
was not a tremendously large �on-
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sumer of fancy groceries, greens, or 
dairy products. 

" T,vo servants, " grumbled :Mike, 
selecting romaine for my order. • • A 
big man who goes around in a fur 
coat like a walking bear. And an 
old woman with bare feet, signo1-ina.. 
Bare feet ! ' '  

PART 4 

I TOLD Portia when I got home (she 
came out at my entrance, heavy

eyed from loss of sleep) about Mike's 
complaints, merely as indicative of 
the attitude of the tradespeople, and 
as a matter of humorous interest. To 
my surprize she appeared to take it 
seriously, questioning me about the 
item of the meat and the lack of 
other staples such as salt and sugar 
with a pointed interest that roused 
my curiosity. 

Fu Sing brought in a tray with a 
light salad and a pot of tea, and Por
tia ordered it taken into the library, 
where she let herself down wearily 
upon a pile of cushions, her odd 
breakfast on a tabouret in front of 
her. 

" I  wish I were a man, " she re
marked, poking aimlessly at the 
salad. • ' I  mean, of course, a man 
like Mr. Differdale. It is very hard 
for a woman, especially for me, feel
ing as I do about Owen, to undertake 
what I fear must be undertaken, now 
that the Princess Irma has actually 
come to stay in Meadowland. I 
doubt my own powers. I fear my 
own impulses. I would give any
thing-anything-for a talk with 
him." 

I knew whom she meant by that 
"him " ;  she was referring to the man 
who had given her his name that he 
might carry on his work uninter
ruptedly, a thing that I could not 
help regarding as a stupendous piece 
of egotism, no matter what my niece 
thought about it. 

• '  You sec, ' '  went on Portia, her 
smooth brow crinkling a bit as she 
looked up to meet my eyes \vith frank 
sincerity, ' ' people will think I 'm 
jealous, and Aunt Sophie, you must 
believe me with all vour heart when 
I tell you I 'm not j�alous. That is, 
not as people interpret jealousy. No, 
if Owen can be happier with another 
woman, I would be the first to wish 
him joy. I love him enough for that. 
But--oh, it must not be Irma Andre
yevna Tchernova ! No, no I ' '  

The sudden passion in her voice, 
the actual horror that now writhed 
across her tortured face, startled me. 

" Why, Portia, my dear! What
ever put the princess into your mind 
as a rival ,

,
. I said stupidly. 

She stared at me for a minute 
without speaking. 

" It's my opinion that the princes..c; 
is just an idle woman who is looking 
for a flirtation to pass away the 
time. She's the type of woman who 
wants a good-looking man always 
banging about her, Portia. I don't 
think she's really interested in 
Owen.' '  

' •  Oh, these unutterably narrow
minded Meadow lawn people ! , . cried 
my niece, suddenly veering about in 
another direction. " If only they 
were not so contemptibly small
minded ! If they would only not be
lieve me disrespectful to Mr. Differ
dale's memory, I should be free to let 
Owen put his ring on my finger. 
Then-perhaps--that woman- "  

" My dear Portia, why don't you 
tell Owen that you are willing to 
be engaged to him, privately, until 
such time as the proprieties would 
consider it good form to announce 
the engagement publicly f , .  

" Aunt Sophie !  I f  I am going to 
be engaged to Owen, I 'm not going 
to hide it from the world as if I were 
ashamed of our love. I won't carry 
on a clandestine love a«air. No, no ! 
There ought to be some other way. " 
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She- pom·ed herself another cup of 
tea.. 

" You and I a1·e going t o  take a, 
walk with Boris and _-\udrei to
night, ' '  she said, all at once, as if she 
had made up her mind to something. 
"We'll go up acros.c; the snbwa.y 
bridge baek of the house, and down 
by the old Burnham place which the 
princess has taken. "-oh·es for pets 
-it 's strange. ' '  

Her inferencel> left me deeply 
�tined. It. wa!; if she had made a 
conclusion tha.t. she could not put into 
words. She did not mention tl1e mat
ter again, changing the subject to one 
of summer clothes, which she thought 
we 'd better be thinking about soon, 
for spring would shortl�· be upon us. 

_\fter breakfast, Portia went. to her 
l'OOm. leaving me again to my OWl\ 
deYices. I began to realize that I was 
going to be �eQ· much alone, and that 
it might be wise on m�- pat't to asso
ciate m�·self with some <·hnrch in the 
Yieiuit�-. in order to form a little cir
t"le of aequaintauees. I thought it 
would on]�- be decent, under the eir
<·umstances. for me to make a little 
call on :\Irs: Differdale and her da.ngh
er, and make the inquiry of them ; 
the,· would undoubtedlY be fullv ad
,·is� as to what- churches were ;lear
<'St., and what their denominations 
"·ere. About half past 3 o 'clock, then, 
I went out, leaving word with Fu 
Sing ( Portia had apparently gone to 
sleep again to make up for her night's 
wakefulness) that I would retm·n 
about 5. 

WHL"'\ I walked up Elm Street, 
)frs. Differdale stood on the 

port>h steps, wrapped in a shawl. In 
the e-e-llar-area, holding a pair of her 
husband's old trousers about her head, 
t he suspenders dangling strangely 
about her ears, stood Aurora. Arnold, 
absorbedly listening to Gus Stieger. 
'VhP.n )irs. Arnold eaught sight of 
me, she rightly inferred that I was 
<:bout to call, and disappeared into 

the eellar \Vith her interesting aud 
original head-dress hastily pulled 
down out of sight. Her mother did 
not see me until I was al most at the 
foot. of the steps. I could hear Gus 
plainly. 

' ; )feat. Great hunks of bloody 
meat, she orders for the "·oh·es, ' '  l1e 
was saying with unction. "Big gray 
fellows they are, that snarl and. bare 
theit• yellow teeth at yon. I '11 say I 'd 
l1a.te to be near if one of 'em !lOt out. 
How do, )!iss Delorme ? ' '  

� 

He tonehed his hat hastilY. erossed 
to the t>nrb, mounted his bic�·ele and 
rode awa.y. 

' '  Conre right in, dear )!iss De
lorme, " lfrs. Differdale hastened to 
say <-ordially. ' ' You '11 e::'l:cuse wy 
hair being in curlers, and my boudoir 
<-aP: I know. There's a ehurch socia
ble tonight, and you know, it 's one's 
duty to look one's best in the house of 
the Lord. ' '  

_\s she ushered me in at the front 
door, her daughter rushed up the 
front stairs precipitately. She did not 
meet my eyes and I pretended not to 
have seen her. She was certainly a 
sight. <-nrlers stieking out all oYer 1H�l' 
bead, and those trousers legs banging 
down over her shoulders, suspenders 
dangling. 

" Go right into the parlor, and Pll 
caH .-\urora down, Miss Delorme. So 
glad you came of your own aceord, ' '  
declared Mrs. Differdale, somewhat 
ambiguously I thought. ' ' without 
waiting for a formal im·ita.tion. I 
did haTe some ironing to do, but per
haps it will be' much better for me to 
sit here with you and ehat. I ('an 
iron tonight. Oh, I forgot, there's the 
soeiable. \Veil, tomorrow will have 
to do, ' '  she added graciously. 

I hated to sit down, after what 
seemed to me hardly a cordia 1 wel
come. 

c :  rm 1·eally in a great hurry," I 
pre·\'aricated. ' ' I  just ran in to see if 
�·ou eould advise me what church is 
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nearest here, and -what denomination 
it is." 

u There �s a. Lutheran church three 
blocks awn�- ; that 's the nearest .  But I 
don't think you 'd enjO)" the preacher� 
really ;  he's egotistical. When people 
give him clever suggestions about 
building up membership and so forth, 
be quite scorns them. Then there �s a 
Presbyterian church fh·e blocks up the 
boulevard. Aurora and I �o there. 
We find the people very congenial, 
and so appreciative of our efforts to 
build up the church. And our min
ister is such a nice little chap, not at 
all above listening to our advice when 
we try• to help him with suggestion. .. <.;. 
Aurora ! Why don't you come do·wn ? 
We might give Miss Delorme a cup of 
tea. ' '  

' ' I  '11 b e  down a s  soon as I get my 
hair fixed, " called back the :younger 
woman, in a far from agrcca ble voice. 

" Please don't make any tea for 
me, " I murmured, getting to my feet 
hurriedly. ' ' I  must return at once. I 
really must. I don't want to interrupt 
your ironing, and I have much to do 
myself. " 

Mrs. Differdale did not try to de
tain me. 

" I  know just bow that is, " she said 
wit.h a \'ery discernible effort to be 
agreeable. " I  won 't detain you, of 
course. ' '  Then 'vith a sudden lower
ing of her voice : ' ' Did you hear 
about the Princess Tchernova 's five 
wolves ! ' '  

' '  Oh, are there five f ' '  I murmured. 
" Five great savage wolves, " af

fi.nncd Mrs. Differdale, the soiled 
boudoir cap bobbing in asseveration. 
" And the quantities of meat they con
sume is simply unbelievable. One 
might almost suspect that the whole 
household ate nothing but meat, ' ' she 
finished with gusto, her eyes rolling. 

' ' I  believe Gus Stieger is pleased 
with his new customer, " I offered, 
lightly. 

" Naturally, Miss Delorme. But if 
she weren 't keeping those wolves well 

penned up in a strong cage on her 
grounds, one would feel nervous about 
haYing such a menagerie in the neigh
borhood. The�- must be frightful, 
ferocious beasts� ' �  she shuddered. 

Just as we reached the front hall, 
l\frs. Arnold came down the stairs. 
She had removed the white curl-pa
pers and her unnaturall�- crimped 
hair lay in ropy locks across her 
forehead. A sweater of brilliant. 
rose-color concealed part of a not 
especially fresh blouse. 

" I  met the princess this morning, 
mother, " said Aurora, with an af
fected air. " She's reall;v ve�· chann
ing. I had both girls with me, and 
she admired them so much. She says 
she simp]�- adores children. and 
begged me to let her l1ave them over 
to spend an afternoon with her when 
she's settled. She was so attracted 
to Minna. But she told me that she 
thought Alice needed a more fatten
ing diet, that the ehild was growing 
too fast and getting too thin. She is 
certainl)' a delightful person, ' '  de
clared Aurora, with a genteel simper. 

" She said she wanted us to be over 
t o  tea some time, didu 't. she, Au
rora ? "  l\Irs. Differdale added, with a 
poorly done attempt at indifference. 
I could just feel her sense of impor
tance at haYing thus been singled out 
of the entire comnmnit)· for this sig
nal honor. 

" How Joyel�- ! "  I said hypocrit
ically, and made m�- escape with diffi
cult�· after all, for both women pur
sued me out on to the piazza, talking 
about the Princess Tehernova 's beau
ty, bet• charm, her wealth, her poi&>. 
the social impot1ance of her settling 
upon Meadowlawn as a place of per
manent residence. 

As 1 turned up Gilman Street on m�
way home, I saw the princess' 

Jimousine standing outside Owen 's 
little office, the chauffeur muJHed al
most to the e�·es in sha.ggy gray fur. 
I had sufficient curiositr-perhaps on 
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account of my interest in Owen, for 
Portia's sake-to walk past the office 
before crossing. I gla.nced at the 
chauffeur as I wen t by, and was sim
ply aghast at the fierceness of h is 
black eyes ; he looked to be a verita
ble Tartar, as he stared unseeingly 
past. me into Owen 's office, where the 
princess sat comfortably enough in a 
chair ncar the flat-top desk behind 
which Owen was ensconced. 

The Russian leaned forward, pluclt
ing at the same t i me something from 
the bosom of her dress. She stretched 
out slim white anns from the ermine 
wrap that swathed her lis..c:;om figure, 
and I distinctly saw her fasten some
thing to Owen's coat lapel . It made 
me feel furious again on Porti a 's ac
count. 

I crossed the t·oad. in front of the 
limousine. The chariffeur 's inscruta

ble black eyes sna pped with such 
ferocity at the pretty litt.lc scene that 
I actually jumped \\·hen he ground 
out-so explosi wl�·, with such concen
trated fury tha t it sent. <'Old chil1s 
down my spinal column-what sound
ed like t • Volko Dlak ! "  The sounds 
stuck so tenuously in m�· memory that 
when I got into the house (about half 
past 4 it was, then) and met Portia, 
dressed in one of her lovely, clinging, 
colorful negligees, I asked her at once 
what the words could be. and articu
lated them painsta.kingly. for her. 

She stared at me for a moment, un
comprehending. Then the soft color 
began to fade out of her cheeks. 

" Not two words, just one, " she 
said, her smooth bl'ow contracting, a 
st.rained expression on her face that 
had grown strangely serious. 1 '  I 'm 
afraid that what he said was 1 volkod
lak,. , 

" You seem to recognize the word 
phonetically, Portia .. Was it Russian f 
I didn't know you were acquainted 
with that tongue. ' '  

" It was Russian, Aunt Sophie. No, 
I 'm not particularly up in that lan
guage, except in the case of a few 

words, or combinations of words, 
which I 've had occasion to learn dur
ing my work with Mr. Differdale. 

That particular word I know. I wish 
it. bad been anything else, " she fin
ished somberly. ' ' Don't ask me about 
i t  just now, please, Aw1tie. I 'm in no 
mood to discuss Russian or any other 
language. But I would like to know 
just why that chauffeur said that, " 
she finished, musingly. 

" It.  's my opinion that he was fear
fully upset about something, ' ' I con
tributed. ' 1  Do you suppose that he 
was disgusted to be kept waiting there 
while milady pinned flowers in 
Owen 's buttonhole ? ' '  

There ! The cat was out of the bag. 
I hadn 't intended to bother Portia 
with that, but it just slipped out, in
advertently. I could have bitten off 
my tongue when she turned her slow 
gaze upon me as if to verify with her 
eyes what her ears had heard. 

' ' The Princess Tchernova was pin
ning a flower on Owen's coat 1 You 
saw that Y Oh, it is infamous ! And 
I must stand by and do nothing ! "  
burst out my niece. Her feeling 
seemed to me all out of proportion to 
the offence. " Yet-I must save him, 
somehow. ' '  

She wrung her bands tensely, then 
with a sudden change of front, took a 
strong grip on herself and laughed, 
albeit rather an apology of a laugh. 

" Let 's have dinner, Aunt Sophi� 
I think perhaps I worked too late last 
night and didn't sleep enough today. 
It's made me irritable. A brisk walk 
with Boris and Andrei will do me 
good tonight, after dinner-wake me 
up a bit, perhaps. " 

t 1 Oh, Portia, you 're not going to 
work again tonight ? ' '  I began, when 
she silenced me with a single high 
look. 

" Aunt Sophie, when the Bible told 
us to watch and pray, it should have 
added, and work, lest we fall into the 
clutches of such foul evil as the hu· 
ma.n brain can hardly conceive. Come, 
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let ·::: ha'f'e dinner. Fu mu�t haYe it 
nad�·. " 

W� ate in almost complete silence. 
I eould see that my nieec.> was more 
than ordinarily abstraet<.>d. so I did 
not tl")· to make com·ersation. merel�· 
replying to such queries as she put to 
me from time to time. 

· · \\"bat kind of flower w·as it that 
the princess pinned on Owen ? ' '  

I did not know. I had been too far 
awar to see what it was. And then, 
'vhilE' I searched my store of �ubjec
tiv<' impressions, I remembered that I 
had �en in the limousine, in passing, 
a vase of full-blown yellow marigolds. 

Portia appeared disturbed agaiu.  
out of all  proportion, when I told her 
mr impr<'ssion, remarking that I 
didn 't \mderstand how a n ari�tol•ra tic 
woman like the p rincess eould hear 
thE' ac-rid, pungent odor of those old
fashioned flowers. which arE' all ,·er,· 
well for decorative purposes in flowe{•_ 
beds. but hardly S\\'eet-perfumed 
enough for a fastidious woman 's taste. 

' · I mustn tt. lose m�· grip on m�·st'lf. 
I mustn 't . I mustn tt. ' '  Portia re
peated seYeral times. · 

I thought she must bt> very tired 
indeed to let such a trivial incident 
trouble her so deeply, but laid i t  t o  
her lo\'e for Owen and her fear o f  
losing him. 

PART 5 

AFTER dinner my niece told mt> she 
was going to put on outdoor 

clothes and I had better change 
into something darker than tltt> light 
gray tailored suit I had worn with my 
fox-furs that afternoon. '\'ht>u she 
came into my room, she wore riding 
breeches under a three-quarters t·ough 
tweed overcoat. Boris and Andr£'i 
leapt repeatedly upon her, oYerjo:red 
with the prospect of an outside run, 
which they understood they were to 
hu·e when they saw leashes and a 
short whip in their mistress t leather
gauntleted hands. 

" ' Will you take Boris, Aunt So
phie ? Boris is easier to managt>. I 
think. You'd best take the whip. too. 
I shan't need it with Andrei. In fa<'t . 
I shouldn 't need i t  at all, both dogs 
are so accustomed to immediate obedi
ence to m�· '•oice. You ma�· possibl�· 
be obliged to use it as a pt>rsnash·e 
for Borist who isn •t entirely used 10 
�-ou :vet. "  

She leashed t.he hounds and gilw 
Boris over to met and we '�ent out into 
the quiE-t night. The plan was to walk 
up Gilman Street in the opposite di
rection from Queens Boule,·ard, :md 
nturn past the old Burnham hon&-. 

Portia seemed worked up about 
som£'thing. I presumed she was still 
thinking about the Ru�>sian and the 
flower in Owen 's buttonhole, so I l'E'
mainE'd silent rather than to appeat· 
cogni:wnt of her thoughts. PresE'ut)�-. 
howe,·er, as we turned to the left, I 
asked her if we had an�- special ob
jecth·e, apart from walking pa::.t the 
Burnham house. I eonld feel her e�·es 
upon me in the soft darkness. 

" 'Ve're going to take a litt le walk 
about the Burnham grounds, Aunt So
phie. I want to see-I want -oh, i t :-. 
,·er�· hard to explain ! You rna�· think 
it dreadful of me-but-Auntie-. 
�·ou •,·e just got to trust me, that 's all. 
I tye got to go into the princess ·  
grounds. I tye got t o  look into hE'r 
windows. if I �et a chance. I ean 't 
explain everything now, but m:"· rt>a
son is very importa nt. more than I 
ean possibly tell you. Won 't you t n1st 
me, please ? ' '  

H£'r Yoice was so entreating that I 
ft>lt my heart pushing the words of 
assent to my tougue 's tip. After all.  
P011ia was mv niece. She eared for 
Owen Edwardes. I reall�· could not 
believe that the Russian, so exotic and 
bizarre a ereaturet eould haYe become 
in realit�- fascinated b�· a young man 
who was. after aUt just a good-look
ingt healthy �-oung American business 
man. I f  the princess did not. ca re for 
him, then she only wanted to flirt, to 
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pass away some idle moments in what 
to her was only a pastime. I ranged 
mysel f on Portia's side immediately, 
feeling that my niece was being urged 
by some motive bigger than mere 
feminine jealousy, and that she would 
make this clear to me in good time. 

' ' Portia, my dear, you do just what 
you think is best. I can't say I 'm 
especially attracted to the princess. 
And, ' '  I added, my heart suddenly 
warming pleasantly at the recollec
tion, " I like the way Owen calls me 
Aunt Sophie !" 

Portia. came close to my side, 
reached out her free lland, and gave 
my arm a caress that meant more than 
words. I felt that she understood 
what a strong ally she had in Sophie 
Delorme. 

By the time we reached the grounds 
of the princess' house, the dogs had 
quieted down a little from the exu
berant spirits they had shown during 
the first part of our walk, when they 
had pulled at their leashes wildly. It 
may have been fancy, but I felt that 
Boris showed distinct reluctance to 
enter the grounds of the Russian 's 
house, grounds full of deep, dark 
shadows from the shrubbery that 
would be so beautiful in summer but 
that now seemed terrifyingly like 
hideous, ragged-garbed skeletons in 
the dim light of tlrc stars. 

" Auntie, " whispered my niece 
guardedly, although we were far 
enough from the house to have spoken 
loudly without having been overheard, 
' ' will you take Andrei's leash, please, 
and wait for me here ? I 'm going into 
the grounds and I can see that the 
dogs won 't be pleased to accompany 
me. ' '  

' ' I  don't want you to go alone, ' '  I 
whispered back, suddenly oppressed 
with a disinclination to remain there 
myself alone, where every bush 
seemed a skulking beast ready to 
spring out upon me. I was ashamed, 
but I preferred going with Portia into 
I kne�· not what, to remaining alone. 

" Well, we can try it with the dogs, 
but I 'm afraid they won 't come Aunt 
Sophie. ' '  

' 

We experienced no particular 
trouble, however. Keeping close to 
the hedge that bordered the path to 
the rear of the house, Portia and I 
walked cautiously along with Boris 
and Andrei held tightly and close to 
us, until we had reached the house. 
There were lights in front, and I felt 
Portia's hand drawing me in the di
rection of the <.1ra'"·ing room windows. 
We managed to get behind a great 
scrawny bush that scattered the light 
streaming from one as yet uncur
tained French window. ( I  have since 
wondered at the carelessness of the 
princess that night in exposing her 
intimate home life to the curious eye 
of the midnight prowler. At any rate, 
the following day curtains hung at 
all the windows and were drawn at 
dusk.) 

THE scene within the great drawing 
room was a lively one. The prin

cess, glittering and shimmering in a 
gown of some clinging green metallic 
cloth, reclined on a heap of what ap
peared to be rich rugs thrown over 
piled cushions. A band of gold set 
with diamonds flashed about her head 
and from it hung a square diamond 
by a link, so that it flashed with daz· 
zling rainbow splendor as she turned 
her head from side to side. Her gar
ments clung about her as if they had 
been moided t o  her supple form and 
were indeed a part of her own person
ality. 

She was evidently directing the ar
rangement · of draperies and furniture 
in her new horne. As she directed, 
long white anns and pointed fingers 
glittering with flashing gems, the 
chauffeur and a bent old woman hur
ried hither and thither to carry out 
her orders. 

The chauffeur was a handsome fel
low in a heavy way, and apparently 
deep]�· attached to his mistress, to 
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judge from the solicitous manner in 
which he carried out her commands. 

The woman (I learned later that 
her name was Agathya) was much 
older than her mistress, who might 
have been any age from sixteen to 
forty, so vivid and strange was her 
exotic loYeliness. Agathya looked 
about sixty. She had straggling gray 
hair, drawn tightly back into a bunch 
at the top of her head. Her face was 
deeply lined, her eyes roving, her 
manner shrinking and servile. She 
wore a dark brown one-piece dress, 
girdled by a brown silk cord, and was 
barefooted. Her stooped shoulders 
made her appear of medium height, 
but I think Agathya would have been 
a tall woman had she thrown back her 
shoulders and stood upright. 

These two people approached their 
mistress with attitudes so entirely dif
ferent that i t  was like watching a 
drama on a stage to look through that 
wide window and see them ; the man 
with a proud kind of watchful anx
iety to please, the woman seemingly 
half terrorized, trembling and shrink
ing every time the princess addressed 
her. 

' ' Portia, I believe that poor old 
woman is ill-treated," I whispered, as 
we saw Agathya shrink backward at 
a sudden motion of the Russian's 
hand toward her. 

I had hardly said it before some
thing happened in the lighted room. 
The old woman, attempting to place 
a vase upon the tall mantel shelf, 
miscalcu1ated, slipped, and to save 
herself let the vase go. It fell, crash
ing, to the tiled hearth. Agathya 
did not rise from the crumpled, 
shrunken heap into which she had 
huddled her body. 

The Princess Irma rose, however. 
She flew out of the pile of cushions, 
her face transformed by fury. She 
ran over to that prostrate figure 
crouching there. She stood over it  
for a moment, saying something that 
we could not hear, nor could we have 

understood her Russian had we 
heard. Then she thrust out a small 
foot shod with a buckled shoe, the 
heel of which sparkled with bril
liants, and gave that poor old wo
man 's form a harsh push that sent 
Agathya sliding across the hearth. 
Nor did it end there. The Russian 
snatched at something that had been 
lying on the mantel, and lifted one 
arm high over the poor creature who 
now began to struggle upward, with 
lifted hands and arms over her face. 

From my reading I recognized the 
instrument that the princess wielded 
as a knout, and felt sick at what was 
apparently about to happen. But 
the man came springing across the 
room to her side. He leaned down 
with careless indifference to the prin
cess • rage and helped Agathya to 
her feet. Then he turned and began 
to talk to his mistress, who listened 
with head thrown back, eyes flashing 
redly upon him. Her arm dropped ; 
she let the knout slip from her jew
eled fingers, and laughed. Her be
gemmed hand motioned away Agath
ya. who slunk from the room, head 
bowed, shoulders bent, like one in 
mortal fea.r. 

' ' Sergei ! Sergei ! ' •  I could hear 
the princess cry out clearly, between 
trills of gurgling laughter that I 
rather saw than heard. She put out 
her hand to him, with an inimitably 
gracious gesture, and he caught i t  to 
his lips, sinking to one knee as he 
kissed it with passionate abandon. 
She withdrew it then, with a kind 
of indifference, leaned over, passed 
her cheek lightly across his up. 
turned, adoring face. At that, he 
flung himself flat upon the rugs at 
her feet, and I could see that he was 
putting her dress to his lips as he 
almost groveled there. 

So QUICK had been the little drama 
that neither Portia nor I had a 

chance to interchange a word, but now 
Portia pulled at me, and I wakened t o  



90 'VEIRD TALES 

the realization that it was uot my 
niece alone who was drawing mE' from 
the vicinity of that lighted window, 
but Boris, who t.ugged at his leash, 
wh impering softly. I Jet myself be 
drawn away, and followed Portia 
until we emerged from the path that 
led to Queens Boulevard, down which 
we went in the direction of home. 

' ' The man's mad OYer her ! ' '  ex
ploded Portia, as we regained the 
boulevard. ' ' Now I can account for 
his exelamatiou. lie was furious with 
jealousy, and his position as her 
chauffeur restrained him from inter-
1·upting her flirtation with Owen. In 
that moment he forgot himself and 
said what he would not have breathed, 
had he known that you had such a 
keen car and such a good memory. 
Oh, I begin to see ! I begin to under
stand ! "  

' ' The poor old w()man ! ' '  I e:s:
c·laimed indignantly. " Why does s-he 
r·emain with such a cruel mistress f "  

' ' A  serf, perhaps. Or an old nurse. 
Such a woman v.·ill bear all kinds of 
abuse from the mistress who was once 
a child she nurtured at her breast, " 
explained Portia. 

Just then we passed the lower end 
of the princess' grounds, and both 
dogs began behaving uneasily. Boris 
pulled and twisted at his leash so that 
I had hard work to hold him in; 
Andrei sniffed and whined. 

"I wonder-" murmured Portia. 
Then, as if with a sudden thought that 
did. not affect her agreeably, she said 
in a low, cautiously moduiated voice, 
· ' The quicker we get home the better. 
The dogs are so uneasy that it dis· 
ttn·bs me. Suppose that eage of 
wolves happened to be less strong than 
I hope it is ? "  

The supposition certainly was one 
to lend wings to our feet. I said im
mediately, "Let's run, Portia ! "  

' ' Can you f ' '  answered she, as if 
gratified. " Come on, then ! " 

The dogs pulled us strongly toward 
home, the moment they found we were 

g-oing to raee them. We pas� the 
Burnham house gr()unds at. a run .and 
went tearin� along the boulevard to
ward Gilman Street in a wa,· that. 
�m·�ly "·onld have ruined any' repu
tation for dignity either of us might 
ha,·e hoped to sustain in the neighbor
hood, had we been seen. Fortunately 
we met no one, the night being H'l'Y 
<·l'isp and sharp. Too, we kept to t.he 
farther side of the street from the 
lamps, whieh are in front. of the 
store-blO<·k only, the other side of the 
boule,-at·d being as yet nothing but 
wide fields, ex�pt for the Burnham 
house. 

"·e rea<'hed home out of breath ; 
even the dogs were panting hard. 
Afte.r Portia unleashed them, they 
seemed quite contented to walk sedate. 
ly be-side us when we went up to om• 
rooms, instead of leaping up play· 
full�- as they usually did. 

Boris insisted upon sleeping on the 
fur rug in my room that night ; per
haps because he felt we were better 
aeqnaiuted after our long run to
gethe•· that evening. As for ..Andre� 
h e  aeeompanied Portia to her t'OOm, 
where both dogs usually slept nightly 
()11 a rug before her door. She left 
him the1·e. and half an hour later 
passed m�: door on her way to the 
laboratory, wearing a black silk 
bungalow apron, I should call it, with 
a girdle of silk cord. Portia called it 
her working uniform. 

My sleep was broken that night. 
'l'wi<'e I waked with the nncomfor· 
table feeling that I was not alone in 
the room. and turned on the eleetric 
light quickly to find nothing but the 
dog, which lifted wide open eyes to 
me. It was as if some malign influ
f�nce had ('Orne with me from the old 
Burnham house. I think Portia looked 
upon it from another standpoint, for 
when I mentioned it to her at hmch 
she looked rather serious and observed 
that she really shouldn 't have exposed 
me to th()se influences without prep· 
aration. E,·idently she was of the 
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opm1011 1 hat. I was open t o psychic 
powers that had either fo1Jowed me 
from the princess ' house, or had es
caped from Portia's ma�ical circles in 
the courtya rd ! I laughed a t  her 
solemn]�·. hut her graYe expression 
was rather diSftUieting. 

" There's a great. deal going on that 
I ('annot cxpinin to �-o\1 just now, 
Auntie, ' ' she said earnest}�·. " I  hope 
that. the neeessit.:· for explanation will 
neYer come, 'but I fear m:· hope is 
vain. ' '  

Fe SIXG came rath€::r hurricdl:· into 
the room as we "·ere rising from 

the table, with the information that 
Mr. Edwardcs was on the wire. There 
was an extension in th� hall just off 
the dining- l'oom and I eon ld hear my 
niece 's Yoiee disti nctly. 

" Yes, this is Portia Diffcrdale. Oh. 
yes, Owen. What ? :\Iy dogs looliC 
last night � Impossible !  ""hat ? The 
princess saw them ·? Real i :·. Ow·en, I 
-I don 't. know what to saY. .·\\mt 
Sophie and I had hoth dogs

.
ont with 

us last night .. on the lea�h, and we 
didn 't let them away from ns once. ' ' 

.All at once her YOi(:e sounded plead
ing. 

' ' Owen. as a favor to me, please 
don't mention that m�- do:;s were out 
last night. Den�· it, please, in my 
name. I-1 ha.ve a special rea�on for 
my request. Thank you. dea1• frien<l. " 

She ran� off and came to re.join me 
in the dinin� room. Her eyes were 
alight with t.he fire of pu11)ose. Her 
whole bearin!r had become im·ested 
with a dignit�:. a force, that reminded 
me of the tone of some of her let ters 
to me after her marriage with :\Ir. 
Differdale. 

-

" Aunt Sophie, the Princess Teller
nova has heen compla ining that two 
immense \t"hite wolfhounds were loose 
in her grounds last night, trying to 
worry l1er wolves in the wolf-den at 
the foot of her grounds. " 

" Impossible that she could ha.ve 
seen us, Portia ! ' '  

" I t  matters little how she knew, 
.Aunt Sophie. I am persuaded that 
her selecting last night to complain 
of my dogs is merely a coincidence, 
and that she has made the accusation 
to cover up something, to afford an 
excuse for some triek she is �ont.cm
plating-what, I can only imagin�, 
and my imagination is playin� me un
hol�· tricks t his mon1ing-, " my nie(�C 
said thoughtfully. 

" Rut whnt. good could it possibly 
do her to have it kno·wn that Boris 
and Andrei were loose last night in 
her grounds � ' '  I persisted, very 
much puzzied. 

u I enn surmise, Aunti�� but I can
l10t make my surmises public nt this 
�tage. It 's hard to do so, but I must 
wait until-until something hap
pens. ' '  

There was in Portia 's Yoicc a 
strange note that troubl ed me Ya�uc
J:·, ;\"et it was nothing upon which I 
could put m�· finger, so to speak. 

' 1  One tlting 1 must asl< of you, Aunt 
Sophie, and that is tlmt yon keep 
within the wal1s of t.his place after 
du.sk. I 'm not asking this for a whim, 
hut out of my knowledge of a ter
rible danger that I am now persuaded 
lurks about us : that is crouching, 
read;\· to spring out upon ns at the 
moment when we least suspect it. ' '  

" I  presume you will remain inside 
rourse)f, then ? "  I in(JUired, naturally 
enough. 

' ' If I ran manage to do so, I will, ' ' 
she rejoined. " Do not for.get t hat I 
ha,·e 1eatned much since I lived with 
:·on in Reading, Auntie. There at·e 
certain potent influences, certain 
natural laws, upon which I can de
pend for protection by my knowledge 
of them, and hence my power over 
them. But there- !  see that you do 
not in the least understand me. ' ' 

' ' I  must say you are talking in rid
dles, my dear Portia. " 

' ' I  see that I must speak plainly. 
There is a certain mighty power for 
evil that has taken up its residence 
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in l\Ieadowlawn. I hesitate to name 
it, but it is, nevertheless, here in this 
community. I know how to protect 
myself against it, . but you do not. 
Therefore you must remain within 
these walls after nightfall . ' '  

I was somewhat provoked at Por
tia's rather high-handed order, as I 
have walked alone through the lone
liest parts of Reading outskirts, un
accompanied. 

" I f  you are so anxious about me, 
how about Owen T ' '  I inquired, a bit 
maliciously, I admit. 

" Oh ! " She expelled her breath 
sharply. ' ' Owen I am powerless to 
protect ! I cannot give an order to 
him as I can to you, Auntie. He 
would want to know my reasons, and 
I 'm sure he would laugh at them when 
he knew them, because he couldn 't 
understand. ' '  

Ingenuous girl, thought I to my
self, how little she really knew me, if 
she thought I would let myself be 
ordered about in that manner. I 
made up my mind that she was letting 
her imagination run away with her. 
I intended to go to the Sunday eve
ning service at the end of the week, 
and I certainly did not expect to ask 
for an escort of policemen to accom
pany me, because my niece was nerv
ous and ( perhaps) notional. 

PART 6 

THE balance of the week passed 
quietly enough. Portia devoted 

herself again to her laboratory work 
nights. I did my marketing daily, 
occasionally running into Mrs. Dif
ferdale or Mrs. Arnold, almost in
variably with their hair done up in 
curl-papers over which they airily 
wore their soiled satin boudoir caps. 

Mrs. Arnold kept me fifteen min
utes at Mike's one morning, telling 
me that Minna had been very sick 
with a bilious attack from eating too 
much candy. She retailed all Min
na's symptoms ; her own prompt use 

of the clinical thermometer ; the doc
tor's report ; Minna's recovery ; end
ing with the remark that the next 
time the Princess Inna gave Minna 
chocolates, she (Aurora) had ordered 
Minna to bring them home and not. 
try to ea.t all at one sitting. I re
ceived the impression, somehow, that 
had Minna been of a less fine and 
delicate constitution, she would not 
have been affected by the sweets, 
Aurora remarking that Minna was, 
like herself, as high-strung as a vio
lin, this simile appearing to afford 
her much innocent satisfaction, as 
placing her on a higher plane than 
the rest of us vulgarly healthy mor
tals. 

Sunday morning I told Portia. that 
I intended to go to the evening ser
vice. She looked simply aghast. 

1 1  But I thought I explained to 
you, " she began, when I interrupted 
her. 

1 'My dear Portia, at my age I 
don't intend to be dictated to as to 
what hours I shall appear on the 
street. Curfew emphatically does 
not ring for me, my dear girl. If 
you 're worrying about the Princess 
Tchernova 's wolves, I may as well 
tell you that yesterday Owen took 
me into the grounds to show me the 
wolf-dens of cement and steel that 
she has had built, and they're quite 
strong enough to keep the animals 
inside. ' '  

Portia. stared a t  me, her face dis
turbed by some deep emotion. 

' '  I '11 go with you, ' '  she suddenly 
decided. . 

" By no means interrupt your 
laboratory· work, ' '  I retorted. " You 
know church services always did bore 
you to extinction. I won't have you 
going on my account. , 

Portia did not answer me. but I 
felt that she would do or say some
thing to prevent me, and was agree
ably surprized that she did not 
attempt to dissaude me at 7 
o 'cJoek, when I looked into the li-
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brary to bid her good-bye. On th.:> 
contrary, she was dressed in knick
ers and tweed coat.  and the dogs 
were leashed , the leashes slipped over 
her left. wrist. In her right hand -she.> 
held tha whip she had g-i,·rn me ft) 
carr�- a few night s befot·<' . 

" I 'm going to walk along with 
you, if ;\·on don 't mind. I won �t go 
in, ' '  she said. 

I couldn 't -very well obj<'et, so she 
and Boris and Andrei we-nt along up 
Queens Boulevard with me.>. YE'r�· 
mn"t'h to the astonishment of other 
churc·h-going people. of whom not a 
few were on their way i n  m;\· diret•
tion. I mentioned this to Port ia . 
but she a('ted rather sulkil�· for het·. 
and eontinued to walk <tiOHI! beside 
me. As we passed t he poliee stat ion 
-a li ttle boxlike shanty l>ppositt
Mike's store on t hE" boulf'va rtl
O 'Brien came out and aossed the 
rond toward us. 

" Good evenin'. ma'am. Did I �e(' 
one of �·our dogs over i n  t-h<' Burn
ham house grounds last 11i�ht ? · ' ht:' 
asked. 

Portia strnightened up and met hi:" 
eyes determinedly. 

" Neither last night. nor a n�- other 
night, oflker. I keep m.'· dog-s t>n 
the leash when they 'r(' out. and when 
thev're not with me in the strE'et. 
the�· 'rc inside ten-foot walk It was 
not

' 
one of my do� :yon saw, I �an 

assure you. ' '  
Her voice bec-ame hard and tense 

then. 
' ' If I were you, I 'd kt>ep an e�·e 

on those wolves. Is there-is there 
a white one among them. pE"rhaps t � '  

Her insinuation was entirel;\- lost 
on O 'Brien. Still, he looked a t  
Boris and Andrei as if hE' would lun-e 
liked to put the blame of whatever 
he had seen upon them. Then he 
wen t. back across the road. 

Portia was more than ever grave 
after this snatch of conversation. 

" Do you see, Aunt Sophie, how 
the princess is trying to shift blame 

:for something upon m�· noble Jogs ? 
l suppose �·ou don 't understand yet 
why 1 mn aecompanying you 1 l 
hop(' you ·n never have to lean\ t ht• 
1·eal reason, ' '  she ended sadly. 

' · I  think :'·ou might bE" doing a 
sensible thing to take �-our aunt into 
YOur ('onfident•('. Portia Delorme. · · I 
;·espondcd heatedly. " I 'm sorry. 
but I fear it is a very �mall and pett�· 
feeling on �-om· part that makes you 
so prej ndi<'ed against the Princes....; 
T<>hernov<l. �hE" nHn· hE' \'.rud and a 
tl irt. but I hnrdly b�lieYe that $he is 
la;\· i ng deep phms to get a eouplE' of 
imw<•cnt dogs into t roublE'. · ·  

1 t•cmldn 't help laughing. "Portia 
1 ightetwd her lips and did not $peak 
••gain.  until she �aid l:!OOd·b�·(> Itt tht> 
l'hun•h stE"ps. 

WH_EN I eamt> out after th� $er. 
nee 1 attached m�·self to the 

_\ rnolds. A urora having a ttended 
with her husband. ..-\s wt> caml• 
\lown the boulevard, we b<'canw 
awa.re that oomE"thing of an ah 11·ming 
ua hu·t> had muloubtedl�· happened in 
the dcinif\· of the stores. Thert' 
were man�- '

people buzzing ubont. t h<' 
C'rowd seeming to t'enter near t hE" 
drug-store on tht' l'Orner. :\"lr . •  \r
nold left u.-. llnd penetrated the 
t•rowd. returuing after a minn tt> with 
exl'H in� news. 

Offi<>er 0 ·srieu had been at t J·acted 
b.,- �ome larg-e white animal that 
looked oYer the hedg-e of the Buru
llam pla<'E". liE" weut OT"er to inves
tiga te. loosening- his revolver in �ast> 
of emergene�-. It. was the firing of 
llis re,·olwr tha t had a tt racted peo
ple to his rt:>:';<·ue. among them PoJ't ia 
Differdale. with hrr· two wolfhounds. 
which she had loo..�ed from their 
leashes. < 'Vhen )fr. ...\ n10ld said 
this, his wife pursed her lips with 
a significant look and r('marked 
that those do)?s were savage- beasts 
that would some day attack her 
or somebody else. ) Boris and Andrei 
had last been seen disappe-arin!! 
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into the dark of the Burnham 
grounds, in pursui t, so Portia de
clared, of the beast that had so badly 
ton1 and clawed the arm and shoul
der of the policeman. 

Not for a single minute did I be
lieve that those dogs had been guilty 
of at tacking 0 'Brien, but I could see 
how the Jleopl e  a round considered 
the matter. In public opinion Boris 
and Andrei had already been tried 
and condemneJ. It made me furi
ous. I pushed my way into the 
drug-store. although they tried to 
hold me back, for I was determined to 
get at Portia .  I c<?uld see her. knec�
inu by the man's s1de, bandagmg h1s 
ur� and shoulder, and the smell of 
iodoform filled the night air. 

Presently she stood up, just as. I 
entered the pharmacy. I thought 
for a. moment that I saw a fleeting 
reproach in her eyes, and I remem
bered that it was my insistence up
on going to chureh that had brought 
Portia out with the dogs. 

" There's nothing else to be done 
but send him to the hospital when 
the ambulance comes, " I heard her 
saying to Dietz, the drugtPst. 
" 'Vhen the relieving officer arr1ves 
and starts investigations, I wish it 
to be given as my st�tement that my 
two do!!S were leashed securely and 
I only gave them their freedom after 
I heard the .shot, because I wanted 
to send them to 0 'Brien 's assist
ance. ' '  

Her eyes, cold and stern, passed 
over the faces of the listeners, who 
stopped their whispering until she 
had passed through the crowd. She 
joined me at the door. 'Ve went off 
down the boulevard together, Portia 
occasionally whistling to summon the 
dogs, which dashed up to us just as 
we turned off the boulevard. I 
must say that I felt somehow very 
glad of the protection of those 
stanch beasts ; if  I were to take Po�
tia 's word and the officer's experi
ence, then there was a third white 

dog abroad, not an entirely agreeable 
dog to meet, judging from the badly 
chewed left arm and shoulder of 
O'Brien. 

'Ve reac-hed home "•ithout further 
incident. Portia let the dogs loose 
in the enclosure about the house and 
herself went. down at once into the 
laboratory. with an implacable, set 
expression on her face that impressed 
me she knew more than she chose to 
tell abont the happenings of that 
even mg. 

Next mon1ing a policeman named 
0 'Toole <'nme to the house to inter
view Portia as to l1er share in the 
evening's happening. He took down 
her simple and direct statement with
out comment, but he did seem ( I  was 
present. to eonfinn Portia 's state
ment as to her reason for being 
nbroad with the dogs) vastly inter
ested in the great ten-foot wall and 
in the immense courtyard with its 
cireles and st range symbols cut into 
the cement. paving. He was tactful 
enough to say nothing, although his 
eyes roved �verywhere. I had a 
feeling 1hat his reports to interested 
inquirers in the community would 
stimulatt> interest and speculation yet 
further about the Differdale house. 
I could almost hear him saying: 
' ' Nary a. chair. Nothing but cush
ions to sit on. ' '  

MRS. DIFFERD • .o\LE called me on the 
telephone about 11 o'clock to 

ask if I wouldn 't drop in for tea 
that aft<"rnoon about half past 3 ;  
she said she was having somebody 
else \vhom she thought I 'd enjoy 
meeting. I really had no good ex
cuse to offer. and on second thought 
it occurred to me that it might be as 
well to go, in order to put in a good 
word for the dogs. I was morally 
certain that I ,,...as being asked to sat
isfv t.he curiosity of those two 
wo�en. I asked Fu to tell his mis.. 
tress where I 'd gone ( Portia did not 
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appear at luncheon) and left the 
house about 3 o 'clock. 

Owen Edwardes was not in his of
fice when I passed. I wondered if 
he were also out at tea that after
noon, perhaps with the Princess 
Tchernova. As I turned up Elm 
Street, a limousine flashed past me, 
and stopped before the Arnold house. 
A moment later the sinuous form of 
the Russian stepped out of the shin
ing car and mounted the house steps. 
Then it flashed across me whom it 
was Mrs . .  Differdale had meant by 
someone I 'd enjoy meeting. 

I felt angry. I had been trapped 
into meeting a woman who was strik
ing underhanded blows at Portia, 
trapped into meeting her in a friend
ly, social way. I hesitated. I was 
half of a mind to turn back. And 
then it was too late, for Mrs. Differ
dale, opening the door to the prin
cess with a gushing greeting which 
the Russian acknowledged with her 
inscrutable smile, saw me and called 
my name. I could not very well get 
out of it, so I went forward with 
what grace I could summon on such 
short notice. 

"Ah, it is the dear Ow-een 's Aunt 
Sophie ! Chere Aunt Sophie, in this 
wilderness how ckarmant to meet a 
kindred soul ! ' '  

She turned to her hostess, a 
pointed pink tongue moistening her 
lips with a lapping motion, that un
pleasant little habit of hers to which 
Portia had referred. 

" You are a good creature to have 
prepare this so beautiful surprize for 
me, chere amie. But let us go in ; 
the spring air is not yet so warm." 

Her trailing metallic silks made it 
necessary for me to maintain a re
spectful distance from her, for which 
I was not sorry. I t  certainly seemed 
that in a moment she would have put 
her slender anns about me, have 
touched my cheeks with her red lips, 
such did her enthusiasm appear to be 

over our meeting. I could not help 
being a little flattered ; after all, I 
am but human, and even if I did dis
like her, why should I be displeased 
because she tried to be nice to me f 

The two Arnold girls, Minna and 
Alice, had been dressed in white 
dresses for the grand occasion, and 
stood with beribboned hair, waiting 
for the company to arrive. Minna 
evidently felt very much at home 
with the princess, for she immedi
ately went fonvard with the assur
ance of a favorite, and seated her
self beside the charming Russian, 
who put an arm about the girl, 
pinching the plump shoulders play
fully. 

' ' So you were sick eating my choc
olates, Minna T Pauvre enfant! An
other time we must not eat so much 
at one time. But the sweets are 
good for you, little one ; they will 
make you as round and plump as a 
fat partridge ! "  

The princess' laugh. rang out mer
rily at her comparison. Minna 
laughed, also, but even in her pert 
pride at having been singled out by 
the princess, the child did not forget 
to give me a saucy look. She cer
tainly was a disagreeable child ; there 
is no doubt about that. 

" It is a pity Minna didn't share 
her chocolates with Alice, " put in 
Mrs. Arnold, who wore the dress 
she had worn to the Sunday eve
ning service, a home-made black vel
vet with a lace collar that was the 
only redeeming feature of the gar
ment. ' ' Alice needs to put on flesh 
far more than Minna. " 

" You are right, chere Mrs. Ar
nold. ' '  

The princess turned her attention 
to Alice. 

" It.  shall be the little sister who 
shall have the next boxful of bon
bons. ' '  

The pointed little white teeth 
showed in a smile that for some 
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reason did not. gh·e me pleasure. In
stead� I felt as if something unbe
nign lay hidden behind the Priut>ess 
Tchernova 's apparent interest. in the 
two children. I wondered if her own 
impulsive, cruel nature, as I had seen 
it illustrated that other e\'ening when 
she t.hought. herself unobserved � drew 
1u�r to the two children, children 
tUsliked by everyone on the street 
and in the neighborhood for their 
bad dispositions. 

' '  }Iinua. shall come to my house 
this evening. " purred the princess, 
• ' and I shall haYe for her a Yer� 
big box of sweets, but. she must gh·e 
half of them to Alice. " 

liinna laughed throatily and threw 
n self-conscious look at me. 

• · I  can't come, Princess. Teher
uova ' '  (her ehildish tongue tripped 
(wer t.hat. outlandish name) " be<'ause 
m;\· Aunt Portia 's big dogs might 
bite me. the wa�· the;\'· did O'Brien . "  

" J1  r. 0 'Brien, darling, " corrected 
l1er mother primly. 

" Your Aunt Portia 's dogs di<ln 'l 
bitE.' Jlr. 0 'Brien, " I put in at this 
point. determined not to let that 
story go any farther if I could pre
Yent it. 

· · Oh. chere Aunt Sophie, what a 
loyal heart is yours ! ' '  sighed the 
Russian, turning those green shining 
e;\·es full upon me. ' : How nobly �-ou 
trv to shield the sa\·age beasts of 
lf�'S. Differdale ! But why 1 ' '  

" Why. princess ? Beeause I \·e 
had Boris out with me on the leash 
and Pve seen both dogs around the 
house every day. They sleep in my 
room or Portia.'s half the time. 
They 're as gentle as babies and as 
sweet-dispositioned, ' ' I retorted. 

" But then, " hesitated she pret
tily, again with that pointed tongue 
lapping her deep red lips, ' 'you must 
!mow Mrs. Differdale very well in
(leed, that she Jet you enter her so-

mysteriuns house of many S<'<:re.ts. I 
thought. you were the Aunt Sophie 
of my Ow-een ! : '  

There ! Ho'". was that. for sheer 
nerv� on her part ? She restt>d bel' 
green e-yf!� on me with a kind of 
amused �mile flickering owr her 
dead-wl1ire faee. a smile that said 
mu<-h to the <>ontrnry of what her 
lips uttered. 

" I  am :\Irs. Differdale 's aunt. her 
father 's sister, "  said I, pointe.dly. 
' · And I (·onsider myself in a. posi
tion t o  den)· spiteful n1mors about 
�neh maguifi<'ent beasts as Boris and 
.\ndre.i. · · 

' ·  Tb(' mmt of the mysterious )Irs. 
Differda1e � A-ah, t.hnt explain e\'
Hything. rraiment ! "  

She brush<>d away my denial, my 
explanation. with a little waYe of he1• 
gemmed fingers. I was furious. but 
there was nothing more for me to 
sa�· at th(': moment. I took the eup 
of tea lfrs. _\ruold offered, �md sipped 
it hurried}�-. I like my tea with suga1• 
and lemon. and my hostess had asked 
if I wanted (·ream. 

"�hen tht'y asked the princess she 
c-ried a.t onee : ' ' No sugar� please ! 
I do not like the sweet things. Sweet 
t hings are for dear little plump girls. 
The- plain ten: please, \\ithout any
thing. � ' 

" Xo sugad Xo milk ? "  c1·ied _\u
rora. 

' · C1·eam. · ' <:Ol'rected the mother in 
an undertone, looked up, caught my 
e:ve and colored. 

' ' Nothing, kind friends, but the 
plain tea . ='Jo� thank you, no cakes. 
The doctor he do not permit sweet 
Ntkffl for the poor Inna , who must 
do what �he is order. ' '  

I made a mental note of these 
preferences and dislikes, thinking 
that it might interest Portia, who 
seemed to find sueh weighty matter 
in my mo�t trifling reports. 
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THE Russian had removed her 
ermine cap and it now lay on her 

silken knees. The ermine cloak was 
thrown open, displaying the silken 
clinging draperies of her gown, which 
was girdled '"ith a wide belt set with 
square diamonds surrounded with 
colored jewels in a barbaric and 
striking design. About her forehead 
was bound the �lden ribbon I had 
seen that other night ; the square·cut 
diamond twinkled and winked evilly 
at her eYery motion. Frightfully 
had taste for the simple occasion, but 
undeniably gorgeous and attractive. 

The door bell rang and Mrs. Dif
ferdale, throwing me a peculiar look, 
went to answer it. I heard and 
recognized a man's voice. 

" Here's the copy of that deed, 
)Irs. Differda le. I n.1shed it through 
just as quickl;\· as I could, to get it 
to you this afternoon as you '"ished. "  

' ' Do come in and have a cup of 
tea, " urged she. " l\ofiss Delorme's 
here. ' '  

' ' That is a n  inducement. Of 
c·ourse, I '11 have a cup of tea, if I 
c·an drink it with her, " laughed 
Owen, parting the portieres and smil
ing down upon us. 

" Ah, clle,· ami," cried the prin
c·('ss, extending a jeweled hand and 
monopolizing Owen entirely, so that 
all he could do was to bow and smile 
at. me across the room, ' ' what a 
pleasure is this so unexpected meet
ing, to drink the friendly tea with 
you in the home of these so kind 
ones ! ' '  

She caressed the two women with 
her green, glowing eyes, then turned 
her gaze full upon me. 

" What, o,v-een ! You do not pay 
to the Aunt Sophie your respects ! 
Bad man ! Go, at once, on the com
mand of Irma Andreyevna Teller
nova, and kneel at the feet of Aunt 
Sophie ! ' '  

Owen took immediate advantage 
of the order, which the Russian fla-

vored with a. peculiar smile at me, <l. 
smile tinctured with irony and that 
confidence in her own entire com
mand of the situation that is so ex
asperating from one woman to an
other. 

:Mrs. Differdale poured a cup of 
tea for th(> newcomer, and I caught 
an interchange of glances between 
her daughter and herself. 

' ' I would have inYited mv sister
in-law. Miss Delorme. but on� dot>sn 't 
exacth� care to be snubbed more than 
two or three times. ' � suddenly burst. 
out :Mrs. Arnold with a vehemt>nce 
that spoke of her having only waited 
a fitting time to explode her bottled
up indignation. ' ' Portia is so odd 
about. going out socially. " and she 
shn.1gged her shoulders expressive}�·. 
if inelegant!�·, under the clnm!"y 
wh·et. 

' '  Oh, I 'm sure Portia.-Mrs. DiffE-r
dale. " hastily corree.ted Owen, com
ing to the. defense of the absent ac:
eused with a warmth that did my 
heart good. ' ' wouldn 't dream of snub
bingo anybody! least of all her late 
husband 's people. " 

' '  Hm"' kind are the thoughts of 
0\\"-een. ! ' '  murmured the guest of 
honor, an expression of deep admira
tjon on her oval face. " A lways he 
wishes to think the best about. even
body. Ah, we are not all so noblt>.'" 
sighed she. For some rt>ason, h<>r 
green eye-'i still sought ID;\' face. 

I1logica1 on m�· part, if you •rill. 
but I could have slapped t.he prin
ct>ss : her inference was bv far too 
plain to be ignored by a 

�
friend of 

Portia 's. I jumped boldly into the 
fra.�'· 

" :My nie('e is o.ne of the kimlt>st
heartcd. noblest women I ever had the 
privilege of knov.ring, )frs. _\rnolt.l. 
She would never dream of snubbin� 
anybody. I 'm sure you 'ye misintel:
preted her \mwillingness to leave her 
'vork, to which she is absolutely de
voted. " 
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' '  Vvhat work can possibly keep a 
woman as occupied as Portia, so that 
she never �ocs out socially, dear Miss 
Delorme ? I 'ye tried to let my daugh
ter-in-Jnw know that she's being 
fri{rht full�· gossiped about, staying in 
that great house all alone, doing Lord 
knows what .. ' '  

' ' Whatever Mrs. Di.ffcrdale i s  occu
pied in doing must be of a splendid 
and worthwhile nature. Anybody who 
has the honor of her acquaintance 
knows that, " broke in Owen. 

He glanced qui('kly about the little 
circle and caught the subtly ironical 
smile of the Russian. I could see that 
he was slightly disconcerted by it. 

' '  Ow-ecn, we must aJl believe you 
too much interest ' in the mysterious 
lady, if you defend her so warmly, " 
accused Irmn, shaking an index finger 
at him merrily. 

Owen colored deeply. It was a be
trayal for those who were able to read 
the signs, but I do not think anyone 
but myself and the argus-eyed prin
cess translated that blush. Irm� 
Tchernova did not appear pleased, for 
through her parted lips I could see 
those white teeth set tightly togethex·. 

' ' .Mr. Edwardcs is quite right, 
princess, to defend my niece, exactly 
as I did. When you know her better, 
you will jump to her defense at the 
first word of criticism, ' '  I exclaimed 
in quick refutal of the Russian's innu
endo. 

She turned her head ever so slowly, 
until her long, narrow eyes were fuH 
upon me. In the growing dusk it 
seemed to me that red light glinted 
across the oriental-looking orbs, and 
it disturbed me, affecting me most 
disagreeably. I was glad when the 
momentary tension was broken by 

Alice, who suddenly thrust out 
one hand and made a snatch at the 
bonbons on the tea-table. 

Her mot her slapped at the child's 
wrist, so that the candy tumbled 
helter-skelter over the embroidered 
tea-cloth and upon the carpet. It was 
the princess who intervened, her at
tention drawn from me to the minia
ture battle between mother and 
daughter. 

' '  Oh, dear 1\lrs. Arnold, do let Alice 
have the bonbons ! She love them so, ' '  
cooed she. ' ' And she is so thin, poor 
little one. If she were only like her 
sister, how glad I should be !  But 
then, if she eat m�ny bonbons, per
haps she will some time be round and 
rosy, ch, Alice ! "  

She finished by taking a. handful of 
the candy and filling the outstretched 
hands of Alice, who smirked her 
triumph. ( Odious child ! I cannot 
help it, even today.) 

I had finished my second cup of tea 
by this time, and felt no inclination 
to. remain longer. I rose to my feet 
and observed that I had promised to 
be home by 5 o 'clock. Owen stood up 
at once and offered to accompany me, 
i f  I would aJlow him. Then the prin
cess interfered, with honeyed sweet
ness that sickened me with an intui
tion of her depths- of deception, for I 
was not deceived ; I knew she did not 
like me. 

" Let me take you both in my car ! "  
she cried with a semblance of spon
taneous enthusiasm. ' ' Then, Ow-een, 
we shall both carry the dear Aunt 
Sophie to her home, and you shall see 
that Irma Andreyevna Tchernova is 
not lddnaped on her way back ! Has 
not Irma the wonderful ideas t ' '  

[TO B E  CONTINUED] 



THE WIND 

Au-thor of . .  Hunger," .. The Man 11'/r.o Lived Nt::x.t Door to Himself:·· etc. 

T
HE little City of the Big 
Winds l ies on the very roof of 
t he world, among the bleak, 

storm-blown peaks of the H imalayas, 
as if flung there by some monstrous, 
frenzied hand, or snapped from the 
tip o£ a whip in the hand of a giant. 
A grayer or more desolate spot would 
be hard to imagine, or a spot where 
the tumult of discord is more fright
ful. 

At first John Stcppling had been 
unable to sleep upon his arrival in 
the city. It was like being in another 
world, living in a cloudland of drift
ing shadows where every breath was 
an effort, and prolonged exe11ion al
most a physical impossibility. He felt 
like an empty box, strained to the 
breaking point by external things, in 
danger of collapsing at any moment. 
At night as he gazed toward the stars, 
he felt as i f  he could extend his hand 
and pick them out of the sky, much 
as one might pick flowers in a fra
grant garden. The sky was so in
tensely clear that it made him gasp, 
though possibly the rarefied air would 
have made him gasp in any case. 

He had arrived at the city quite by 
chance during an exploring expedi
tion in northern India. He had in-

tended to remain in the weird little 
town only for a single day, and yet 
somehow he could not bring himself 
to leave it. It held a wild attraction 
which h e  could not define. 

For the most part the inhabitants 
of the city were as poor as church 
mice-poorer, i n  truth, for they had 
only the roughest type of mud· 
thatched huts wherein to live. By oc
cupation they were shepherds. They 
watched over thin and sickly flocks of 
sheep and goats that scraped out a 
meager existence from the barren, 
half-frozen soil. They were filthy
looking, illiterate, and stolid. In lieu 
()f bathing they smeared their bodies 
with grease. Water was scarce, and 
they did not waste i t ;  besides, the 
grease had a tendency to keep them 
warm. It kept them odoriferous, as 
well ; but to people unused to the 
sweet perfumes of which the inhabi
tants of the lands lying south of them 
were so fond, the odor did not matter. 

Among all the shepherds, Steppling 
could not find a single one who un
derstood his language, nor did any of 
them seem to care. So long as they 
did not bother him, he did not bother 
t hem. Their visions were so limited 
that they were unable t() grasp any-

99 
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thing be�·ond their usual scop�. \Vhen 
a girl married, she married all the 
brothers of the famih·. NaturallY. in 
their connubial arran'gements. most of 
the brothers were diplomatic enough 
to be away much of the time. 

Steppling was charmed h�· the 
spirit of mystery thHt hovered oYer 
e,·erything. He longed to get beneath 
the mask which each pet-son seemed 
to wear. These people seemed to Jack 
personality ; yet personality of some 
sort thev must have had. When thev 
went ir�to tlleir huts, did they ju�t 
pass into blackness like candl� blown 
out? Did the,· have anv home life 
at all? He doubted it. • \Ve1·e theit· 
affections, hopes, desires, loves. all 
blunted'! Did the�· eYer read·� It 
was like being in a dead cit��. No one 
npproached him. 1'\o one talked t() 
him. He seldom hean.l a hnman \'Oi<'e, 
fot· the voice!) of the people were usu
ally dt·owned b�· the fri�htful. �creeeh· 
ing of the wind throu�h the mountain 
pa�ses. 

Fortunately he ha.d snffieient food 
with him to last him another month. 
\\yhen that was gone he intended to 
tiT to buy food from the natives. In 
what currency could he pay for it� 
English currency would be of little 
use among- these sava�e hillsmen. He 
was out�ide British domains. The peo
ple did not value mone�'. What they 
gloated over was food. Although il
literate and dull, the)· were able to 
appreciate how fundamentall�· useless 
gold is, after all. 

Each day Stepplln,:r roamed for 
hours about the wind-swept mountain 
pa�. He climbed to loft�· pinnacles 
almost as sharp as needles. Some
times he rambled over a tableland of 
rock so vast that the greatest giants 
of Jeg<,nd might have sat. down com
fortably around it without bumping 
elbows. Not infrequently he even 
-ventured to walk about the native 
haunts of the city, where sod-thatched 
buts attested tl1e poverty of the peo
ple. But the i nhabitants looked at 

him with hostile glancc!S a!'.· he passed. 
They were not pleased \\;th his man
ner. TheY did not like his scrutiny, 
He, on hi's part, did not mind their 
attitude. He had traveled much. He 
was used to eccentricities. .And yet 
he felt ill at ease. 

OXE daY he walked farther than 
usual.

· 
The cih� was small an<l 

the houses became li.-;.<.; frequent, until 
finally he arrived at the country he
yond. E,·en then he did not stop until 
he had reached a long, low house, 
Chinese in style. In the center was a 
tall pagoda, whose colorful fa�adc 
was at strange variance with the drab 
Jittle cit�· through which he had just 
passed. 

Before the doOl'Wa\· of the house 
sat an old Chinaman . · He was so old, 
�hrh·eled and r-::hrunken . :md his face 
'n!s so ct·isscrossed with Jines that he 
appcHed like a mummy. AI?C seemed 
to have turned him to stone. He sat 
without blinking-. His parchmentlik() 
face was as hrown as tanned leather. 
On his chin was a wisp of beard which 
eddied f<mtasticallv about i n  the sun. 
His lips were compressed into a thin 
line. His eyes looked dully out from 
ben<>ath half-closed lids. His slant 
br·ows would have made his face dis· 
tinctive even if it had not been dis
tincth·e otherwise. He was completely 
wrapped in a �reat cloak of alluring 
color. It was blue, like the midnight 
sky: yet sometimes, as the light struck 
it. it seemed to flame green. On his 
head was a square hat, small and 
black, like a �at black ebony domino. 

The old man sat and �zed before 
him. He seemed to be peering into 
the future, an old prognosticator 
crouching before his house. .Jolm 
Steppling stood and stared at the an
cient figure. The Chinaman was so 
small that he resembled a child, a very 
old child with a wisp of beard. 

Steppling was curious. Who was 
this ancient stranger, this man so 
different from all the other inhabit· 
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ants of the desolate city? Nothing he 
bad beheld since crossing the moun
tain barriers had so completely capti
vated his interest. Perhaps, he 
thought, this man understands Eng
lish. Despite the Chinaman's extreme 
age there was an unde11iable air of 
culture about him. 

"I wonder," said Steppling, "why 
they caJl this town the City of the Dig 
Winds." 

The old man did not stir. He 
seemed carved of stone. 

Steppling repeated the sentence. 
No response. Then he repeated it 
again in a louder voice. 

Finally the old man turned. He 
shook his shoulders in a peculiar man
ner, as if trying to escape from his 
reveries, from the visions which his 
imagination had conjured up for him. 

"What do you wish?" he asked at 
last, in quaintly accented English. 

Steppling did not know what to an
swer. He was surprized that the old 
Chinaman understood English. So 
long had it been since he had con
versed with anyone, the question was 
rather a shock to him. 

''If I am not presuming,'' he said, 
"I should like to know what you are 
gazing at so intently.'' 

The old man's eyes were like slits. 
They gleamed in his rough brown face 
as if they were lighted lamps. 

"Looking f" he repeated slowly. 
"Looking f l was not looking. I was 
listening to the ceaseless voices of the 
wind. Most men of earth who believe 
their sense of hearing is very acute 
are in reality stone-deaf. To listen 
truly is a fine art. Anyone can hear 
a mountain fall, but only a genius can 
hear the music of a flower unfolding 
in the sun." 

He paused, and gazed off toward 
the jagged, knife.edged cliffs. Pres
ently he spolce again. 

''I am Hi Ling,'' he said. ''To my 
house you are welcome. No human 
soul dwells with me. And yet there 

are other voices besides my own, con
stantly echoing through my house, for 
every night I open my windows so 
that all the great winds can blow 
through. They are whispering, for
ever they arc whispering. Can you 
not stay with me a while 1" 

''Nothing would give me greater 
pleasure," replied Steppling quickly, 
and he felt as if he could howl with 
glee. But he was careful to hide the 
intensity of his jubilant spirits. 

WJTH keen elation he followed the 
old Chinaman, who now arose 

and entered the house, if house it 
could be called, for it was a huge, 
ambling affair of mystery and shad
ows. Together they groped their way 
through multitudinous rooms, silent, 
weird, vast, through which scarcely 
even the faintest suggestion of day
light penetrated. 

''I keep my house forever dark and 
shadowy," explained Hi Ling," so 
that it may always be i n  harmony 
with life." 

"You think, then," said Steppling, 
''that life is clothed in shadows 7 '' 

"I do indeed," was the quick re
sponse. "The shadows of earth quite 
outweigh the pleasures. Over almost 
everyone there is a shadow constantly 
hanging.'' 

As he spoke they emerged into a 
great room. The air was fragrant 
with the pungent perfumes of the 
East, the incense of a loeswood and 
musk. In the center of a black plat
form stood a jade-green vase. In the 
vase was a single branch, withered 
and old, a branch whose shriveled ap
pearance suggested the gaunt face of 
Hi Ling. The flower, if flower there 
had been, had long ago fallen from it. 
Above the vase hung a soft-toned yel
low lantern, as round and coolly bril
liant as an autumn moon rising above 
a range of mist-crested hills. 

Hi Ling prostrated himself. Lying 
:flat on his face before the altar, he 
chanted in a sad monotone. For per-
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haps ten minutes he remained thus. 
Then he 1·ose to his feet. Without a 
word he walked across the room and 
threw open a great, heavily-draped 
window; then he opened a similar 
window on the other side of the room. 

Instantly pandemonium broke loose. 
It was as if all the winds of earth bad 
<·ongregated outside that window and 
now came crashing through. They 
shrieked and laughed in a thousand 
fantastic tongues. The discord was 
.frightful because it was so intense, so 
unrestrained. Once Steppling de
tectE'd a low moan in the wind, almost 
a sob, but at once it was drowned by 
the awful laughter. 

The wind crashed madly through, 
as if it would wreck the very building. 
It caught up the fragrant. perfume 
from the musk-scented air and bore it 
off into measureless distances. The 
yellow moon-lantern swayed back and 
forth as ceaselessly as a. pendulum. 
Only the jade vase remained station
ary. The entire building shuddered, 
but still the vase did not move. 

Stepp ling gripped Hi Ling's arm. 
''What does it mean f '' he cried. 
He pitched his voice to the highest. 

key possible, and even then it seemed 
as weak as a whisper. 

''Is it a tornado, a cyclone?:' 
Hi Ling shook his head. His ghast

ly brown face looked more like that of 
a mummy than ever .. 

"It is' only the wind," he said. 
"Listen intently. Can �'OU not. hear 
voices calling?'' 

How long the havoe continued Step
piing did not know. Time had lost 
it& importance. Something supernat
ural seemed to ha.ve clutched them up 
in its grip. He felt numb and weak, 
almost. without the power to move. 

At last Hi Ling walked acl'O!";S the 
room and closed the windows. He had 
to fight until he was practically ex
hausted to get the mad ·wind ont 
again. But at last. the windows were 
tightly barred, and peace seeJned to 
tou-ch the room like a caress. . The 

yellow lantern ceased its swa);ng. The 
pungent perfume bloomed forth 
again. 

THA'r night John Steppling sat 
down to the simplest meal he had 

ever partaken of in his life. l t was 
composed of rice cakes and tea. The 
rice cakes were as crisp as mountain 
air, and the tea was as pungent as it 
was delicious. They supped in a room 
lit only by a single lamp, which splut
tered feebly as if protesting against 
the darkness that em·eloped the house 
like a shroud. 

After the meal was finished. the old 
man produced several pipes: They 
were very black and ominously small. 
Into the bowl of each he rolled a 
black, gummy pellet. which he had 
shaped in the palms of his hand. 

He held out one to John Steppling. 
"Smoke 1" he asked, curtly. 
But Steppling refused the prof

fered pipe. 
"I would prefer to hear you talk,, 

he said. 
"Why do you not listen to the 

myriads of voices in the wind 7" asked 
Hi Ling drowzily. 

"Be<'ause my ear is not attuned to 
catch the sound." 

''You do not try. If you really lis
tened, you could hear." 

''I would rather hear your voice.'' 
"That is foolish," declared Hi 

Ling. '• No human voice is as softly 
alluring as the voices one sometimes 
discovers in the wind.'' 

"Nevertheless," repeated Stepp ling 
stubbornly, ''I would rather hear you 
talk.'' 

Hi J.Jing shrugged his shoulders. He 
could not understand how anyone 
should prefer the natural voice to 
mag-i<'. 

'' 'Vhat do you wish me to say 7" 
he asked finally. 

"Tell me the story of your life,'' 
repJied John Steppling bluntly, "the 
story of the jade vase, and of the 
moon lantern. " 
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Hi Ling hesitated. 
"I ha.ve never told that to a living 

soul,'� he said slowly. 
"�evertheless, you must tell it. to 

me.'' 
"You would only smile," said Hi 

Ling. '.'You would hold my story up 
to ridicule, and ii you did I would 
kill you. I should hate to do that. 
Never in my life has the blood of any 
animal been upon my hands. '' 

"Searcely a compliment," drawled 
St.eppling, ''to call me an animal.'' 

He was not angry. He merely made 
the comment to draw on conversation. 

''I meant no offense,'' Hi Ling as
sured him. "I spoke the truth, for 
surely, if you are neither a fish nor a 
fowl, you must be an animal." 

"You are right," agreed Steppling. 
''I agree with you on every point. 
Therefore I think it but fitting that 
you tell me your story." 

Again Hi Ling hesitated. But 
finally he acquiesced. 

"yEARS ago,'' Hi Ling began, ''I 
lived in southern China. I was 

very wealthy. l\Iy ancestors had all 
contributed their share to the measure 
of my holdings. By profession I was 
a horticulturist. Even though forty 
years have passed, the glory of my 
gardens is still recounted through
out southern China in innumerable 
quaint tales of fantasy. I raised all 
sorts of flowers, but I specialized in 
jasmine, eglantine and wistaria blos
soms, particularly wistaria. I had a 
passion for the flowers, as great as 
that of any sultan for the veiled la
dies of his harem. So intent. was I on 
the contemplation of my flowers, that 
I seldom left the garden. Sometimes 
I did not even return to my house to 
sleep. Instead, I reclined in a charm
ing grove at the back of my buildings, 
where I c-ould hear the tjnkle of a tiny 
rivulet., and where hundreds of gor
geous :flowers breathed into the air a 
perfume that made me drowzy and 
caressed me to sleep. 

··To me that garden was filled with 
soft-sweet voices. Flowers talk. or 
perhaps it would be more descripth•e 
to sa�·, they sing; but it is given to 
few people of earth to hear their 
wondrous melodies. Of this few, I 
'�as one. 

'·Day by day I studied the lan
guage of flowers. I became a hermit. 
A!ol time went on I never left my gar
de•l. All else was forgotten in the 
eontemplation of gorgeous orchids. 
sweet-scented jasmine and seductive 
t>glantine. I forsook human life for 
floral. and in m�- 1·enotmcing I gained 
much. 

'·In m�· garden there grew a single 
fragile flower, orc-hidJike in glory. but 
of a species quite different from any 
I had ever chanced upon before. It 
had t.he soft, warm color of a tea. 
rose. with a tint of carmine faintl�� 
suggested in the petals, which were 
as velvet-soft as the <-heek of a. 
ma.iden. 

"Bv the hour I used to sit and 
listen

· 
to the sweet singing of that. 

perfe<·t. flower. The tinkle of a faiz:· 
llell would almost seem harsh by com
parison. Is it nny wonder, then, that 
I fell in love with that flower f The 
wonder is that the flower seemed 
equally enamored of me. It glowed 
more beauteously as I approa.ched it. 
It swayed toward me. �-\.s I put down 
my head to breathe of the exotie fra
granc�e. it gE>ntly c-are�ed my lips, and 
the c,aress was softer than the ki�-s of" 
the lowliest woman. 

·• In time I grew to call the flower 
'Dawn-Girl'. No lover of romance was 
more enra.ptured by his dear one than 
I. That garden became for me a sa
<·red place. Great peace stole into m�� 
heart. The miracle of love had been 
performed anew. Like night. and da.y 
it goe� on endlessly. When love dies 
out on .earth. then will the sun grow 
eold. 

· 

• 'I was supremely happy. but my 
happiness was not to last. Into my 
Jife, as into the life of every man, 



104 WEIRD TALES 

there came a shadow. 'The \Viml that 
'l'ramps the World' chanced to blow 
through the garden. He beheld the 
exquisite beauty of 'Dawn-Girl,' and 
he paused. For the first time in years 
he was subdued and silent. He had 
tramped through every country and 
clime of the world, over every moun
tain and everv sea. He had beheld 
the grandeur of Greece and Rome and 
all the other fabulous cities, but never 
had he chanced upon any lovely sight 
comparable to that of 'Dawn-Girl.' 

"From that dav forth he wooed her 
ardently. Each night he came to the 
garden, singing fervid love lyrics. He 
brought her all th� rarest jewels and 
tapestries of dazzling sunlight, which 
lle tossed upon the ground before her. 
He even impregnated the cool night 
dew with all the famed perfumes of 
earth, so that as it fell upon her i t  
would b e  more enticing than even the 
sun-glare. But it availed him not. 
She cared not at all for his gifts, con
tinuing to bend toward me, as of yore. 
This greatly incensed 'The Wind that 
Tramps the World'. He who had 
wrecked cities, had leveled trees and 
stately palaces, now WS$ impotent be
fore this lovely girl-flower. 

"His anger was frightful. He 
roared about the city so ferociously 
that people fled to their homes in 
fear, dreading the force of the trop
ical storm which they imagined was 
about to engulf them. The great Wind 
planned vengeance. One night while 
I slept, he whisked 'Dawn-Girl' from 
her branch and sped off on his old, 
old tramp which never ends. 

''In the morning I awoke with an 
unaccountable fear clutching my 
heart. As usual, I had slept in the 
grove. I jumped to my feet and 
rushed toward the bush where 'Dawn
Girl' dwelt, but it was empty. And 
my heart, my life, was empty also. 
The shadow of doom had descended 
upon me. For three days I wept in 
the garden, and all my flower friends 
closed their glorious blooms in sympa� 

thy. The entire garden wept. It was 
a place of mourning. Some of the 
flowers even died of grief. 

''On the morning of the fourth day 
I went with heavy step to the house of 
an old Hindoo philosopher who had 
lived for a hundred and forty years. 
He was said to be the oldest living 
man in the wor1d, and also the wisest. 
He listened to my story. When I had 
finished, he told me to come to this 
city in the Himalayas, where all the 
great winds congregate. Here comes 
every wind of importance at some 
time or other. To this place, he de
clared, must some day come 'The 
Wind that Tramps the World'. When 
it docs, he suggested that I steal 
'Dawn-Girl' from the Wind, even as 
the 'Vind had stolen 'Dawn-Girl' 
from me. 

''So I sold my garden, although it 
tore my soul to do so, and came up 
here to 'The City of the Big Winds'. 
I had this huge house built. It cost a 
''ast sum of money. All the wood 
and material it contains had to be 
carried laboriously over the winding 
mountain passes that divide this 
country from India. I had two great 
windows built in the room of the 
jade vase. When these windows are 
flung open all the winds come crash
ing through. 

''I have been here for forty years. 
Forty years have I failed, but I have 
not lost courage. There is always to
morrow, and tomorrow, on endlessly. 
Some day 'The Wind that Tramps the 
World' will co.me, and when he does, 
I shall be ready for him. '' 

Thus the old Chinaman ended his 
story, and Steppling did not comment 
upon it. There seemed nothing to 
say. He was surprized at the story, 
but then he had traveled much in the 
world, and much had he heard that 
surprizcd him. It set many unan
swerable queries floating in his mind. 
Was Hi Ling sane?. For that matter, 
was he sane· himself t 
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ALL through the night he sat at the 
door of the house of Hi Ling. He 

could not sleep. IJ is brain was a caul
dron of seething, fantastic thoughts. 
He was on the roof of the world. Much 
could he see that was invisible to the 
millions of people down in the val
leys of Earth. The sky was as bril
liant as a diamonc.l-studded crown. It 
bore down upon him, crushing him 
beneath the weight of its splendor. He 
was breathin<� hard. The air was so 
rarefied that"' even in the night he 
could sec for miles about him. From 
the jagged mountain peaks came the 
constant din anJ hahble of the winds. 
On up they came from the valleys on 
a constant trail that is very old-no
body knows how old. 

During the days that followed John 
Steppling felt as if he were living in 
a dream. The house, the moon-Jan
tern, Hi Ling, all seemed but wraiths 
in a rather pleasant sleep. Hi Ling 
took his continued presence as a mat
tel" of course. Every night before they 
supped, Hi Ling opened the massive 
windows of the room of the jade vase, 
and the winds came tumbling through. 
Night after night the selfsame hap
penings were repeated and yet they 
never seemed to grow monotonous. Hi 
Ling endeavored to teach him the art 
of listening, but his efforts were in 
vain. 

ONE night, as Hi Ling opened the 
windows,· the blast that drove in 

was so intense that it shook the house 
as if it had been on rockers. It bel
lowed and roared like a lion with a 
thorn in its foot. By comparison, the 
other winds which had drifted 
through seemed to possess much cul
ture. The moon-lantern swayed per
ilously. 

Hi Ling seized Stcppling 's arm. His 
face was more cadaverous and drawn 
than ever. His fingers bit into the 
flesh like talons. 

"It is the Wind," he muttered 
hoarsely. 

How can one describe the events 
that followed? Hi Ling seemed to 
have gone stark mad. lie pranced 
about the room with as much agility 
as an ape in a jungle swamp. His 
mouth was drawn baek until his de
eayed yellow teeth showed like fangs. 
All the while he chanted a wild, weird 
refrain which occasionally rose above 
the howling of 'The Wind that 
'fram:ps the World'. 

Involuntarily John Steppling 
shra.nk back into the shadows of the 
farthest corner of the room. He shiv
ered. He was gripped by a crushing 
fear, which he could not shake from 
him. He lmew that events of great 
portent in the life of Hi Ling were 
about to happen. For forty years Hi 
Ling had waited for this moment. 

Fascinated, Steppling watched the 
actions of the old Chinaman. At times 
Hi Ling gyrated like a whirling der
vish. Sometimes he sprang into the 
air as if clutching the moon-lantern. 
Froth foamed horribly in the corners 
of his lips. 

As the actions of Hi Ling grew 
more fanatical, the intensity of the 
wind increased. It struck against the 
ears like something solid. .And all 
the time Steppling listened intently, 
more intently than he had ever lis
tened before. He thought he heard 
the sound of singing, in a voice sweet
low and sadder than the autumn 
breeze through the treetops. He 
strained every effort. His heart even 
slowed down to catch the melody, so 
superb was its beauty. At first he 
imagined that his ears were at fault, 
that the beautiful notes existed only 
in his subconscious mind, but even as 
the thought occurred to him, he ban
ished it. A sound so beautiful could 
not be buried in his subconsciousness, 
for never in his life had he heard 
music of such haunting beauty. At 
that moment he became almost as mad 
as Hi Ling. He knew that he ha.d 
heard the voice of 'Dawn-Girl', and 
he did not wonder that Hi Ling had 
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renounced all else in the world for 
loYe of her. 

For a while longer the singing eon
tinued, then it ceased. It ended on a 
final beautiful note that was almost a 
monn. 

\Yith a start, Steppling came ba<'k 
to realitY. The room "·as now in total 
darkness. 'l'he moon-lantern had been 
rnthlessly torn ft·om its hanging. 
Xow the fury of the wind inereased, 
if increase it eould. Oceasionall�· Hi 
Ling uttered a <·ry of ex<'item('nt. of 
nnger or delight. And the "-i�ld 
ronred ba(•k in a trem('ndons \"Oiee 
whi<'h Stepp1ing construed as a threat. 
How Ion� the fi�ht cont inued 
�teppling could not tell. He <:'ronehed 
in his corner, as ncrvou� as n new
bon\ kitten that is sua tehed from its 
mother. 

D.\.WN came at la:st. _\s it did so 
the \Vind passed out of thE> win

dow. to retun1 no more. _·\.s the first 
shafts of the sun cut oYer the jagged 
mountain peaks and eJ•cpt into the 
room. John Stepplin� gazed cautions
)�· nbout him. Hi Lin� la�· prone on 
the floor before the altar. Steppling 
mshed to his side . I-1� turn<>d the 
limp bod�· over, bnt it was useless. 

The chest had been complete!�· 
crushed. Hi Ling had collap!'>ed� even 
as an old frail house might <·ollapse 
in a cyelone. 

For a moment Steppling gazed 
down upon the face, but it wa.<'> no 
longer old and lined 'nth ag'e. It -was 
the face of a youth. There was a bit 
of •va rm red color in the checks, and 
the mouth was smiling. Steppiing 
gazed slowly toward the jade vast'. 
The withered branch was withered no 
lonooer. Life had come to it again, 
for

e-
on the branch was a tlower of the 

soft warm color of a tea l'Ose, bnt nn· 
like anv flower he had ewr kno\\-,1 
before.

· 
The fragrant, <'Ool petals 

were as ''elvet-soft as the cheek of any 
maiden. 

Again John Steppling: turned to Hi 
Lino- and he was not snrprize<.l tl1a.t 
eYe;;' 

in death he looked rouug-. Fot• 
vouth had l.'ome to him in the retm·n 
of 'Dawn-Girl'. Old age at best is 
mainly a matter of attitude. 

.An hour late>.· John Steppling leit 
the long, ambling old l1onse. But. be· 
fore he went, he again lighted the 
moon-lantern and placed the lovely 
flower on the breast of Hi Ling. Even 
as he left he he�n·d the sound of sing. 
ing, and the notes were jo�·om; and 
wonderfully sweet. 

In \VEIRD TALES For May 

The Music of Erich Zann 
By H. P. LOVECRAFT 

:\lTHOR OF "THE RATS IN THE WALLS., 

A devil-tale of unutterable horror 
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A Thug, a Physician, and a Mistake 

TREASURE 
By ALEXANDER J. SNYDER 

A

S THE Staten Island ferry
boat neared the St. George 
slip, young Doctor Marsden 

left his scat in the smokin� cabin and 
went out on the forward deck. His 
face broke into a smile of recognition 
as he perceived a trim, soldierly-erect 
old gentleman standing next the safe
ty gates as if desirous of leaving the 
boat as soon as she should be berthed. 
Marsden made his way to the side of 
the older man. 

"Hello, there, Doctor Flemin�!" 
greeted Marsden. ''How are things 
with you 1'' 

''Fine, thank you,'' returned the 
older man. ''I've just come from the 
Charity Hospital.'' 

''Do you come across anything 
worth while there T ' ' asked Marsden, 
mterested in the possibilities of find
mg an unusual case amon2 the dretlS 
of humanity that ebbed throud the 
hospital doors. 

Doctor Fleming smiled at the 
younger man's evident enthusiasm. 

''I came across somethin2 200d this 
afternoon,., he said. "Biliary case. 
The man was a sailor. When I got 
hold of him he looked like a China
man. By the time I was through with 
him I took three-" 

The loud and musical clank of the 
windlass reeling in the hawser of the 
ferryboat kept the next few words 
from the ears of a seedy individual, 
who, leaning against a near-by stan
chion, had absorbed the latter part 
of the conversation. As the �tes 
swung aside, he strained forward to 
catch further words. 

"-regular 'pearls'. Beauties! I 
have them with me," said the elderly 
gentleman, touching his breast pocket. 
• • Well, I'm bound for home. I'll say 
good-bye before we're separated in 
this crowd. '' 

The eavesdropper grinned mirth
lessly as he followed the old surgeon. 
Bull Evans at his best had never made 
an attractive figure, and now. down 
at heel, unshaved, unshorn and rag
ged, he was positively repulsive. 

"Gor' bli' me if 'e don't deserve 
it,'' he muttered, shaking his head to 
emphasize the fact to himself. 
'' A-gougin' of charity patients that 
wye! Three pearls, eh t An' orf a 
Chink sailor! A Kanaka, more like. 
Hi 'll keep me heye on 'im, thinks I." 

Following Doctor Fleming to a. Sta
pleton car, he boarded it and settled 
himself in a far corner. He pulled 
his faded slouch hat deeper over his 
eyes, and erected a discarded newsp� 
per as a barricade between himself 
and the eyes of the man he was trail· 
ing. A block beyond the doctor's 
alighting place, he swung off the mov
ing car and again shadowed his man. 

BULL EVANS found his vigil irk
some, out there in the dark, 

crouched beneath the window of the 
doctor's study. The lamp on the desk 
illumined a stethoscope, several books, 
an inkwell, and the desk-blotter on 
whic.h they lay. Beyond the compass 
of the desk top, the rest of the room 
was in comparative darkness. Th� 
motionless figure of the doctor leaned 
attentively, eyes shaded from the 
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glare of the lamp, over a heavy tome 
lying open on the desk before him. 

At last Bull Evans stiffened into 
an attitu<le of expectation. The man 
at the <lesk was pushing aside the 
text book an<l reaching into his inner 
breast pocket. He brought forth an 
em·elope, opened it., and carefully in
vcr·ted it over the desk blotter. Three 
lustrous white objects, the size of 
peas, rolled out and shimmered softly 
in the light as the doctor poked them 
about with an inquisitive finger. He 
seemed pleased about something as he 
took a sheet of paper from a desk pad 
and jotted a few words down. Then 
he folded the slip, placed it with the 
three nacreous objects in the enYel
ope, and gave himself up- to a mental 
review of his tactics of the afternoon. 

Bull Evans licked his puffed Jips 
nervously. He had to have those 
pearls, he wanted them badly enough 
to do murder for them: hut the modus 
operandi for procuring them came 
only after considerable knitting of 
shaggy brows. He turned from the 
window, shrugged his shoulders with 
a glance upward to where a dim light 
shone under the eaves, and with grim 
purpose strode to the front door. He 
rang the bell and stepped to one side, 
awaiting with upraised hand the com
ing of the doctor. 

With measured tread the old sur
geon traversed the short hall between 
study and front door, opened it, and 
seeing no one waiting outside, stepped 
across the threshold to the porch to 
investigate. 

Like a snake striking, Bull Evans' 
blackjack descended. Pausing an in
stant to ease his victim's fall, and 
dragging him inside the hall, Bull 

Evans darted into the study, snatched 
the envelope from the desk and made 
a panic-stricken departure. 

He crashed against a pic-ket fence, 
recoiled, stumbled through knee-high 
growths of rank weed ac1·oss several 
vacant lots, and furtively looked up 
and down the dimly lit and deserted 
cross streets. Panting with his exer� 
tions and pent-up emotions, he hailed 
a car, rode back to the ferry and 
crossed to the Battery. He hurried 
along Sonth Street and paused before 
a dingy, shuttered, sailors' boar<ling 
house. Not until he had locked the 
door of his room, hung a filthy ban
danna over the keyhole, and dra'm 
the tattered shade to its fullest extent 
did he dare to examine his loot. 

With avidity his grimy fingers 
clutched the envelope and drew forth 
the objeets of his desire. He stared 
at what he saw. Could these dead
white, chalky little pebbles be the 
pearls he had seen the doctor examine f 
Puzzled, he reviewed his actions of 
the evening and assured himself that 
he had taken the right envelope-at 
]east there had been no other in sight. 
To make assurance doubly sure, he 
looked for and found the slip of pa
per he had seen the doctor place in 
the envelope. Uncomprehending, on 
the first reading of what he saw, he 
scanned the writing again and then 
cursed wildly and blasphemously, for 
the doctor had written: 

''Memo and specimens for lecture 
on calcareous bodies. Three gall. 
stones removed from duct of Case 462, 
Charity Hospital. Note: The pearly 
appearance of . these calculi, strongly 
apparent at time of operation, seems 
to be disappearing rapidly.,, 



The Shadow of the Guillotine Hung 
Over an American Courtroom 

BACK from DUST 
By FRANK K. SHAW 

THE elo<.'.k was striking 3 as the 
patrol-wagon turned the corner 
ami stopped bE'fore the door of 

the police station. The night. sergeant, 
from his stool behind the desk, 
glanced ont of the windo,v. 

"They 'Ye got 'em," he grunted. 
"Got. who!" idl�· inquired patrol

man Russell, as he buckled his belt 
preparator�· to "going on". 

"Oh, those merry college bloods 
who've been trying to break the bank 
lat.el�· in Pete 's plant over on the ave
nue.'' 

"Pretty raw to pull the lads, I calls 
it/' ruminated the policeman; "why 
don 't you put Pete away and have 
done with it ! " 

"X ever mind what you calls it," 
snapped the. sergeant. ''The chief 
said 'pull 'em •. What's more, it's 
none of �'our business. 

As he finished speaking, the young 
men were jostled through the outer 
door and 1ined up on one side of the 
room to await their turn at the book
ing desk. All were in evening dress, 
somewhat. soiled and disarranged as a 
result of the strenuous experience of 
the last hour. A few were grinning, 
others srowling or S\vearing softly. 
One by one they crossed the room and 
faced the sergeant. the latter still 
chafing 1'lnder the i"mplied rebuke of 
his subordinate. After a few crisp 
questions and sullen answers, duly re
corded on the police blotter, each 
dropped back to his place in the line. 

" That all of 'em 7 '· finally growl <'d 
the offi<'ial, as he bent over his writ
ing. 

'' One more . . 
, 

At the words. uttered in a c·leal', 
indifferent tone. the sergeant glan<>t>d 
np qui<'kl�· ar t he speaker. who W<l� 
l eisure]�· approad1ing him . He wn;; 
reminded. he l'oulc.l not tell wh�·. of a 
paintin� h(' had seen at the a11. �al
lcr)\ entitlNl. ·'At. the Conrt R<'C'E'P· 
tion." Ht> had never aec1nired the 
vice of self-analysis, but for some 1'<'<1· 
son he felt. annoyed. 

'' Aud I snp
'
pose yonr name is 

Smith, or Jones, or Brown f' · he 
sneered. 

\Vit h serene :;p'aN•. t h..- pt+::onel' 
drew from an inner pocket of his <·oat 
a �old-mounted <.'ard-<'ase. 

1' Louis!" eried some one in the line 
behind him. '·Don't make an ass c)f 
yourself!'' 

The wan1ing wal; unheeded. Smil
ingly he withdrew ft·om the <·ast> a 
card and tossed it upon the desk in 
front of the sergeant. 

":i\fy Yisitin� c-ard." he remarkecl 
bland(", '' and· !iee that yon spell m�· 
name <'Orreetly : C-1-a-i-r. Frenc>h, 
you observe. '' 

Again <>a.me the insistent Yoire 
across the room: "But think, man
the newspapers!" 

u That is my name and I haYe neYN' 
been asha.med of it." was the <'001 re
ply. '' Don 't get nervous, my frit>nd : 
it is beyond the power of dirty poli<'e 
spies to smirch it. or of the prE'ss 
either." 
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" He 's gone stark crazy, officer ; 
don't mind him ! ' 1  

But apparently the sergeant did 
mind. His square jaws snapped to
gether viciously. 

" Here, Bill , "  he shouted � ' ' con
duct this ' gentleman of France' to 
the bridal chamber. ' Dirty police 
spies, ' arc we 1 'Ve '11 see u bout that 
in the morning, my )·oung blue
blood. ' '  

The " bridal chambE'r "  proved to 
be the foulest cell in the noisiest cor
ridor of the building; but the prisoner 
entered it with easy dignity and 
seated himself on the bunk in the cor
ner. When he was alone, he leaned 
back against the wall and closed his 
eyes. 

' ' What imp of the devil has taken 
possession of me tonight t ' '  he mut
tered to himself. ' ' Behind the bars ! 
The first of my name, I 'Jl warrant. 
-No ! "  (Just then he recalled the 
portrait hanging in his father's li
brary.) " Ah, yes ; he, too, had been a 
Louis Clair with a prison record ! ' Le 
Clair', they used to write it in those 
days. ' '  

The tale had been a n  inspiration t o  
him since his knickerboclter days, the 
story of that gay young ancestor, the 
chevalier of the Reign of Terror. As 
they dragged him before the ' 4  citi
zen " judge, to be condemned to death, 
he had coolly· taken a pinch of snuff 
and passed the jeweled snuff-box to 
his companion in the dock, with the 
remark : " It will kill the odor of the 
canaille." When the enraged peas
ant on the bench shouted the stereo
typed sentence : ' 4  A way with him to 
the guillotine ! ' '  Le Clair had laughed 
mockingly in his face. 

Yes, that part of the tale had 
pleased him even better than the 
sequel : the dreary, sodden Paris 
streets of the early morning ; the 
rough cart filled with the condemned 
on their way to die ; the quick recog
nition, the significant look that shot 
between the faithful old servant in 

the front rank of the jeering mob, 
and the master standing with pin
ioned wrists in the prison van ; the 
sudden wrench of those arms of steel 
and the snapping of the cord ; tho 
quick leap into the crowd, the swift 
flight down the crooked alley ; the 
escape to England and at last 1 he new 
home in America. .Ah, that was life; 
that was worth the tedium of living ! 
But this-imprisoned for gambling ! 
Yet, after all, it was a gentleman 's 
crime, i f  crime it was. Small com
fort, to be sure, but better than noth· 
ing. If he must hear the clang of 
bolts, why could it not be in a game 
worth the while, where his head might 
be the forfeit! Never mind ; he would 
pJay the petty game well, and by and 
by, perhaps-perhaps . . • •  

A FEW hours later that morning, 
in the big building across the 

way, Judge Henry Durette sat at his 
desk in chambers adjoining the court
room. It was the day for his 'veekly 
Jetter to his father up among the New 
Hampshire hilJs, and, always method· 
ical in his habits, he dutifully began 
to write ; but the thoughts would not 
come. A blast of hot air entered the 
open 'vindow and scattered his papers 
about the desk. 

' ' Whew ! ' '  he exclaimed ; ' ' another 
scorcher, and vacation at the old home 
a full month away. ' '  

H e  visioned the dear old New Eng
land farm and the modest lord of the 
manor, Dad. What would the old 
chap be about today, he wondered, 
while his son was wrestling with the 
crimes and miseries of a great city f 
In the bay-field, of course : and he 
smiled at the mental picture of the 
short, pJump figure in blue overalls, 
shirt open at the sinewy throat, p itch
fork in hand, and shrewd, gray eyes 
twinklinf!t beneath the broad-brimmed 
straw hat. 

How bright and keen he was, too f 
But what an odd letter for the old 
felJow to write, that letter of con-
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gratulation a year ago ! He must look 
it up again. Stepping to the file he 
drew it out and read : " Well done, 
my boy ; a judge at twenty-nine ! We 
have been simple Yankee farmers for 
generations, but I knew it was in you. 
And yQu are not the first judge in 
the family, either. The first was a 
fine old fellow, that Judge Durette of 
the. days of the French Revolution. 
No learning to speak of, but a man. 
At his word, they say, the heads of 
the nobility dropped from the guillo
tine into the basket like apples rolling 
into a barrel. And he was right, 
eternally right. The licentious, cruc1, 
roistering aristocrats ! ' '  

t t Bless the old fire-eater ; he won't 
even kill a fowl for the table, and yet 
what a bloodthirsty letter ! I never 
understood it. " 

He smiled as he replaced it in the 
file. 

AN HOUR later Judge Durette 
Cittered the courtroom and took 

his place on the bench. His impas
sive features gave no sign of the 
weariness, the disgust, that oppressed 
his very soul. The same eager crowJ 
apparently were in the spectators' 
scats that had graced-or disgraced
the courtroom for countless weel�s and 
months. The same type of hopele:;s 
wretch was in the dock. But wait ; 
the occupants of the prisoners' 
benches were not all of that type to
day. nAh/' he mused, "has some 
mischievous sprite been tightening the 
bandage about the eyes of Dame Jus
tice f "  

' t  Louis Clair, stand up ! ' '  called 
the court clerk from 1tis station in 
front of the judge's bench. 

" Louis Le Clair, did you say f "  ab
sently inquired the judge in a low 
tone. 

" No, your honor; just ' Clair '  with
out the t Le ', "  was the reply. 

' t  0, yes ; I was not paying propel" 
attention. ' '  As he spoke, he turned 

toward the young man standing at his 
ease in the dock and looking straight 
at him. What an impudent, mocking 
smile ! Where had he seen that iden
tical picture before? The hot blood 
rushed through his brain. Suddenly 
the familiar walls of the courtroom 
vanished and he was sitting in a gor
geous palace of justice of the period 
of J..Jouis XVI. The soiled evening 
suit of the respondent in the dock had 
become a scarlet coat, flowered waist
coat, and satin knee·breeches. He 
even noticed the gold snuff-box held 
in a white and shapely hand. A sud
den fury seized him-

" Away with him to the guillo
tine ! ' '  

With a start h e  came to himself. 
Had he really spoken or was it a 
trick of his imagination t He glanced 
hastily about him. No, the expres
sion in the scores of eyes looking up 
at him had not changed. He had 
said nothing, and the habitual judicial 
mask had screened his strange emo
tion. Thank God ! But what had 
caused that vivid dream, if dream it 
was-his father's letter, the heat of 
the room, a touch of " nerves" f  But 
the fierce anger without a cause ! Wa.-; 
he becoming calloused so soon ; was he 
losing all sympathy with wretched, 
suffering humanity f No, never would 
he permit that ; better by far that a 
guilty man now and then should go 
unwhipped of justice. But his pres
ent duties I \Vhat was going on about 
him f \Vith intense relief, he saw that 
the well-oiled machinery of the court 
was running without a jar. A police 
officer was just concluding a vivid 
description of the raid of the night 
before, not without certain profes
sional embellishments. 

' t Al l  these lads was gambling, your 
honor; I see 'em myself. And this 
one was the worst of the lot, ' '  he con
cluded. 

For a moment the judge rested his 
head upon his hand. Could he look 
into those mocking eyes again ! He 
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uared not. ' ' The prisoner is dis
charged, " he said shortly. 

The chin of the police witness 
d ropped ludicrously and he grasped 
the rail of the witness stand as if his 
little world of law and order were 
toppling into black etemit:r. 

' ' Youth, first offense : a clear case 
for leniency, ' '  added the judge 
gruffly. " Let the next prisoner be 
arraigned, l\fr. Clerk. ' '  

WITHOUT unnecessary delay, the 
late beneficiar�- of judicial favor 

was receiving the noisy congratula
tions of his fellows in a neighboring 
cafe. Sparkling� if hannless, fluids 
gurgled joyously from the necks of 
�undry bottles. Then came a chorus 
of questions : 

' ' How did you manage to pull it 
off. IJonis, old fox?" 

' ' Has dad a. pull in the Fifth 
,,·ard ? "  

" Was i t  hypnotism ! "  
With glass i n  hand. Clair stood 

leaning against a table. The last ques
tion arrested his attention and seemed 
to puzzle him strangely. 

" Hypnotism f" he repeated slowly. 
' •  Xo� not that, I think. ' �  

H e  raised his hand to check the 
laughter. 

' ' I t  was strange, ' '  he continued 
gently, raising his glass high and 
peering into its contents as if to recall 
the picture ; " it was strange. I can't 
express it or explain it, but, as I 
stood facin� that man on the bench, 
it was another self, not I, that stood 
there. It was another judge, not he, 
that faced me. His expression did 
not change, I swear, �·et he seemed 
to glower down at me with the hate 
and malice of a thousand years-and 
we were total strangers ! Then I knew 
t7wt lte ·was about to sentence me to 
death. Absurd 7 Of course : I know 
it now, and I knew it then, but I be
lieved it. ' '  

" Odd freak of �·ours, that, ' '  said 
someone in the room. ' ' He isn 't a 
bad sort at all, Judge Durette." 

' '  J udgc Dur�tte ! ' '  As h e  gasped 
the words, Louis Clai r 's face became 
as bloodless as the marble slab upon 
which he leaned. The glass slipped 
from his shaking fingers and crashed 
on the Boor. 

" \Vhat is it ? "  cried a startled 
voice. ' ' You know him, you recall 
the name ? '' 

' '  I never heard of him ! ' '  
" But whv- t "  
" God help me, I do not know,', he 

whispered. 

I N  W E I R D  TA L E S  N E X T  M O N T H  
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A Remarkable Tale of Insantty 
. 

II ON SALE AT ALL NEWS STANDS APRIL FIRST 



Daylight Shadows 

.Author of "Lui.Jma•s Retum." •'ThU3 Spake the Prophetess:• etc. 

I 
HAD been told by a more experi
enced officer than myself that 
only a fool would attempt the 

passage of Nciba Desert after 10 
o'clock in the morning. No white 
man, afoot, could bear up under the 
terrible heat, and there are few Do
minican mules that can carry with 
ease a bulk as great as mine. Neiba 
Desert, in the heart of the tropics, is a. 
hundred feet below the level of the 
sea. 

But what youngster ever listened 
to the advice of his elders 1 I never 
had, and because I did not in this in
stance, I qualified for the first rank 
among fools. 

We, a. tenderfoot pharmacist's mate 
and myself, left Barahona at 5 o 'clock 
in the morning, intent on reaching 
I�as Salinas in time to make the cross
ing in the cool of the morning. We 
rode a pair of Dominican mules that 
were too small for us. But, even so, 
we should have made it, had we not 
tarried overlong in Cabral to listen to 
the raucous cries of the natives in the 
marltetplace-nntil it was 8 o 'clock 
by the sun. 

We pulled out finally, after break
fasting on Dominican coffee, which is 
nectar fit for the gods after one has 
acquired the taste for it. We reached 

the branching of the road at about 9, 
and it was 10 o 'clock exactly when 
we gave the mules their last chance 
at water just Neibaward from Las 
Salinas. We filled our canteens there, 
after which we gave our mounts a 
breathing space ere we struclt out 
through the thorn-tree studded waste 
of sand. 

I shall never forget that momentous 
first glance toward Neiba. Just be
hind us to the south were the broad 
reaches of the Bahoruco mountains, 
while away ahead we could see the 
blue outline of the distant Cordilleras. 
We could not see the town of Neiba. 
because of the fringe of palm-trees 
which hide her from view, even as 
they disclose her whereabouts. Even 
at that distance, which must have 
been very great, we could see that 
the palm-trees bowed and beckoned 
to us, as if they urged us ahead with 
promises of hospitality upon arrival. 

We started blithely on our way. My 
companion was a pharmacist's mate 
in Uncle Sam's navy, and we talked 
of some of his queer experiences in 
hospital wards during the war, I re
member. This was during the first 
hour, only, of the crossing. There 
was a dim trail through the sand, and 
the dust came up in clouds, filling our 
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e�·es and nostrils with nne layers of 
t he stuff. The heat was almost un
bearable. It must have been 104 de
gl·(>es Fahrenheit even then. And we 
11a<l jost started. 1'he palm-trees 
looh:ed no nearer. The Cordilleras 
were just as blue as at first. Our talk
ing- died away to oppressive silence. 
\\?e drank often from our canteens, 
and we did not try to spare the water. 
Those palm-trees looked much closer 
than they really were, although we 
had been wamed that their beckoning 
was treacherous-like that of Die 
JJo1·e.lei. Our water wns gone before 
we had half completed the passage. 

Two hours more. 
Half an hour after the water gave 

ont we were slumped low in our sad
dles, our shirts pulled up about our 
necks to 1wep the heat from frying 
our brains, and our mules were creep
ing along with their heads hanging 
almost into the trail. They were very 
tired, and the dust had built gray 
coats on their sweat-drenched hides. 

My companion, who had been but a 
few weeks out of the states, rode 
along without a glance to right or left. 
He was feeling the heat more than I 
was. It was tough on him. Anothe1• 
hour passed, with the palm-trees 
seemingly no nearer. I saw that his 
gaze was fixed steadfastly upon them. 
Once when their fronded heads bowed 
and beckoned- to us, he raised his hand 
and waYed, as if he answered their 
silent greeting. He listened. Then he 
laughed-a laugh that ''Vas as dry as 
footfa11s in the leaves of autumn. I 
knew without. looking that his lips had 
begun to crack and that his tongue 
was swelling in his mouth. 

1 BEGAN to see queer things. A liz-
ard scrambled from beneath a 

thorn-tree and stopped in the trail 
ahead, his yellow throat moving in the 
heat like a bellows. Before my eyes� 
as we approached, he swelled in size 
until he was not a lizard. but an 
iguana-not an iguana, but a dino-

saur-a monster. He did not move 
as my mule approached, but ducked 
l1is serpentine head as if, like the os
trich, he would hide it in the sand. 
He kept on swelling until, just as the 
mule's hoof must strike him, he cov
ered the entire road, and his body 
stretched away ill the desert on either 
side. But the mule never noticed. Nor 
did my companion. The mule's foot 
struck without a jar. In a flash the 
monster vanished. I looked back after 
we had passed. There was only a 
greenish smear in the footprint, which 
was rapidly filling with dust. I 
laughed, loud and long, but my com
panion did not turn around. 

''7hen I had looked back I had low
ered my head so that my gaze was 
upon the ground beneath. I noticed 
a strange thing. Neither myself, my 
companion, nor the mules, cast a sign 
of a shadow upon the sand beneath 
us I I pinched myself and it hurt. I 
struck spurs to the mule and he 
grunted dismally. Real enough. But 
why were there no shadows ? I bent 
over to look beneath the animal I 
rode. Still no shadow ! The phar
macist's mate looked at me then. We 
laughed in each other's faces and 
neither h"llew why the other laughed. 

My mule stopped. His sides were 
moving rapidly out and in-out and 
in, as if he could not stop them. His 
breath came groaning from droolin� 
lips ; slobbers made cakes of sand and 
dried at once, leaving little hills like 
the workings of certain kinds of yel
low-jackets. I knew at once that the 
mule could proceed no farther. I 
alighted and attempted to pull the 
creature along. Not to be done. 

My lips were cracked and bleeding. 
My tongue protruded from between 
sand-gritted teeth. I addressed the 
pharmacist's mate in a weird kind of 
croak : 

" Go  on to Neiba. and tell the 
guardia to come back out for me. 
Your mule can make it.  You neve1• 
could do it afoot if I took your mule. 
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I don 't. know that I <'an tlo it. m�·self, 
but. my chances are bt>tter than yom·s. 
Beat. it ! "  

"Just. so. sir. Certainly ! It was 
to me that the;\• }>(>ckoned, anyway. 
Thev hnve no welcome for von in )\eiim . . The greeting was for nie. " 

Whnt was the fool talking about J 
.And why did he langh JikE.' a croaking 
ravt>n as he set spurs to his mule and 
movt>d on up the trail ! I stood �nd 
watched him until he mingled with 
the heat waves, van ishing into the 
shimmering stnff like a creature from 
the pit.. 

ONCE more I tried to pull the mule 
along. It was no use. but my 

knees were knocking to get her and I 
was as weak as a <'at before I gave it 
np and tied my mule in the dubious 
shadE"c of n t.horn-tree, wher<' it was 
hotter ewn than out in the sunlight. 

I staJ'tt'd on <l foot. I <'arne to my
�elf at the end of a hnndred yards or 
so, to st>e that I was headin� back to
ward Las Salinas. That would never 
do ! T"·o ·hundred yards of needless 
walking when I need.ed every ounce of 
my strength ! 

· 

The mate would never rea<'h �eiba, 
I felt sure. He was already crazy 
from the heat. H e 'd be bound to try 
a short eut and JeaYe his bones to 
bleach in the sun. I had to ma){e it 
on in. I need not look for the arrival 
of gttaJ'dia soldiers. The pharmacist 's 
mate would never get in to te11 them. 
He was too erazy. 

I had to laugh when I thought 
about it. Then I looked <lown and 
turned elear around once. looking for 
my shadow. ::\ot. a shade of a. shadow ! 
Prett.�· good, that, I thought. Shade 
of a shadow ! Ha ! ha ! C'a refullv. 
solemnly. I raised one foot at a tim'e; 
lookin� under each one. �o shadow. 

I started on again. sayin� "Eeny, 
meeny, miny, mo" to be sure I got 
started in the right. direction this 
t i me. Queet· how i had gotten turnt'd 
around while turning around looking 

for the shade of mv shadow � Ha : Jw � 
ha.! 

· 

I stumbled along, C'nrsing to myself 
because my senffiing feet stirred u p  
tlust whi<'h flt>w into mv no�-trils. I 
didn �t hear myself curs�. )ly tongue 
was so big now that uo sound <'ould 
get out.. But I should be all right in 
a brae�? of minntes. Tht>re was a 
sparkl ing stream <'rossing the t rail 
1·ight np there ahead of me. Queer, 
too, that -the officer who had given 
me that crazy advice had told me that 
there were no streams between J .. as 
Salinas and );eiba. Rnt. I <'Onld see 
it, (·ouldn 't I ?  Snre ! I st.umbled 
alon� until I rea<'hed its vt>ry edgE', 
flung myself down and pressed my 
lips to its coolin� surface. They l'ame 
away coated with burning sand, some 
of which worked past my lips, past 
m�· swollen tonbYl.le, and into my 
mouth. I tried to expel the grains, 
hut. there wasn ,t enonu-h moisture in 
my mouth. I had to stumble on with 
the gritty grains S<'ratching me terri
bly. Somebody had placed the stream 
there a.� a ldnd of funny joke ; but 
whoever had done it had hauled it 
away just when I would have slaked 
my thirst t Very poor ,ioke. 

I looked back at the mule. He 
brayed at me with the note of a <>roak
ing raven. I turned and looked at the 
palm-trees that beckoned me on to 
�eiba. I could almost hear the whis
pering of the fronds. But the Corcli1-
leras were as blue a� e-ver. Where 
was that dratt('d pharmacist's mate ! 
Damn him ! 

I looked once mort> for mv shado"·· 
No shadow. Then I knew t

'
hat I wa� 

nearing the r.nd. The thought brought 
me back to a semblanc-e of reason fo1· 
a few minutes. I was suffering the 
t01,nents of the utterly damned. How 
many a. poor fool had left his bones to 
bleach in this desert in days gone by ! 
There must. have been many of them, 
�urely. Bnt. not if they remained on 
the road. Someone would surely come 
along a.nd find them. Only the poor 
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fool who wandered off the trail left. 
his bones to bleach. I had better 
sense. I would stick to the trail. 

But whe1·e was the trail ? I saw 
trails now which led to eYery point of 
the compass. lo'ollow the beckoning 
of the palm-trees ? There were palm
trees all around me. But some of 
1hem were thorn-trees ! I couldn 't 
for the life of me tell the differenc�. 
Eeny, meeny, miny, mo ! Straight 
ahead. I looked for my shadow again 
and could not find it. 

But aJl at once there were shadows 
all around me ! But where were the 
bodies that caused the shadows 1 The 
substance whieh was the father of the 
shadows f I saw not a single upright 
creature. Only those shadows, flat on 
the ground, that danced and eddied 
around me. The shadows of human 
beings ! But where were the human 
beings 1 I looked more closely at the 
shadows. Arms, legs, heads, bodies
all were there. But the substance 
which caused them ? None to be seen. 
No solid bodies. The shadows were 
whole and perfectly formed. But 
stay ! 'fhey weren 't entirely whole. 
In each and every shadow there were 
three bright spots, marking two eyes 
and a gash of a mouth to each shadow, 
where the sun shone through the sub
stance I could not see ! 

1 STOPPED dead in my tracks as an 
idea came to me. The shadows, 

which were increasing at an alarming 
rate, paused, radiating out from me 
like the spokes of a wheelt and 
thumbed shado'v noses at me with 
shadow thumbs. My idea was this : 
I, who was human and alive, cast no 
shadow. Therefore these shadows 
must be the shadows of those who had 
ceased to exist. It was perfectly rea
sonable, like a proposition in geom
etry. The living cast no shadow, 
therefore that which cast a shadow 
must be dead and gone ! It followed, 
as a corollary, that I should cast a 
shadow only after I had died ! 

Queer about this desert. Lizards 
that were iguanas ; iguanas that were 
dinosaurs : · streams that did not exist : 
shadows of the dP.sert dead ! Why 
did the shadows gather about me? 
Were they inviting me to join the 
ranks of those who were able to cast 
shadows '? Were the dead who had 
died in Neiba asking me to join them 7 
Or were they taun ting me because 
they lmew I must join them whether I 
willed it or no T 

' ' But you haven 't got me yet ! ' '  I 
croaked to the shadows. " I  am 
still of those who cast no shadows! 
See ? Look about me and see if there 
be even the sign of a shadow ! ' '  

And I looked down to satisfy my
self that I spoke truth. 

1\ly God ! I did n 't cast a shadow, 
no ; but right where my shadow would 
have been ltad tl1ere been a shadow 
was a thin pencil mark of darkness, 
as if someone had drawn a black line 
about. my shadow 's outline and then 
jerked the shadow away ! Like that 
practical jol{er who had jerked the 
stream away when I would have 
slalced my thirst. 

I paused for a moment, studying 
that , .. ·eird outline, while the real 
shadowe kept thumbing their noses at 
me. There was a heavier shadow 
among those real shadows-the shad-
0\\" of a fat man who had died. Fat 
men arc said to be jolly. I looked at 
the fat man as I recalled this. The 
spot where the right eye would have 
been, had it been a person instead of 
a shadow, closed slowly and strangely, 
in a terrible . and horrifying wink !  
The bright eye opened again and the 
bright gash of a mouth widened into 
a terrible, ghastly, silent grin ! 

I screamed and ran, closing my eyes 
to shut out the shadows. I fell to my 
knees and slumped forward on my 
stomach, crawling slowly ahead 
through the scorching sand. It burned 
my ltands and body. Hellfire rushed 
into my nostrils from the desert floor. 
I dragged myself to my feet, then fell 
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and lay still for a long time. I opened 
Iny eyes to sec that the shauows were 
dancing in hellish glee upon my chest ! 
All thumbed their noses except the fat 
man. He winked, and grinnc<l with 
that bright gash of a mouth. 

I arose and looked at my own shad
ow. I could call it that now, for there 
was only the bright outline of a minia
ture of myself, within that other out
line of black. I was almost a shadow. 
I closed my eyes again and stumbled 
ahead. 

SUDDENLY I met three Dominican 
women riding toward me on three 

burros piled high witb gourds. Filled 
with water, I knew, for the gourds 
were dripping precious moisture upon 
the gray coats of the burros. I raised 
a hand beseechingly and pointed to 
my swollen tongue. The women 
crossed themselves and shied away 
from me. I tried to run toward them 
and the burros bolted. One of the 
women called back to me : 

4 '  Go back to Barahona, or on to 
Neiba, if you wish water ! There is 
more than you can drink, ever, in 
either place ! ' '  

Surely, that was truth ! Stupid of 
me ! I would go on to Neiba. That's 
where I had started for, wasn 't it T 

I walked on, stumbling, falling, 
crawling forward on my stomach like 
a snal�e--rising and going forward 
with feet that were heavy as lead. 
Molten lead. 

Where were the palm-trees T I could 
not see them. And this trail was not 
a trail at all. It was the snaky trace 
of a lizard ! No, of an iguana ! O r  a 
dinosaur. I don 't know. I '11 follow 
it anyway. My shadow tells me that 
there isn't much time. The miniature 
within the outline isn't a miniature 
any more--just a weirdly shaped 
spray of blinding light, growing 
smaller. And there are other shad
ows all about me-countless numbers 
of them. 

What. is that up ahead there ? An
other stream 1 But I shan 't be disap
pointed if it isn 't ;  I 'll have a look 
anyway. I 'm going b that direction. 
I stumble into the stream. It is real ! 
I feel its coolness creep up over my 
shoetops, creep into my shoes and 
harden the molten lead which com
pose my feet. I fall face downward 
in the stream and drink-drink
drink ! The water is green because 
the cattle use it oYcrmuch, but it is 
nectar for all that-nectar superior 
to the best Dominican coffee. 

I crawl out on the bank and look at 
my shadow. There is only a spot of 
light in its center now. To be cheated, 
after I have reached water at last ! 

But whence come these other shad
ows T They are shado,vs of black sol
diers, and they are upright instead of 
fiat on the ground. I am not to be 
fooled. I 'm all tun1ed around, I 
know that, but I am not crazy yet. 
They look at me queerly, hesitantly, 
as they approach. One man, a ser
geant, is in the lead, and he is run
ning toward me with swift strides. He 
stops just before me and his shadow 
blots out the spray ot light which is 
all that stands between me and the 
desert dead. 

' ' Curse you ! Curse you ! ' '  I cry, 
slashing out with my fist ; ' 4  would you 
relegate me to the shadows after I 
have slaked my thirst and am able to 
go on! I don't want to be a shadow, 
I tell you ! " 

My fist takes him in the mouth, and 
I see the red blood start as total dark
ness closes around me, filling the 
world i tself with shadow. 

1 CAME to myself in the g ttardia bar
racks at Neiba. The sergeant sat 

opposite me, wiping his lips with a 
soiled handkerchief. 

4 '  Where am I T ' '  I asked feebly. 
"Did the pharmacist 's mate get in 
all right f How did I get here f ' '  

He smiled at me and answered in 
Spanish. 
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' ' You are in Neiba. Yes, he got. in 
all right. We brought you in. after 
tracking you half,va:r to Lake Enri
quillo, toward which, leaving the trail ,  
you were wandering. You were un
conscious, flat on the desert floor, and 
licking up sand with your swollen 
tongue, which, sticking through be
tween your teeth , was so big that it 
wouldn 't carry the sand into your 
mouth ! It kept rolling off your 

tongue and :ron mumbled to yourself 
as if cursing. I caught the words 
'cattle' and ' shadows '. Then you hit 
me in the mouth. 1'hat 's all ! "  

It was enough. 

Note.-"Th� Sorrowful Sisterhood." No • .J 
in this set-ies of "Strange Taws Ft'Om Santo 
Domingo,'' narrcJtes one of the weW-d eqeri
enc�-8 of tlte Dominica-n ba-ndit • •  /ost E&pi· 
nos11. It will appea·t· itt m.>rt tNJnth'e 
WEIRD TA.LES. 

THE DARK POOL 
Bl' FRANCIS HARD 

It lies beneath a sunless sky, 
Deep in the entrails of a bog : 

Gnarled willows hide it, lifting high 
Their tortured arms : and never frog, 

Nor newt, nor toad, nor dragonfly 
Dare come within its deadly fog. 

For eYil spirits there are bound 
Within its .s1ime : an impious rune 

The�· chant, nor is there other sound 
But wicked whispers, out of tune, 

As un-dead tlli·ugs that there lie drowned 
Obscenely mutter to the moon. 

· The nightshade petals in its dank 

And fetid \·apors darkly bloom ; 
Black orchids on its silent bank 

Insinuate a sick perfume ; 
And from its depths ooze up the rank 

.And gassy stenches of the tomb. 

For potencies of witchcraft fell 
-"-rt> buried in its slim�· bed� 

And death!�· blasphemies that well 

And bubble up with grisly dread. 
From th ings t.hat in its waters dwell-

From things that. died, but are not dead. 
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O
UTSIDE, the winter wind 

howls its way across the 
prison walls and beats 

against my casement. The cell is 
cold and damp. The smoking 
lamp intensifies the shadows that 
lurk above me, beneath me, about me. 
The march of the death watch past 
my door is the only sound within this 
dark, dank hole. I am alone, alone ; 
but it is not loneliness I fear. It is 
Lucretia-the Lucretia I loved, be
trayed and murdered. God ! I feel 
the grip of her power reaching from 
the world beyond, wreaking its terri
ble vengeance. Her eyes, those lim
pid, mild blue eyes of hers ! How 
they search my very soul tonight ! 
How they have always searched me, 
accused me, cursed me ! Lucretia ! 
I must write to break the spell. I 
must write or I shall go mad, mad ; 
and it is madness I fear, not the 
death that awaits me. Lucretia, 
Lucretia, spare me! I have told it 
all. I will tell it again. Will that 
not be atonement sufficient '1 God in 
heaven, who gave me the sinister 
power that wrought my destruction 
and Lucretia 's, hold off for tonight 
the spirit that possesses me ! Let me 
forget ! For a moment let me forget f 

\Vhile I wrhe, I am calmer. Lu
cretia does not reach me. How many 
times by the ghastly light of this 
lamp I have written the story, to de
stroy it the next morning ! At day
break tomorrow death will bring sur
cease ; so tonight I write for the last 
time, and the record wil1 remain to 
purge my soul of its guilt. I write 
to speed by the hours that must pas.� 
before I am led to the death chamber 
and set free from this anguish. What 
lies beyond I do not know, but it will 
not be thls. Merciful God, it can
not be this ! 

What a simple, happy thing was 
that youth of mine spent in the little 
town that progress passed by ! In 
the center of my life, as far back as 
I can remember, was Lucretia. A 
boxwood hedge separated our an
cestral homes, but nothing came be
tween our love. Here in the mid
night quiet of this cell, it does not 
seem possible that the man who com
mitted the crime for which I am to 
die at daybreak could once have been 
the boy who Joved Lucretia with all 
the purity of his boy heart. And yet 
in that boy lay the roots of the power 
that has brought me to this wretched 
end. All my life I had loved and 

1 19 
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feared those eyes of Lucretia, but lit
tle did I dream back in boyhood days 
that. they could drive me to the dir
t>St crime man can commit and then 
return after death to condemn me. 

IT WAS the coming of Franz Larue, 
the hypnotist, that marl{ed the 

turning point in my life. How well I 
recall now the incident ! Lucretia 
and I went together to the hypno
tist's entertainment and sat in the 
third row. that we might discover 
what trickery the man employed. 

The program followed the lines of 
the hypnotist's usual performance, 
but to our town it was absorbing and 
mysterious. }!'rom the beginning I 
felt within me gropings toward a 
power of which I had never before 
been conscious, though I had always 
known I was different from other 
boys singled out by the gods, as it  
wer� for a higher destiny. During 
the �vening I became convinced that 
I could hypnotize, and earnestly I 
watched every movement of the man 
before me. At length Larue fixed 
me with his piercing eyes, and said, 
" Young man, you have the genius. 
I bow before ability I cannot equal 
Come to the stage.' '  

I went, impeJled not by the hyp
notist 's will but by a sense of my 
own power. A lad I had known all 
mv life was on the stage, ready at 
th

.
e entertainer's command to per

form antics for the amusement of the 
spectators. 

" Hypnotize this subject, " Larue 
urged. ' ' You can do it. ''  

I fixed my eyes upon the boy, and 
in a moment I knew that his will was 
yielding to mine. Soon he was com
pletely in my power. 

That night marked the fatal be
ginning. Before leaving, Franz La
rue gave me books to read and told· 
me where to order others. 

" I  charge you, my boy, " the man 
said, ''to use wisely this God-given 

gift. It can mean much for good. 
It may mean much for evil." 

I laughed then, but now, as I look 
back over the agony of spirit I have 
endured, over the misery I have 
brought others, a.nd the ghastly hor
rors that have tormented me, I weep 
to think how lightly I took Larue's 
counsel. ' ' God-given, ' '  Larue called 
the gift. Devil-sent i t.  must have 
been, bestowed by all the furious 
fiends of darkness. 

After the boy I found on the stage, 
my next subject was Lucretia, and 
naturally so ; for what could be more 
fitting than that she should put her
self in the hands of the one who 
through the years was to be the cus
todian of all the love she had to give t 
But as I hypnotized her, I feared 
those eyes of hers ; feared them often 
until my very soul grew cold. Nev
ertheless, as I went deeper into the 
mysteries of the science, it was Lu
cr�tia upon whom I demonstrated 
each new thing I learned. 

" Why, dearest, " I remember say. 
ing about six weeks after the visit oi 
Larue, ' ' I  can hypnotize you with a 
look, with a glance." 

The girl 's clear blue eyes met mine. 
' ' I  would not yield my will like this 
to any one else," she said, " but it is 
bliss, George, to know that I am so 
utterly yours." 

" May I always be worthy of the 
trust ! ' '  I said, as I pressed Lucretia 
against my heart. 

That was one George. Another 
from the depths of degradation sits 
shivering in his ceU, writing, writ
ing lest. the spirit of Lucretia come 
to tear asunder the tattered rem
nants of his mind, lest those eyes of 
Lucretia pierce the darkness to freeze 
the very marrow of his bones. 

Because of me, Lucretia developed 
an interest in hypnotism and zeal
ously read the books I ordered. 
Thoi:Jgh lacking in talent, she learned 
enough to hypnotize a weak subject, 
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or a strong subject that would yield 
his will to hers. Finally, however, 
to my amazement, she met me one 
night in tears. 

" George, " she pleaded, " give this 
up. As I read, I become terrified by 
a premonition of trouble. Hypno-
1 ism is dangerous, and I begin to be
lieve that it is also wrong. ' '  

In vain I tried to soothe her, to 
make light of her fears. 

" It's no use, " she said, " I  feel 
the power growing within me. I a.m 
through with it forever. " 

I I{ NOW now that Lucretia �s sudden 
reversal was a prescience of the 

double tragedy to follow. 
It was not long after that night 

that I felt the stir of a new ambition. 
I could achieve something more than 
our town had to offer. When I told 
Lucretia of my thoughts, she urged 
me on. 

" Go to the city, George, , .  she said. 
" I  can wait until you return for 
me. ' ' 

I went. At first came disillusion. 
The positions I held seemed to offer 
no chance for promotions, and, full 
of discontent, I passed from one kind 
of work to another. At length, I 
fitted into a vacancy in a real estate 
broker 's office, doing clerical work 
that I detested. One Saturday after
noon, as I sat poring over my books 
long after the other clerks had gone, 
from the president's office I heard 
voices and from time to time snatches 
of conversation. The two heads of 
the firm were discussing their inabil
ity to get hold of some valuable prop
erty they wanted. 

" He won't sell at any price,, I 
heard. ' ' I  tell you argument does 
no good. We 're beaten, that's all." 

Into my mind an idea sprang full 
grown. 'V11y not capitalize the hyp
notic power that was mine 1 If I 
could get permission to try, I could 

make that sale. Permission to try ! 
Why, through hypnotism I could 
secure that permission. I waited 
until the junior member of the firm 
went out, and then I entered the sane
turn of Henry Demar, the president. 

" I  couldn 't help, " I said, " but 
hear that you are trying to make a 
difficult deal. I know that I can get 
the property for you. " 

The man looked at me in amuse
ment. 

" You, boy ! "  he laughed. " Run 
along and play marbles. ' '  

I :fixed my eyes upon him and be
gan talking slowly and monotonous
ly. At first I held the man's eyes 
because my audacity interested him. 
In a moment, I was getting control of 
his mind, and I knew that I couJd 
command him as I chose. The up
shot was that I got the information 
necessary and a signed check for the 
first payment to be made on the prop
erty. 

That afternoon I found the man 
who had so tenaciously held the 
wanted property, consummated the 
deal and delivered the papers to roy 
employer. As I look back, I know 
in anguish of soul that hereupon be
gan not only my business success but 
also the disintegration of my char
acter. I was at once elevated to a 
position of importance, which led 
soon to membership in the firm. 

I could not be happy, however, for 
I could not forget the eyes of Lucre
tia. Constantly they reproved me, 
constantlY searched the innermost 
depths of my mind. Did ever living 
woman possess such eyes as did Lu
cretia T Had it. not been for those 
eyes, and I say it tonight in shame. 
I think I should have felt no remorse. 
It. seems strange to me now that my 
victims after their defeats gave so 
little trouble. One or hvo protests 
came, it is true, but in the face of 
signed contracts, they amounted to 
little. In the majority of cases. 
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pride sealed the lips of those from 
whom I had wrested cherished pos
sessions. 

RET'URNJNG to my room after my 
first triumph, I felt my spirit 

strangely remote from Lucretia 's. 
Day by day my interest in this girl 
I had always loved lagged. I wanted 
to forget her, but those eyes followed 
me accusingly, menacingly. I was 
becoming a considerable man in the 
city. Lucretia was a girl molded to 
the life in the village in which she 
had always lived. Why should the 
affair continue t I stopped writing, 
and made no explanation. Letters 
came from Lucretia. Everything -le
pended upon my forgetting her; so 
I burned those letters unopened. I n  
time I who bad never known failure 
would banish from my mind her 
haunting presence, from my memory 
her eyes. 

I boarded next to an old church, 
the quaintness of whose cemetery at· 
tracted me. Though Lucretia had my 
address, it  did not occur t.o me that 
she would come to the city. Conse
quently, when at dusk I returned one 
spring evening, I was amazed to find 
her lingering near the gate of my 
boarding place. She was still beau
tiful, still appealing, and I was sur
prized to find that the old desire for 
her was not dead. I wanted to feel 
her soft cheek against mine, to hold 
her close, and hear the quickened 
beat of her heart. 

' '  Oh, George, ' '  she said, coming 
toward me with outstretched hands, 
' ' I  was so afraid something had hap· 
pened to you. " 

' ' Come into the churchyard, ' '  I 
said ; ' ' we can't talk here. ' '  

I led her through the half closed 
iron gate, into the cemetery fragrant 
with magnolias and cape jessamine. 

' ' I  have been so unhappy, ''  she 
said. "My father died a month ago, 

and now I have no one. 'Vhat has 
been the matter, George ! ' '  

"You '11 understand when I have 
had a chance to explain," I said. 
"Can't you trust me a little longer ! "  

Her hand curled into mine, and 
she was silent. \Vhat a soft, sweet 
thing Lucretia was that night ! She 
came of the race of women made to 
be loved-and I loved the velvet of 
her cheek, the curve of her breast, the 
cling of her body against. mine. Be· 
yond this, I had throttled my ability 
to love. That night alone with Lu· 
cretia in the gathering dark of the 
old cemetery, I was conscious only of 
the passion that surged through me. 
I wanted Lucretia, and through hyp
notism, and hypnotism alone, I could 
at that moment gratify my desire. I 
looked into her eyes and for a mo
ment saw mirrored there the man I 
might have been. Then I drew down 
the lids and kissed them. Lucretia 
and I alone in the deserted ceme
tery l Mine, mine ! In ecstasy I 
strained her t o  me. Oh, the blissful 
sweetness of her I Even tonight I 
thrill again as I remember the 
warmth of her body against mine. 
And her eyes were closed, closed and 
unseeing ! 

Oh, demons that possessed me, how 
could man be capable of so foul a 
deed f Or, having robbed Lucretia 
of all that she held most dear, how 
could I have t.a.ken her, still under 
the spell I had cast, to the train and 
sent her home with assurance that 
soon I would come for her t 

WHEN Lucretia awoke from the 
trance, full realization of what 

had happened must have come to 
her. Months passed, and I had no 
word. I 'vas glad, and yet a strange 
fear would creep into my mind, a 
fear born of those eyes that would 
not leave me, that would not let me 
forget. There were times, too, when 
the aching longing to have Lucretia 
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again in my arms gre'� almost mor-e 
than I could bear. I was not sorry 
I had wronged her. I was glad, glad 
for the moment of happiness I had 
had. I did not care whether or not 
she suffered. My whole being cried 
out for Lucretia-again, again-and 
then those eyes would come with their 
endless, senseless accusations, those 
e�·es I was beginning t o  hate with a 
fiend 's w1reasoning rage. 

There was nothing I could not ac
complish. Perhaps, perhaps b�· men
tal telepathy I could bring Lucretia 
back to me, back where she would 
come always at my call. Other wom
en I found unsatisfying. I want<'d 
Lucretia. Day after day, night. after 
night, I willed that she should come, 
willed with all the intensit�· of the 
mind I was conYinced was more than 
human. 

Then one night I returned to my 
boarding place to find Lucretia at the 
gate again awaiting me. She had 
come to ans,ver my call, I thought 
triumphantly. :Miles of spa<'e were 
as naught before my power. 

' '  George, ' '  she said, ' ' you have 
m·onged me, and you have wr-onged 
another �·et unborn. I have come to 
make yon atone. • '  

In derision I 1aughed and f<'1t no 
pity. To make me atone ! Me the 
unconquered and unconquerable ! 
Through my laughter I heard Lucre
tia still speaking. 

' � I  have been here several days, 
long enough to know the deceptions 
b�- which �·ou have climbed the lad
der. the wreckage that lies along your 
path. Others hate you, but I alone 
know the means you ha,·e employed. 
If in one week you have not begun 
to make amends, in justice t o  those 
�·ou have injured, I will expose �-ou. ' '  

Lucretia 's eyes were upon me, 
driving me to frenzy, her innocent, 
blut> e�·es that told of the wrong I 
had done her. What could I do but 
c-lose them forever f I must act be-

fore it was too late. I must h�·p
notize Lucretia. I must silence ht>r. 
Looking at her, for the first time I 
felt the wall of her resistance. 

' ' Don 't try that, ' '  she cried. ' '  You 
cannot do it now. " 

Lucretia turned and was about to 
flee when I caught her by the wrist 
and drew her toward thE'! cemetery. 
'Vithin the enclosure we were alone. 
Against her defiance, I could plac<' 
my months of study and experience. 
I would succeed. I must. Twisting 
her bands behind her until she 
winced with pain, I held my fac� 
close to hers. 

' ' Look at me, ' '  I commanded. 
' ' Look ! ' '  

After minutes that for Lucretia 
must haYe been fraught with physi
cal agony as my grip tightened, h<'t' 
eyes, flaming with defiance, met min<>. 

' ' You eannot do it, ' '  she said over 
and o'·er, first with emphasis, then 
more and more faintly. Finally the 
words died on her lips, and again 
Lucretia was in my power. Soft 
southern breezes blew through the 
magnolias, soothing my senses with 
the fragrance of roses and wild 
honeysuckle. Again I was alone with 
Lucretia. �line, mine, was this Lu
cretia whose body I loved, this Lu
cretia whose e�·es fascinated and ter
rified me. Once again I crushed her 
to me. Once again I knew the joy 
of possessing her. Foul fiend that 
I was, once again I defiled her. Then 
in very madness I kissed for the last 
time her lips, her eyelids, her cheeks, 
her neck. I could not possess her 
again. I must destroy her. In the 
name of sanit�·, what else was I to 
do f From the c.>hurchyard I led her 
toward the river. It was dark, and 
I passed no one I recognized. V{hen 
we reached the iron rail of the bat
ter;\·, I looked into the waters below. 
For a moment I shuddered, but only 
for a moment. What else was I to 
do, in heaYen 's name, what else f 
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' '  \Vhen I have been gone ten min
utes, ' '  I said, ' ' jump over the rail. 
Now say this after me : ' I  am going 
to jump. ' Say it again and again. "  

Lucreti a  repeated the words i n  a 
slow monotone. ' ' I  nm going to 
jump. I am going to jump. ' '  

As I walked rapidly home, the 
sound of those words followed me 
like a dirge, the last words I shall 
ever hear from the living lips of Lu
cretia : ' ' I  am going to jump. I am 
going to jump. " Tonight, how those 
words scream within my cell, how 
t hey reverberate down the echoing 
prison halls!  My words on the lips 
of Lucretia, my words--Lucretia's 
death knell and my own ! Tonight I 
would gladly give all my worldly 
success for the chance to call them 
back. 

SOME days later Lucretia 's body 
was found, and, without identi

fication, it was buried. I was safe, 
safe ! Instead of remorse, I felt 
complete satisfaction. I was not 
mere!y clever. I was invincible. My 
hypnotic power rendered men my 
helpless prey. Indeed, there seemed 
no height of human achievement I 
could not seale. In the city no one 
knew I was a hypnotist. The town 
of my youth where I had 'made on 
the night of Franz Larue's visit my 
public demonstration of power did 
not know of my pursuance of the 
study. Besides, the town was remote 
and isolated. Safe, safe ! In my 
very exultation of spirit I went my 
iniquitous way. 

But at night alone in my room the 
eyes of Lucretia 'vould come to 
haunt me. Sometimes when I sat 
bending over my desk I would feel 
them above me. At length every
where the eyes of Lucretia ! In
creasingly their ghastly presence 
marred my happiness. Now I knew 
that Lucretia 's eyes were not mortal, 
but celestial-the eyes of an angel, 

not of a woman. I feared, I feared, 
but through my fear came the assur
ance that I, the invincible, could con
quer the spell they cast about me. 

One month to the day after the 
drowning of Lucretia I came home 
from my office at the accustomed 
time. The day had held a new vic
tory in the form of a property trans
fer that brought many thousands in
to the coffers of our company. Favor
ite of the gods I was, a superman 
indeed. Passing the old cemetery, I 
entered. It was pleasant to return 
to the spot where had been enacted 
two crucial scenes in my career. 
Here had stood Lucretia. Here I 
had stood. How well I remembered 
the · night I had betrayed her! With· 
out remorse I lived again with a re· 
turn of the moment's ecstasy the 
touch of her body, the cling of her 
lips to mine, the fragrance of her 
shoulders, as I buried my face in 
their velvet curves. Demon that I 
had become, I was glad that I had 
had those moments of love 's consum· 
mation, glad that the victim of my 
base passion had gone whence she 
could not return to taunt me. 

As I stood thus engaged in pleasant 
retrospect, suddenly I knew that 
Lucretia 's eyes were upon me. Then 
there came to my ears, as though 
wafted on the wings of the night, a 
memorable voice. \Vas madness as
sailing meT It was Lucretia speak
ing those futile words with which she 
had fought my unconquerable po\ver. 

' l You cannot do it. You cannot 
do it, ' '  the voice repeated over and 
over, and, instead of growing weaker, 
the tones· gained each time in 
strength and resonance. As the mo
notonous repetition continued, I 
stood horrified. Suddenly I was 
aware not only of a voice but also 
of a presence. Lucretia was with 
me, bending above me, closer, closer. 
Infernal horrors ! The spirit of Lu
cretia was accomplishing that in 
which the living woman had failed. 
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Lessons I had helped her learn she 
was using from the spirit world to 
entrap me, to enslave me. I was be
ing hypnotized here on the spot 
where twice I had lt)·pnotized Lucre
tia. There were, however, no hands 
to hold me in their iron grip. From 
the churchyard I fled to my room, 
locked the door and remained all 
night in an agony of fear. The next 
day, instead of going to my office, I 
went to the country, dreading the re
turn of darkness, haunted by fore
bodings horrible, torturing. Before 
dusk I returned to my room, having 
approached the house from the side 
that did not lead by the cemetery. 
In my room, however, as I sat be
neath the glare of lights, there came 
to me no sense of safety. I do not 
know just what time it was that I 
heard again the dirgelike voice of 
Lucretia. 

' ' You cannot do it. You cannot do 
it, " came the ghastly chant, and I 
felt in the room a pervading pres
ence, a force against which I battled 
in vain. ' ' Confess, confess ! ' '  I 
heard in telTor. ' ' Repeat these 
words, ' I murdered . . . I '  " 

'Vith a gigantic effort, I threw 
open the door, sped down the steps 
and out into the night. Like a mad
man I ran through the.> streets of the 
city, disdaining public conveyances. 
Almost swooning from exhal.tstion, I 
reached at last my office building, 
and, fearing to encounter the opera-
1or of the lift, climbed the eight 
flights of stairs that led to the suite 
occupied by our firm. Not for a 
moment during that wild rush for 
safety had I not been aware of the 
�enacious presence of Lucretia. Her 
power was increasing, increasing. 
Despite my confused mental state, I 
seemed to know that my only hope 
lay in reaching the office before my 
will completely succumbed to the 
force sending its tentacles from be
yond to destroy me. With clammy, 

trembling :fingers, I :fitted my key 
into the lock. Then. banging the 
door behind me, I locked it from 
within and threw the inner key out 
of the window. 

For the present at least, the spirit 
of Lucretia was powerless to make 
me confess my deed to others. It was 
not likely that at this hour knocking 
or calling from the great hei:;ht at 
which I had p laced myself would at
tract either passers-by or the opera
tor who snoozed in his lift. This the 
spirit seemed to know, for, though b 
a moment I must have been complete
ly in its power, I remained all night 
in the office, evidently quiescent. 
·when I awoke from the trance, the 

:first I had ever experienced, I lay 
huddled on the floor, stiff and miser
able, my heart pounding, my nerves 
jangling. 'Vhat happened during 
the unconscious hours I do not know, 
though, like a horrible nightmare, 1 
seemed to remember rehearsing again 
and again the details of the crimes I 
had committed. Waves of anguish 
swept over me as I realized how help
less I, the invincible, the superman, 
bad become. The spirit that had 
conquered my will would come agai:q, 
and ultimately there would be re
vealed to the world atl the baseness 
I had kept behind the portals of my 
consciousness. 

"Qn, oon!" I tried to pray, but the 
words chokf.'d me. What right 

had the murderer of Lucretia to ask 
to be spared the fury of her ven
geance? At the lavatory I bathed 
my eyes, and when the first clerk 
opened the door of the office, I de
scended, this time by way of the lift. 
In the alley that separated our office 
building from another, I found the 
key I had thrown out of the window. 
All day I walked the streets, tryin� 
to clear my mind for the ordeal of 
the night. Twice now the spirit had 
returned, each time at precisely t�e 
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hour that Lucretia was drowned. 
Perhaps at no other hour could the 
return be effected. "T orking on this 
theory, I snatched an earl�r supper 
somewhere and re-entered the office 
just before the last employee was 
leaving for the night. 

Once more I locked the door on the 
inside and threw the key out of the 
window. Oh, the unspeakable hor
rors of that night ! Again came the 
spirit of Lucretia, filling the room 
with a presence finn, effectual, but, 
like Lucretia, ever gentle. 

" Ah, George, " said the voice of the 
woman I bad loved and murdered, 
4 4 if it were not for those you are 
wronging, I would spare yon, but. be
cause of them you must confess. Con
fess it all, confess it all ! "  

As my reeling senses sank me into 
oblivion, I heard through the mist 
that enveloped me the soothing chant, 
terrible in its portent. Other days, 
other nights followed - horrible, 
ghastly, enough to driYe me mad, 
mad ! :\Iy associa.tes, seeing the wan
ness of mv countenance. were alarmed, 
and in their solicitude I faced n new 
danger. Lhing hourly a thousand 
deaths, yet I fought for life. At 
length came a day when Henry De
mar would not leave me. 

' ' You are . not staying at your 
boarding house, ' '  he said. ' '  Where 
do you spend the nights f ' '  

" At a hotel nearer the downtown 
district, ' '  I lied. 

Demar made himself mv sl1adow. 
He went to lunch with me, took me 
to his club for dinner. ·when I gave 
some unfinished work a.s excuse for 
returning to the office, he accompa
nied me. He would not leave. The 
shadows lengthened. Dusk ap
proached, and with it the hour for 
Lucretia 's coming. God, what could 
I do 'I I \Van ted quiet, I said, for my 
work was difficult, yet Demar re
mained. I was ill-nerv�, fatigue, I 

plea.<led. I needed solitude, but De
mar was adamant. It was dark. In 
a moment-in a moment I should 
know that Lucretia had come. 

" .\s you value my friendship, go ! "  
I shrieked. '; Go ! ' '  

Like a fiend. he smiled and was im
movable. In m�- frenzy I had forgot
ten the power that once would have 
sa>ed me. Like a ehild I sobbed, " Oh, 
leave me, len"e me ! • '  

Then, abm·e m�· h�·steria came the 
Yoic·e of Lucretia. 

" The time has l'ome. The time has 
<:ome, ' �  the �pirit chanted. " Confess, 
eonfess ! ' '  

BEFOR£ m�- wiH had made its final 
surrender, I saw the door open 

and others of the office force enter. 
A c-onspil•ac-�· ! Lost, lost ! Then ob
Jh·ion. 

'Vhen I awoke, I found that I had 
been taken to the police headquarters. 
The story I am writing now they told 
me I had given with all its incrimi
nating details. I \Vas glad, glad, fo1· 
freedom loomed in sight. The trial� 
the conviction, had no terror for me. 
But wh�-, (rod in heaven, why has 
Lucretia c:on t inued to come 1 "'\Vby, 
why are those e>yes ever searching the 
innermost recesses of my soul 7 Is 
there, is the1·e no atonement 1 

Ah, in the cast� the first gray 
streaks of the morning. Steps in the 
hall ! They are coming to lead me to 
the death c..�hamber. Come, come 
quickly, death fox which I have 
waited ! 

_\gain the presence of Lucretia
and now at daybreak. Strange it is, 
very �1.range. She speaks, and I do 
not fear her words. 

" George, my dear one, you have 
atoned, and I am waiting for you. " 

_\h, Lucretia beloved t 
The iron door swings open. Exe

cutioner, I am ready. 



A Fearsome Tale Is 

THE 

HEADLESS HORROR 
By ROBERT EUGENE ULMER 

W

HAT makes my hand tremble 
so 1 You wonder why one so 
young should appear so old 

and haggard 1 And the gray in my 
hair-the lines of my face 1 Perhaps, 
too, you notice a furtive, hunted man
nel' about my movements 1 Nervous
ness, my friends. You would like to 
hear about it 1 

Well, then, gentlemen, I shall tell 
you the story, for the rain is beating 
without and we cannot travel in such 
weather. Come closer, and hug the 
fire, for the tale of the headless hor
ror will make your blood run cold. 

You must understand that I have 
always been very superstitious, with 
a marked tendency toward spiritual
ism and the pursuit of weird ambi
tions and hobbies. One of these, in 
my younger days, involved a human 
head-that of a murderer famed in 
history, the assassin of a national fig
ure. This murderer had been hanged, 
and the head, horribly severed, was 
sent to the government for preserva
tion. It happened that I was the pro
prietor of an embryo museum : and 
when I heard of the head, I resolved 
to add it to my collection, foreseeing 
the big help it would mean for my in
stitution. 

However, I had competition. One 
of my friends, engaged in the same 
work, also desired the head. So we 
both set out together, each resolved 
to possess the prize. There was noth
ing of bitterness in our relations, for 
Bergman and I had been associated, 

in friendly intercourse, for many 
years, and always maintained sincere 
mutual regard. Our common desire 
at this time partook of good-natured 
rivalry, and nothing of ill-will. The 
one who obtained the head would have 
the other 's good wishes. 

\Ve came to our destination. After 
much formality and red tape we final
ly were permitted to ''iew the head, 
preserved in a large jar of alcohol. 
The murderer in life had been a pro
nounced brunette, with a silken mus
tache, glistening like a raven's back ; 
brows of :fierce concentration and 
force ; and hair that was thick and 
wavy. He had been a handsome fel
low, evidently ; but the action of the 
preservative had turned the counte
nance to a ghastly yellow hue ; the 
hair, brows, and mustache were a 
faded henna. What made the thing 
more repulsive was that the container 
was too small for the head, and the 
nose was pressed flat against the glass, 
while the staring eyes had taken on a 
watery, colorless complexion. The 
neck, crudely severed and mangled, 
was marked with swollen and burst 
arteries, while sections of the wind
pipe and other organs streamed from 
the ragged edges, floating gently in 
the fluid. 

I regarded the object with super
stitious veneration. I confess, too, a 
creepy sensation, and a strengthening 
of my occult sensibilities. 

We then opened our subject. It 
was days before we persuaded the 
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government officials to listen favor
ably, but they at last decided to sell 
the heiid to the highest bidder. Berg
mau waged a hard fight, but I won 
�ventually, and my competitor shook 
my hand good-naturedly, smiling to 
conceal his disappointment. We part
ed on the best of terms. 

Wben I returned, I took my treas
ure into the laboratory, to prepare it, 
later, for display, and locked it in a 
cabinet, resolving to sleep and live in 
the building. I could run no risk of 
losing my valuable acquisition. 

For some time following I gave my
self up to a prolonged study of the 
history of the man whose head I now 
possessed, and in the course of my 
reading was startled to find reference 
to a threat made by the condemned 
murderer, that he 'vould return, after 
death, and claim his head, no matter 
where, or with whom, it chanced to be. 
The threat was regarded, of course, as 
the child of a disordered mind ; but 
upon me it produced a deep and last
ing impression. The head assumed 
new significance, and night after 
night have I, surrounded by freaks 
and strange objects of all kinds, sat in 
silent meditation, gazing intently into 
the grotesquely distorted features of 
that long-dead criminal, and striving 
to fathom the secrets entombed with
in that grisly skull. I found my
self looking forward confidently to the 
fulfilment of the murderer 's prophe
cy; at every trifling sound I started ; 
ordinary events were cloaked in mys
tery and ominous import ; I saw and 
heard things that no other mortal rec
ognized, until I felt myself tottering 
on the verge of madness. 

There was one other person, inci
dentally, to whom the head was an 
object of superstitious terror. This 
was my only assistant, an old negro 
who had been in the family for years, 
and the one being, outside of myself, 
who knew that I possessed the head. 
M'ose never looked at it without a ris
ing of every hair on his cranium. 

ONE night I retired as usual amid 
the fantastic relics of my collec

tion, to my bed in a dark corner of 
the building. The moonlight shone 
through the window and relieved the 
darkness with ghostly luminance, 
through which strange faces peered 
and leered at me from other nooks 
and crevices. Grotesque mummies 
seemed to live again in the mysterious 
atmosphere, holding silent commun
ion. With all this, I believed my state 
of mind to be normaL :My nerves 
were keyed to highest tension. 

Sleep was wooed with difficulty, 
and my eyes constantly wandered to 
the cabinet wherein was the head. 
From the partial darkness of its con
finement, the face seemed to stare at 
me, with a leering grin, jeering si
lently at my apprehensions. In that 
moment I heartily wished that the 
murderer would return and claim the 
thing. 

.As the night wore along and sleep 
still did not come, I arose. .As I did 
so, I noticed a strange quality in the 
air. Some occult sense was aroused 
and seemed to respond to a quality I 
could not define. Puzzled, I glanced 
around. I was alone, save for Mose, 
sleeping soundly in his corner. All 
was as usual. Nothing missing, nor 
misplaced. The sensation grew until 
I was conscious of a subtle, unseen 
presence somewhere close at hand. 
Long before I saw or heard anything 
of the horror that followed, I sensed 
its approach, and was waiting. 

When I finaily heard the closing of 
a door, though the sound was guard
ed, I concealed myself in a dark recess 
and waited, every sense, physical and 
occult, alert, convinced that the mur
derer had come. A thrill shuddered 
through me, but I waited silently, my 
eyes fastened upon the door through 
which the unseen must enter. In the 
passage outside all was semi-gloom. 
Then I saw-0 God!-with a wave of 
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horror, a huge, misshapen fol'·m before 
the entrance. Xothing of it was ddi
nite, and its '\"ague impression of gen
eral deformit�· made me shh·er. 
Where the head should have been, I 
discerned nothing but a shapeless 
mass of henn· shroud : and it was this 
amorphous q�talit�-. this indefiniteness 
of form and feature. this qualit:'· of 
shapelessness, that struck mortal ter
l'Or to my soul. I trembled in appre
lteusion, and was bathed in i<.>�- per
spiration. 

Meanwhile, the silent thing without 
was preparing to entet·. The thought 
of being in the same room \\·ith it. 
\t"akened a frenzy of horror in me, 
and I wildly burst from my conceal
ment, staggered blindl�· through the 
gloom waving a rcvoh·er, and made 
for the horror ; but before I reached 
the door, the object of m�- frenz�- dis
appeared as if by mn�ic : the shroud
ed form seemed to melt into the sur
rounding darkness, and when I 
dashed into the corridor it was empty. 

I was fully convinced now of the 
sincerity of the murderet• 's dying 
threat, and held not the slightest 
doubt as to the identit�· of m�· mid
llight visitor : but I resolved to fight. 
for the possession of the head. though 
it cost m�· life. Just how I was to 
battle against the terrible and subtle 
powers of the supE'rnatnral. I had no 
definite idea : but I distinetl�- recall 
malting an expedition. the following 
evening, into town and purchasing a 
supply of ammunition. 

It. was not yet 7 o 'clo<.>k when I left, 
and I promised l\Iose I would not be 
long, for he dreaded the idea of being 
alone with that hideous head. How
e\·er, the news of m�· ad,·enture had 
preceded me, through what medium 
I do not know. and I was forced to 
retail an account of it to ever)- person 
that waylaid me. By the time I re
turned it was well past 11, and silence 
had long since settled over the little 
rural communit:'·· 

J t;ST as I was within half a square 
of the museum, a dreadful en.· of 

mortal terror rang upon the air. I 
burst into a run. 

The first thing I saw on dashing 
into the building was Mose, struggling 
to his feet. His face was livid, and 
his eyes were staring wildly, as if he 
had seen a ghost. His knees knocked. 
and it was some time before he could 
speak coherently. 

" Oh, Lordy, Lordy ! "  he groaned, 
with ehattering teeth. ' ' I  done seen 
de debbil ! He bust in here 'bout 
fifteen minutes ago, an ' wake ol ' l\Iose 
up. All \\'l'apped in black, so's I 
couldn't see de face of him. He rush 
right past me, and knock poor 1\fose to 
de floor. He-he in dar-in de mu
seum, sub ! ' '  

I waited for no more, but burst into 
the museum. "·hat I saw halted me 
in horror. 

l\Iy visitor of the preceding night 
stood before the cabinet, and in thE' 
gloom I could see that his hands were 
opening the lo<.>ked doors ; and the�· 
then lifted the head, jar and all. 
from the shelf. As if uneonscious of 
my presence, the hideous thing re
moved the cover, plunged its 
shrouded hands into the alcohol, and 
dragged forth the head, dripping and 
clammy. 

Fascinated, I saw the eoncealin� 
shroud fall away, and beheld, with u 
thrill, the ragged, gory base upon 
which a head once rested. There 
stood the awful object, so grotesque 
in its headless being, proceeding about 
its work with the method and sureh· 
of a normal man. Nothing of halting. 
in its movements, for it seemed that 
hidden eYes direeted them : but when 
I saw th� head lifted and set upon the 
gon.· hase, my horror at the fantastie 
sight for<.>ed a cry· from m)· lips. 

The figure started, and carried the 
head swiftly to the pit of its arm. 
protecting it. evidently, from any on
slaught of mine, and then came to· 
ward me, menacing]:',.· 
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A ll my valiant determination fled. 
Utterly unnerved, I turned and sped 
Jilw the wind, the horrible thing pur
�uing. 'l'he building was three stories 
in height ; we were on the first floor. 
Up the steps I dashed, turning fre
quently to see my awful pursuer glid
ing, rather than running, swiftly 
after me, with the dogged determina
tion of a grim messenger of death. 
In th� pit of an arm the head rested, 
nnd I thought its sightless eyes were 
fixed upon me, and were directing the 
shrouded body in its pursuit. Not a 
sound from the flying feet, nothing to 
indicate the slightest human quality. 
I dashed ever upward, from step to 
step, my voice paralyzed by fear. 
How i nterminably long each flight of 
stairs seemed ! Though the entire 
aifair did not, I suppose, occupy more 
than fifteen minutes it was an eter
nity of terror to me. 

I fled blindly on, and it followed 
relentlessly, until the roof was 
1·eaehcd. I fled its length, but was 
forced to halt at the edge. There was 
no other roof adjacent, and I could 
not jump the three stories without 
being killed. Death was both before 
and behind me, and in a flash I chose 
the latter. 

' X THIRLING, like a wolf at bay, I 
Y t faced the grim phantom bearing 

down upon me. Savagely I threw out 
. 

my revolver hand, though mechanic
ally realizing that shots could have 
no effect upon a thing of spirit, and 
fired-once, twice, three times. 
lllinded and temporarily deranged by 
fear, I failed, at first, to note the halt 
of my enemy, as my first shot rang 
out. After pressing the trigger for 
the last time, I saw the deformed hor
ror sway, stagger, and then crash 
heavily to the roof. A strange sound 
of splintering wood penetrated my 
dazed faculties, and, amazed, I stood 
starin g  at. the fallen figure as it 
uttered a strangled groan and re
Japsed into deathly silence. 

When I finally plucked up sufficient 
courage, I bent, drew back a fold of 
the heavy shroud, and started away 
in horror. 

Before me was the face of Berg
man, my old competitor, distorted in 
death 's agony. 

In a flash I saw it all-the utter 
duplicity of the man, his clever deceit, 
and the subtle trick upon my super
stitious nature, by which he hoped to 
possess the head. The false shoulders 
he had worn were of wood, very light, 
painted realistically, crushed in the 
fall. 

The head I returned to the govern
ment ; the museum I deserted. I am 
a nervous wreck. 

Such is the tale of the headless 
horror. 



Tt&<> gates there a.re of skep, 
wherefore the one is scz,id to be of 
horn, bu which. on easy egress is 
given to true vision.-VIRGIL. 

M 
'IVOR passed his hand over 
his forehead as if to brush 
away some substance that 

i!D.peded his vision. 
" I  must be fey," he muttered, re

verting in his confusion to his almost 
forgotten native dialect. 

He was foreman of the V{aterloo 
coal mine. It was a harsh, dim world 
of tunnels, shafts and slopes where 
only the strong could survive. Dur
ing working hours hundreds of men 
lived, toi!ed, sweated and sometimes 
died in its gloomy depths ; arc-lights 
gleamed along the main passageways ; 
electric tram-cars rattled over rough 
rails ; and the whole place hummed 
like a hive. Here was neither heat 
nor co�d, sun nor moon, day nor 
night ; time itself seemed to move with 
lagging feet ; but ere night came to 
the upper. world the miners quit their 
tasks, and the mine became as silent 
and lonelv as one of the buried dead 
cities of the old world. 

Mcivor had entered the pit a fter. 
the day's work was done. One of his 
duties was to make a daily round of 
inspection, and he could do this best 

when work had ceased. Y cars ago an
other mine, called the Golden Horn, 
had been located on the opposite side 
of the mountain, but it had been 
abandoned after a series of mishaps 
had given it an unenviable reputation 
as a hoodooed mine. Repeated cave-ins 
had blocked its passageways, and no 
one knew just how far it extended, 
but Mcivor had reasons for bclievin� 
that some of hjs tunnels were very 
close to the old ones. 

He paused in a long gallery and 
searched until he located a mark on 
the wall. Taking a steel tapeline from 
his pocket he measured the distance 
from this mark to the end of the 
working. He wound the line back on 
its reel and stood for a moment ab
sorbed in some calculation, then, se
lecting a pick from a number that 
were stacked against the wall he 
struck the coal a few times like a. man 
beatin" a drum. Boom-oom ! There 
was a 

0
peculiar hollow quality to the 

sound of the blows and the coal broke 
and snapped as if it were undc-r great 
pressure. Mcivor dropped to his 
knees and began to mine methodically. 
After a few minutes of industrious 
digging the pick cra8hed through the 
solid wall and a Jittle breatl1 of air 
heavy with the smell of mold blew in 
his face. A few more blows and he 
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was looking into the long sealed cham
hers of the Golden Horn. 

He worked until he had made an 
opening through which a man could 
pass without difficulty, and then, put
ting aside the pick, he stood for a mo
ment looking at his rediscovered coun
try. It was not a pleasant place for a 
ramble. The old mine stood as lone 
and as freighted with curses as the 
tomb of King Tut. Behind him his 
own mine lay silent and deserted saye 
for rats, as large as woodchucks, 
\vhieh scampered to and fro seeking 
what they might devour. Rats are 
poor eornpan�·, and dE'ath often lurks 
in moldy old caYes, but Mchor passed 
through the entrance he had just 
made and began to explore the twist ed 
maze of tunnels with neYer a misgiv
ing. 

That ·was an hour before. �ow he 
was weal')· from crawling through the 
dismal place, but as he sought to re
travel his <'rooked mile he was (·on
fused and uncertain as to the direc
tion in which lay the �gress to light. 
:md air. Twist and turn. up hill and 
down dale� over rock and over stone 
had been his course: yet it was strange 
that Mcivor should be lost in a mine. 
The mole does not lose itself in its 
hurrow. Small wonder that he should 
touch his head and mutter : ' ' Am I 
fey ? "  

Something, he knew not what, kept 
him from panic. He did not care 
greatly whether he found his way out 
or not. It SE>erned that he had been 
"·andering in the Golden Horn for an 
interminable time. He could not re
member why he carne, but he was sure 
that he would know later. 

Tlte lamp on his cap still burned, 
but thick, black darkness pressed 
about him like a wall. Even in the 
small circle of radiance about the 
lamp, strange. misty vapors swirled 
and eddied. The air was heavy and 
foul, but he knew no discomfort. The 
mist and darkness seemed to be press
ing e\'er closer about him like the ris-

ing tide of a strange ocean, but he felt 
that. he could mingle with it and adapt 
himself to its humors. 

He stroYe mightily for cohel'('nt 
t hought, but his mind kept going back 
t o  the legends of the Golden Horn. 
Grim ta}('S these were, with a roman
tic east. for the miner folk who told 
them were mainly Scotch and "Telsh 
with Celtic imaginations. For the 
most. part they told of men who for 
one reason or another had braYed the 
terrors of the deserted mine and then 
had rnystt>riously ,·anished. It was 
�mid that. the unfortunate. miners who 
had been crushed under the treacher
rtns roof of the Golden Horn could not 
rc!'lt quiNly but wandered through the 
mold�· tnnnt'ls seeking t>Y<>r to atld oth
er� to their lost legion. They had a 
t-ime that. made the old mine a place to 
lX: :woidrd like the plague. It was :  

Tlt- who �ntt-rf' the Goldf'n Horn 
:\lust. thert- abide: till the ju<igmt-nt morn. 

M<·hor had often laughed at these 
fancies. but now they (lid not seem 
strange. Takin� but. little heed of his 
surroundinW;. he trudged down a \vide 
�alle�·. The floor sloped gently down
ward and was eovered with an inch or 
more of r('cl slime. 'Vater oozed from 
t he walls and chipped monotonously 
from the roof to creep sluggishly to a. 
l>la<'k lifeles�; sea in the deepest part 
of t h<- mine. The huge timberr. that 
propped t.h£ roof were covered \vith a. 
white fungus, which shone spectral in 
th� la mpJi�ht. 

THE swirling vapors grew thicker 
and the play of light on the fun

gus-co,·ered timbers formed strange, 
fantastic shadows. In a little while he 
�arne t.o a. plnee where farthel' prog
ress was blocked by an oddly twisted 
mass of debris. The heavy timbers 
that onc.e supported the roof were 
broken and, covered with the all-per
"'Rding white mold, they lay asprawl 
among the rocks. With an expression 
of vast. bewilderment Mcivor stood re-
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garding this new obstacle in his path. 
He might have remained there staring 
stupidly until the poisonous vapor 
choked his lungs and the mold crept 
up and covered him, but it was just at 
this time that she came to him. 

She walked from the tangle of tim
bers at the end of the gallery, and her 
manner was calm and composed, like 
one who keeps an appointment. 

" This way, " she said, and 1inking 
her arm in that of the burly miner, 
she Jed him into another gallery, 
which ran at right angles to the one 
he had been traversing. 

In a confused wav Mcivor marveled 
at her presence, but there was nothing 
of the hobgoblin about this trim maid 
whose head just topped his shoulder. 
As far a.c; he could judge, her dress 
was of the prevailing fashion. Her 
bobbed hair was covered by a shape
less red cap ; she wore a gray sweatet• 
over a flimsy red waist ; her skirt was 
of the usual knee-length, a.nd her feet 
were clad in low shoes with French 
heels. A ruddy color still lingering 
in her cheeks and certain little man
nerisms bespoke her Celtic origin ; 
humor lurked in her sparkling eyes ; 
but her youthful face had a drawn, 
wistful look. 

' ' I 've waited over long for you, " 
she said, and her words were terribly 
distinct. 

' ' You 've waited for me 1 ' '  said Mc
Ivor. " How did you know that I was 
coming, or for that matter, how did 
you come here yourself 1 ' '  

'' Please--please ! ' '  was her reply, 
" I  don't want to answer questions 
now. Talk to me-talk of anything 
but our plight-tell me of the things I shall never see again-sunset skies, 
rain beating on the pavements, hurry
ing crowds and long lines of bright 
store windows. " 

She sighed, and her grasp on his 
arm tightened. 

' ' I 've been here so long that I had 
almost forgotten that there are crea
tures of flesh and blood. Once there 

-u·cre rats, but the last one fled long 
ago. " 

" But-but, " Mel vor stammered, 
" I  mwd ask questions. I t 's not an 
hour since I l>roke into this old cave. 
Your talk is meaningless and wild, 
and yet," ( he again passed a hand 
over his forehead) ' ' strange things 
haYe happened. I can't understand 
your words-I can 't understand any
thing. Come ! Let us :find our way 
out of here. ' '  

" Poor man," said the girl, " don't 
you know 1hat you arc in the Golden 
Horn ? There's no way out. It's 
easy to come, bnt once here the walls 
close around you and you beat about 
forever. You have a. kind face. Tell 
me why yon came here. \Vhat have 
you done to <lcservc such a fate 1 ' '  

" Again I ten you that I do not 
know what. you mean, "  said Mcivor 
in a voice that sounded thin and 
strange. ' ' I  tell you that I came here 
from another mine. I have heard 
strange, foolish tales about this place, 
but I don't believe them. ' '  

With her free hand the girl beat 
at the encircling mists. 

' '  ' Hell is murky !-Fie, my lord, 
:fie ! '  " she quoted theatrically, then 
said in a more matter-of-fact tone : 
" Strange tales which you do not be
lieve ; well, I will tell a stranger on(> 
which you must believe. 

' ' Once in an evil hour I sinned a 
great sin. How long ago that was I 
do not know, for time means nothing 
here. I escaped man's vengeance by 
hiding here, but blood calls from the 
ground. Here I am, and here I must 
bide until the last trnmpet call shall 
rend these rocks. Strange are the 
paltry things for which we sell our 
souls. A few paces from here is the 
price of my sinning-ye11ow gold, 
heaps of it. I would give it all for a 
single ray of sunshine, but that 's 
never, never. ' '  

Her voice trailed off wistfully. 
The lamp on the miner's cap 

burned more :feebly. The malodorous 
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tide of mist and darkness had risen 
almost to their feet. Mcivor's confu
sion of thought was increasing, but he 
clung stubbornly to one idea. 

' ' 1\-loving picture stunts-tales of 
Captain Kidd 's buried treasure--all 
pure moonshine," he muttered. " I  
tell you it is time for us to get away 
from here. " 

" I  tell you that we can 't escape
you can't leave me, ' '  said the girl, 
clinging to him. ' ' Another man once 
sought to run a.way from fate. He 
was a great sinner, but there was no 
blood on his hands. He found a way 
out, but it was not by a road t hat you 
would care to travel. " 

In their walk they had reached a 
place where their path was partly 
blocked by fallen rock. 

" 0  stiff-necked one, " she said in 
an impatient tone, " look beneath yon 
rock and sec what you see. " 

\Vith nn impatient shrug Mcivor 
bent over the rock indicated, but at 
the sight of what lay underneath he 
tried to scream ; his tongue, however, 
clove to the roof of his mouth and no 
sound came forth. 

Beneath the crushing weight Jay 
the figure of a man. Caught by the 
descending rock, he lay asprawl like 
a beetle smashed by a heavy foot. The 
hair and beard had continued to grow 
after death and formed an unkempt 
tangle about· the fteshless features. 
\Vhite mold covered the partly mum
mified body with ghastly garments. 
Lying on its back, with mouth agape, 
the horror seemed to mock the living 
man. 

In fascinated horror Mel vor bent 
closer over the dreadful thing and as 
he did so a little stream of 

'
ice-cold 

water, issuing from the seamed roof 
above him, touched the back of his 
neclt and partly roused his dormant 
facultic�. 

" Hell 's fire, am I really mad ! "  he 
shrieked. 

He would have seized the girl with 
a sweep of his long arm, but just at 

that instant the light sputtered and 
went out, and his groping hand 
clutched at empty darkness. Moving 
quickly he bumped his head sharply 
against the roof. A trickle of blood 
ran down his face, but the pain and 
shock we1·e kind, for they broke the 
spell that had bound him for so long 
and he was once more alert and capa
ble. An odor like a faint perfume as.. 
saiJed his nostrils and he needed no 
one to tell him that this was the dead· 
ly black-damp. 

WITH death and nightmare ter-

ror urging him on, he began a 
mad race. The darlrness about him 
was now absolute, but blind fear guid
ed him well, for his feet found a path 
free from obstacles. Nature, however, 
has limits beyond which i t  cannot be 
driven, and the spark that drove the 
human machine was about to go out 
as the light had gone, when like a 
draft from some magical fountain a 
breath of pure air came to his labor· 
ing lungs and his hand touched an 
iron rail. Here was one of the galler· 
ies where men lived and worked
here a fan sent gusts of living air. 

He had not reached this haven any 
too soon, for behind him he heard the 
sound of breaking timbers and the 
crash of falling rocks. The mountain 
was settling, burying anew whatever 
secrets the old mine might hold. In 
so far as he was concerned they might 
lie there undisturbed until the judg. 
ment day. 

He staggered on until he saw a 
gleam of light, then, plunging for· 
ward like a drunken man, he slumped 
down on the hard ties of the tram 
road. He was so utterly weary that 
they seemed like a very comfortable 
bed. An electric light gleamed above 
him but no human beings were near. 

He lay very still, and presently the 
great. rats crept from their hiding 
places and stared at. him with their 
shifty eyes. Some of the bolder ones 
came very near him, but he made no 
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move to drive them away. The�-, at 
least, were creatures of the pleasant 
world that he had all but left foreYer. 
For a long time he did not. stir, but 
la�· gasping and panting, repeating 
over and over again great, meaning
less oaths without. reason or cont inui
ty, but

· 
at length he became composed 

enough to begi n  the long walk to the 
surface. 

11' WAS night when, pale and 
ghastly like one restored from the 

grave, Mcivor emerged from the mine, 
and although the season was midsum
mer, he shook as if with the a gue. 

Old Andy !\.fePhail, the grizzled 
Scotch watchman. found him as he 
stood blinking inanely at the stars, 
and Andy's <:anny eyes saw at once 
that something was amiss with his 
countr�·man. 

" Man dear, you 're trembling like a 
leaf, "  he exclaimed. " Here's a drop 
of something good. Now what il> it ? 

b 
. . 'l "  Has a ghost een entertammg �-ou • 

Before trusting himself to speak, 
Mcivor leaned against a. convenient 
pile of t imber and drank greedily 
from the proffered flask. The fier�
fiuid warmed his veins. stilled his 
chattering teeth and restored some of 
his native caution. He returned the 
liauor with the customarv word of 
th�mks and then gave the following 
aceount of his adventure : 

" No, And�·. I haven't been seeing 
ghosts, but I came near being onE> m�·
self. This evening I happened to 
sound one of the walls at the end of 
the mine. It rang hollow as a drnm, 
and in a few minutes I had broken 
into an old heading which I thought 
belon�ed t o  the Golden Horn mine. 
As �-ou know, it has been abandoned 
for years and there are no maps for 
it. All seemed cleat• and I sta rted to 
do a litt lc exploring. 

' ' The place had more gas in it than 
was good for me, and I became mud
dled and lost. my way. It's strange 
the things a few whiffs of bad air ean 

do to a man. In the end I managed 
to blunder out, but. my bend is still 
buzzing and I find it hard to think 
straight. " 

" \Veil ," said the old man medita
tively, " it may be that you were 
lucky. It's small good that's come to 
anyone who has dealings with the 
Golden Horn these many �-cars. Did 
you by any chance meet Red )like 
Flint or pretty Peggy Odel while you 
were investigating ? ' '  

' ' Red Mike ! Peggy Odel ! \Vho 
are they ? "  asked Mcivor without 
displaying too much interest. 

" Did vou neyer hear of them ? " 
asked the old man in surprizc . ' '  Oh. 
I remember that you are new to these 
parts, " he continued. " The�· were 
the pa.ir that worked the badger game 
on old Collins, the bank me!-;senger. 

" To be brief, they deeo:n�d him 
into a closed car where he was slugged 
and properly bound and gagged . Just 
what they meant to do with him will 
always be a mystery, but t he�- wen• 
taking him all bound and swathed 
like an Egyptian mummy, right 
through the streets of his natiYe vil
lage, when he managed pa rtly to frt?e 
himself and grappled with Red }like. 
The red one threw him smash to the 
pavement and his female aceompliee 
finished the work by emptying an 
automatic into her late admirer. 

" In spite of a great hue and cry 
the precious pair made good their es
cape. A car, said t� haYe been the one 
used in the t•obbery, was found in tht> 
mud of an old quarr�· near here, but. 
from that dav to this not n t race has 
ever been found of either miscrt:-ant 
or of the bank's money which went 
with them. Some people say that the�· 
took refuge in the Golden Horn and 
were caught by a cave-in, but there's 
no logical reason for such a belief. " 

4 ' 1 t 's a rum yarn, anywa�·." said 
Mcivor ; but as he walked awa�· he 
passed a band, which shook a little. 
over his forehead and mumbled : 
"Was I fey f "  



A Radio Horror, Created � a Mad Brain, 
J.,f etta ced the IPorld With Destruction 

The Electronic Plague 
By EDWARD HADES 

TH E  Electronic Plague, that in
fernal and unparalleled blight 
which spread over the country 

on the evening of September 10, 1935, 
just after nightfall when everybody 
was tuning up the radio--casting 
street and house into utter darkness, 
stopping completely the machinery of 
civilization, and striking tens of thou
sands of persons unconscious, hun
dreds of them never to awake-the 
Electronic Plague has never been 
satisfactorily explained to the public. 
Few know the true story. Officials 
of the War Department have, locked 
securely away in their most secret 
vault, the device that caused the woful 
disaster, and with it a document, the 
confession of Dr. Alexander Gnash, 
its inventor, who himself died in the 
plague. His niece, Ruth Palmer, 
understands how it happened ; and 
there is one other, Urban Woodward. 
Ruth and Urban are married and 
never mention the matter except at 
an intimate family .gathering, when 
the family, only a year old, merely 
gurgles and does not comprehend. 

It happened in the queerest way. 
Urban had been humming sweetly 
along at a modest twenty-five miles an 
hour. watching his speedometer in an
ticipation of the instant when it 
should register a total of 500 miles. 
He had promised the salesman to go 
those first 500 miles very slowly ; but 
he had promised himself to cover the 
501st mile at the maximum. Now the 
numbers were hoverin� at 499, about 
to change ; his impatient foot was 
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yearning to push the accelerator into 
the floor. At the crucial moment his 
engine calmly died, for no reason at 
all that Urban was aware of. 

With mock savageness be shook the 
steering wheel and glared at the 
futile, unmoving figures. Genuinely 
disappointed at the failure of his 
climax but still able to laugh, he exer
cised the starter-with no result. Not 
a sound came as he pressed and 
pressed and pressed again. 

Then gradually his lights went out. 
Beyond question there was something 
wrong, and his disappointment 
changed to annoyance and alarm. He 
was already half an hour late for an 
engagement. Desperately he took out 
his flashlight, intending to investi
gate ; his flashlight, too, went out im
mediately after he turned it on. 
Striking matches, he opened the hood 
-a mere formality, for he knew noth
ing about the motor. It looked just 
as usual to him. 

Here was a pretty fix ! He was still 
two miles away from Hawkspit, where 
lived his friend ' '  Elajne the fair, 
Elaine the lovable. ' '  

He sat on the running board and 
considered· ways and means. If an
other automobile would come along 
and render first aid-but nothing 
passed from either direction. Sud
denly he remembered going by sev
eral stalled machines before be him
self bad stalled. There seemed to be 
an epidemic of engine trouble over 
here in J"crsey. 
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Tracks for a trolley-car line ran 
along the road, but no car came, and 
he soon tired of waiting. With 
each minute he felt himself becoming 
more unpopular with Elaine. He be
gan to walk, intending to stop at the 
first house to use the telephone. 

The night was inky black except for 
occasional dim flashes of lightning, 
and as he walked even the lightning 
ceased to play. Coming to a. clearing 
laid out into building lots, he looked 
over the Palisades and the river to 
the other side. The sky was deep 
blue-black instead of its customary re
:tlected splendor. He rubbed his eyes 
and stared. The lights of New York 
had gone out ! 

Urban started fearfully. A peculiar 
terror seized him, an unnatural 
tremble stirred his limbs. It was 
1·ather enjoyable, almost voluptuous, 
and he tried to laugh it away. Some
thing had happened to him ; that was 
sure. Was it the end of the world T 
If it was that, would h e  be left alive 
and forgotten f 

But jest as he might, this feeling 
of being left alone i n  a changed world 
made him far from comfortable. The 
black air, heavy and lifeless, seemed 
unfit to breathe. He hurried on, ex
asperated at his lack of energy. At 
last a glimmer appeared by the road
side. A house loomed uncertainly, 
and his irritation vanished along with 
his vague imaginings. A house, a 
telephone, and soon he would be tell
ing Elaine how afraid of the dark he 
had been, and next calling a garage 
to take care of his car. Then, with 
Elaine, let it be as dark as the pit : 
he ,..,·ould never object ! 

URBAN stumbled and groped across 
the lawn, up to a veranda, and 

knocked at the door. Minutes passed 
before it opened and a figure in white 
stood holding a candle and waiting in 
silence. 

4 4 I want to use the telephone ; may 
I f , ' he asked politely. " My car has 
broken down. ' '  

N o  answer. The figure turned, with 
a backward glance that invited him 
in. He saw that it was a girl, tall. 
even taller than he, and young, with 
great eyes ashine iu the flickering 
light. He put on a bold though re
spectful smile, and assumed an ease 
he did not possess as he followed her. 

1 1  Are your lights out of commission 
too t "  he began, but she gave him no 
reply, only set the candle on a small 
table, indicated the telephone, and 
withdrew. Tactful she was, he 
thought, but mysterious, and greatly 
troubled. 

With his imagination running free 
again, Urban searched his pockets for 
Elaine's number. He lool{ed after the 
white-robeu figure with more interest 
than he paid the letters and cardR. 
She was at a window, bent over, chin 
resting on interlaced fingers. He be· 
lieved he heard a sob. Pity flooded 
his soul. 

He put the receiver to his ear and 
waited ; but wait as he would, and 
play with the hook, and plead 
" hello'

,
, no response came from the 

operator. He sat a long time, for
{!etting Elaine and wondering about 
the girl at the window. 

" Your phone's out of order, " he 
said lamely. 

" I  know, " she murmured. 
He studied her words. 
" May I stay with you-for a 

while ? "  
He \Vas gentle but sure. 
After long minutes, " You arc wel

come, ' '  she said. 
lie advanced toward her. 
" Oh, do not leave me ! "  she burst 

out, almost begging. ' ' Please don't 
go away ! There 

,
s something terrible 

going on tonight, and I cannot be 
alone any longer. Aunt 

,
s asleep, anu 

uncle-- . . . ' '  
She broke off sobbing. 
' ' That's all right.,

,
' he comforted. 

" I t 's just the lights, and they 'll go 
on soon, and you '11 feel better. Cheer 
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up ! Why, all Xew York is dark ! A 
�torm must. be eorning, and it has 
interfered with the power. ' '  

He took her hand, and she gaYe it 
to him so trustingly, and met his eyes 
so helpless)�-. that the image of El-aine 
at the baek of his mind was blotted 
out forever. 

" Let us aet acquainted, " he pro-
posed. 

"" 

' ' Take me outside, ' '  she said 
breathlessly. " I 'm stifling. There's 
!'>Omcthing wrong in here. I almost 
think there is somethin� wrong with 
the whole world tonight. I feel 
l'each· to lie down and die-. It is not 
a pain, it is not unpleasant, but it is 
becoming worse and worse. ' '  

It was true. rrban felt his former 
weakness returning. Some subtle 
poison was enen·ating him. and he 
was tempted to dose his eyes <1nd sur
render to deli<·ious ohlh·ion. Almost 
eollap:;in1f. he shook off his lassitude 
and hel ped th(' girl ont. to the ve
randa, where he plar:ed her in a swing
ing <'hair. She was so stric-ken that 
he .. almost had to carr�· her. 

" I t  is nothing, ' '  he assn red her. 
" It will pass. I '11 e:all you up tomor
row ( I  ha,-e �-our number _! .  and we'll 
laugh to remember hO\"' net'\·ons and 
foolish we have been. Do not gh.-e in. 
Listfn to me. Though it is a stupid 
thing to sa�-. I feel that I lun·e known 
;vou long. ..:\:nd I don't eYen know 
your name, nor you mine. n 

He stopped talking, and fell beside 
her. stunned. gnlping the air as if he 
were about to faint. lie was suffer
ing now. but fought for <>onsciousness. 
He lighted a cigarette and tried to 
laugh, but failed altogether. " I  . I " he heard 
her gasp. 

� · shall I . . .  get . . .  a 
glass of water ? "  he asked� with effort.. 

He pulled himself to his feet, 
wallced a. step. fell back, and ga·ve up. 

" No good pretending, " he said. 
" I  'm not weJI myself. " 

He tried to be na.tural, to smile, but 
terror gnawed at his heart. Some in
sidious fore.e seemed to be sap
ping his life away. He looked fixedly 
into her e�·es, the blank unfocused 
e�·es of one in a trance. He crept 
close to her, embraced her, and kissed 
her mouth. .\ long time they re
mained together t hus. A faint, de
spairing ery came from within the 
ltouse. but. the�· were conscious only 
of one another. 

" If we die," he deelared hoarsely, 
' ' it will be a shame, for I love you, I 
know. )fany times I have said this ; 
bnt. it is true this time. And this time 
t h('re seems no use in saying it. ' '  

" Hush. " she whispered, hardly 
a ndible. ' ' I  belieYe you. " 

" We. must. fig-ht." he insist cu. " We 
<·an never die. loYing like this. We 
must hold fa::.t to our love, and it will 
kN'P ns a1 in' for each other. Fight, 
Ill:'' dear. " 

.\nd as t he.Y dung and kissed she 
be<·ame less pas!Sh·e. Once she stroked 
his ch('('k. 

' ' But I am so sleepy, ' '  she com
plained. 

; ' Do not give in, ' '  he warned. 
' ' Fight, or it. rna:'· be the end. ' '  

' ' I  hardly <·are, " <'arne her weary 
repl�-. 

IT BEGXK to li�hten and thunder. 
One bolt

. 
struek dtreetly overhead, 

fairly shook the house, seemed to pass 
1·ight through them. Rain pattered 
on the roof and began to pour. 
Dreadful though the storm was. they 
weleomed it. It made the air alive 
again and <'barged with energy. 
rrban kis...�<l the girl softly and 
found strength t.o stand and hold her 
upright. They staggered a little way 
into the reviving ra.in. 

' ' I  must. �e to my aunt , ' '  she said, 
and went into the house. 

While he waited in the hall the 
lights winked and br:i,ghtened., settling 
a t  last into steady illumination. 
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Urban expanded with relief. Things 
were taking on their normal aspect 
again. 

The girl rejoined him, and an
nounced, very calmly : ' ' My aunt is 
dead. " 

' ' But., ' '  11e objected, ' ' not dead, 
surely ! ' ' 

" 1\Iy aunt is dead." 
" Your uncle-you mentioned your 

uncle, ' '  he stammered. 
" He is in the attic, at his radio, " 

she said stonily. 
He followed her glance toward a 

door, and started to open it. 
" Don 't., ' '  she commanded, holding 

his arm. " Don 't eo . . . He is 
a madman, or worse. I am afraid to 
go ncar him. " 

" He may need help, "  Urban per
sisted. 

With his hand on the knob. he hesi
tated, sensing danger. .All 

·
the evil 

and strange events of the night rose 
in I 1.s mind, connecting themselves 
with this uncle and his mysterious 
radio. It was in obedience to a dut�· 
not to be shirked that he opened the 
door. He flung it wide and stepped 
back. 

A dim white light, a ghostly kind 
of mist, radiating all the colors of the 
spectrum, streaked oYer the stairs 
from above. 

" What is it f "  he asked in fearsome 
awe. 

" I  never saw this before. But it 
must be what affected us, what killed 
my annt. Keep away from it. Oh, 
take me out of this terrible place ! "  

"Later : but first I sha 11 have a 
look." · 

As he moved forward the old spell 
came over him again. But she was 
at his side, and, supporting eaeh 
other, they faeed the unknown power. 

" Let us see what it is. this radio of 
your unele 's, " he said with foreed 
ligllt.ness. 

Clinging together, they charged the 
stairs and surveyed the attic. It was 
unearthly i n  this odd white light. 

'Vires and tools were everywhere 
a bout., confusing and blocking their 
progress. 

" In the corner, there ! "  the girl 
exclaimed. 

At a table piled with battery-boxes 
and flashing lights, from which ema
nated the white glow, sat a motionless, 
gray old man. 

" It has killed him, too, " the �i rl 
said, unmoved. 

The man's head, blackened hideous
ly, rested on his shoulder, and his 
black gown was almost burned away. 

' ' This is no radio, no ordinary 
radio, " Urban exclaimed. 

Swiftly he went to the table and 
overturned it.. The instruments of 
death and destruction crackled, sput
tered, nnd subsided ; the unwholesome 
light disappeared wit.h the wreckag<'. 

' ' That hellish contraption wilJ do 
no more harm, I guess. Shall we go 
down 1 ' '  

" It has done its harm, I fear, " the 
girl mourned. ' '  Oh, how could he! 
He hated us. he hated the whole 
world, for no 

·
reason whatever ! But 

he was not wicked. I have always 
thought him mad. ' '  

l'rban stooped to pick u p  a paper, 
and led her below. Under a soothin� 
lamp, while the girl wept without re
straint, they read : 

To '"borut>ver it mav t'oncem-and I dnre· 
sa"\' if. ronrerns the whole world, for I be· 
Jie\•e the whole world goes honking and 
clanking past my honst', disturbing the quiet 
of nn· thought:i .. breaking in upon my mus· 
ings: But not after tonight! This night 
I menn to Jet loose m�· pol"t"er upon the air. 
The Hertzian waves, mstead of bearing 
jaz.z bands and bedtiml'- stories, shall broad
<'ast the Gnash electronic force which shaH 
stop this J'u;;lt of automobiles, these garish 
lights-shall, in fad, stop this damnable 
age of machinery which I loa. the! Tom or· 
rolr a new civilization shall �in, an age 
of peace nnd contemplation. 

I know my im·ention will destroy auto· 
mobiles. It will cripple power plants; it 
must paralyze everytbmg that runs by elec
tricit-y. And what else it ll'ill do I cannot 
sa.y. 
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This theory that life itself is electricity 
mnkcs me pa.use. • • • Wha.t then ! 
Sha.Jl I broadca.st death 1 But I will go on. 
Tl1c Electronic Plague-<�n with the Elec
tronic Plague ! 

THEY talked, while a rose and gray 
dawn revealed the earth to them 

again. Urban went for his machine; 
it ran as if nothing bad happened to 
it, and was now awaiting them by the 
roadside. 

" Let us get started, " he was say
in g. 

' ' I  should think you would despise 
me. ' ' 

' ' On account of your uncle f But 
you had nothing to do with all that. 
I love you and you love me. Your 
uncle was a cruel and decadent man, 
but he is dead. It was a narrow 
escape, but we loved each other, and 
our love kept us alive. . . I 
have been through fire and earth
quake in my time, through flood and 
cyclone. I lived through the influenza 
epidemic, and now the Electronic 
Plague. Nothing can kill me. ' '  

"It is possible, " she ventured, 
' ' that all the rest of mankind is 
dead." 

' ' And only we two living? Hardly. 
You shall see. ' '  

At that moment a folded newspaper 
described an arc and dropped upon 
the porch, while the carrier continued 
on his way with a whistle. 

' 1  'rhat fellow at least is a survivor. 
And the morning paper comes as 
usual, to tell us all about it. On 
Doomsday, I verily believe, the papers 
will be issued with full accounts of 
the event, and lists of the sheep and 
the goats. " 

He opened it eagerly, and they read 
of a mystified country, interrupted 
wheels, unconscious people, thousands 
stricken, hundreds estimated as dead, 
but many recovering, and affairs in 
general struggling back to proper 
functioning. 

' '  This is stupendous, ' '  she grieved. 
' ' I  feel as i f  I were in some way re
sponsible. ' '  

" You shall never be connected with 
it, " he said with conviction. " We 
are the only two who know, and we 
need never say a word, though I 
know a newspaper man who would 
be grateful for the tip." 

' '  'fhis will haunt me all my life. I 
must tell. I shall never be merry 
again as long as I live. Better i f  I 
had died too. ' '  

' ' From now on you shall be happy, 
for you are going to enjoy life, with 
me," he consoled her. " Why, many 
a time I have felt ready to lie down 
and die, and instead packed up and 
�tarted for some other spot on the 
earth. Civil-engineering in Central 
America with the marines 
in Haiti teaching in the 
Philippines . . back home to 
Illinois and the farm . . off 
again to Texas oil fields . . • 

just as soon as existence staled and 
the joy of living evaporated, with me 
it has been away to pastures new 
seeking happiness. ' '  

" I  shall never b e  happy, " she in· 
sis ted. 

" You shall. Try it with me. 
Here, selling stock i n  New York, I 
have been successful and contented. 
Married to you, everything will be 
perfect. \Vhy, dear, we love each 
other, and that settles it. Come. I 
shall marry you, in spite of your 
mood, no matter what you say. ' '  

And so it was. . . . Later in 
the day, having attended to their per
�onal affairs, they found a moment to 
discuss what was to be done about the 
disaster. They deemed it best to re. 
port the matter to authorities at 
·washington. The War Department 
took control and ordered secrecy. 
That was all ; except that certain 
knowing ones declare that the United 
States can now enforce peace among 
the nations, and that there will never 
be another war. 



Author of "The Jlalley of Teeheemen" 
SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDISG 

C/l,�.H'TERS 

AIDING R<>derick Sharon in his search 
for his daughter, who was kidnaped 

by dog-faced savages in the wilds of 
Brazil, Holton and his comrades seek out 
the Valley of Teeheemen, which they had 
visited fivP. years before. They find the 
city of Teeheemen deserted, the cave 
men of Morop fled from the hollow moun
tain, and the temple inhabited by enor
mous milk-white snakes and great, 
round-headed birds. Following the river 
in .:;earch of the thirty thousand vanished 
inhabitants of Teeheemcn, they rescue 
l>uros, who is a slave to the race of 
dog-faced men that have captured 
Sharon's daughter Rosalie. Duros and 
Holton effect the rescue of the five 
thousand survivors of the tribe i n  the 
ca\•es of Ugu, king of the dog-faced 
men. Holton .and Rosalie, attempting 
to make good their escape, encountet· 
the great beast teeheemen, and Holton 
shoots its eyes out. It wanders away 
and dies. The rest of Holton's party 
see it die, and try to find Holton and 
Rosalie, but the two cannot be found. 

10 

WHEN Holton and Rosalie had 
followt>d the trail broken bv 
the wounded teeheem·en for � 

mile, they paused to allow the girl to 
fa.<.;ten the leather lacing of one of her 
sandals. 

Holton watched hcr n�; she stoope�l 
on one knre. \\Then he raised hi=
glanc·e again to the surrounding YegE'· 
tation, he utterrd an exclamation of 
astonishment and bt·ought his rifle ttl 
hi� shouldt>r. At the report of thC' 
"·eapon, Rosalie Sharon rose to her 
feet and sa.w a dog-faced warrior fall 
in the t hieket bt>fore h('r. ..:\not hc·r 
and another went down before the un
erring aim of Holton. 

The thicket sul'l'onnding the two 
was swarming with the Si:lYRges. Hoi · 
ton fil·ed 1mtil a. rush of some hnnd rNl 
of the dog-faced men oYerwhelmNl 
him and bore him, with his gun 
clubbed, to the earth. 

" The white queE>n of the rin'r men 
Will be returned tO the CaYe Of rgu, " 
announced the <'hieftain of the saY
ages, speaking in the langnage of the 
men of T€'eheemen. " The white king 
shall also go with her. The white 
king and queen will make a good fea;;;t 
for King r gu. ' '  

The arms o f  Holton were pinioned 
behind his b.:J<'k <Hld ht> was escorted 
with Rosalie through the jungle back 
toward the can�s of the dog-faced 
saYages. 

After a long march without inter
mission. the open fields skirt ing the 

141 
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River of Teeheemen were again 
reached. Down the face of one of the 
bluffs the two were led to the edge of 
the river. 

The march continued pnst the 
prison caves, where for so long the 
men and w<:"'len of Teehcemen had 
been herded for safe keeping. 

\Vhen the prison caves had been 
passed, the entrances in the side of 
the bluffs became more numerous. 
From every cave mouth the dog men 
appeared and shouted curses at the 
two captives of the war party. 

The warriors conducting Rosalie 
Sharon and Holton finally halted at 
the mouth of a large cave. A fat sav
age came from the interior. 

" Ugu has commanded that the 
white queen be returned to the cave 
of the king until her slaughter is or
dered, " said the fat savage. " You 
may also take the white male with 
you to the same place. ' '  

" \Ve'll let them see the interior of 
your butcher shop, " announced the 
chieftain, forcing Rosalie to enter the 
place. 

Holton felt his sensibilities reel as 
he walked into the horror place, and 
Rosalie Sharon closed her eyes so that 
she could not view the uncanny sight 
before her. From the walls about 
were hanging the slaughtered bodies 
of human beings. Some were the en
tire bodies. From others, various por
tions of the body had been removed 
according to the desire of the pur
chaser of human flesh. 

' ' That is the second time I have 
been in that terrible place, " Rosalie 
announced to Holton when they were 
again in the outer world. " The cap
tives, such as those that you and your 
friend liberated last night, have been 
slaughtered and their flesh sold from 
the butcher caverns the same as we in 
America slaughter and retail the flesh 
of cattle. It is t(;rrible--terrible ! "  

· · What will they do, now that the 
men of Teeheemcn are gone 1 ' ' he 
asked. 

' ' They will go and attack some 
otl1er nation just. as they carried 
the people of Teehcemen into captiv
ity." 

The entrance tO the cavern where 
King Ugu lived was reached, and the 
entire party entered the place. It 
was lighted with a. number of fires 
whose smoke issued through holes 
that. had been made through the roof 
of the cavern to the outer wor!d. 

Torches stood i n  various niches 
along the walls, and beautiful stalac
tites of silica reflected sparklingly 
the glimmer of the light from the 
fires. 

In one of the far recesses of the 
great cave the two were led before 
King Ugu. The dog-faced ruler of 
the savage dog men was seated like a. 
tailor on the skin of an enormous 
saber-tooth tiger, known to the men of 
'feeheemen as the begri. 

A hideous smile played over his 
features, his pug nose lifting after 
the fashion of a. bull terrier's as he 
exposed his wolflike teeth in an ex
pression of pleasure over the recap
ture of Rosalie Sharon. 

" Elee has done we1I," he an
nounced in praise of the captain of 
the forces who had made the capture. 
' ' Not only has he brought back the 
white female, but a male as well. 
Three suns from now King Vgu will 
have a great feast and Elee shall help 
him t.o eat the flesh of the white queen 
and her brother. rntil then confine 
them in the recess near the upper 
mouth of the cave. " 

Ugu raised both of his arms above 
his head in sign that the arraignment 
was at an end and that the judgment 
be had passed was final. 

'l'he warriors commanded by Chief 
Elee hurried the captives along the 
cavern for a quarter of a. mile before 
they led them into a small recess that 
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joined the outer main <'ave by a nar
row opening. Into the small recess, 
Holton and Rosalie were t hrust. Chief 
Elee selected six of his greatest war
riors to serve as guards a t  the open
ing and then departed from the spot. 

1 1  

BENTON and the other members of 
the expedition came to an abrupt 

halt when they had proceeded some
thing like half a mile from the tree 
where Holton and Rosalie had escaped 
from the techeemcn. 

At a warning from Benton, the 
members of the party crouched lilte 
hunted animals to the earth. The in
dividual who had been observed by 
Benton l1ad also detected the mem
bers of the party before they could 
fall to the earth. 

" Be not afraid, " came the cry in 
the language of the men of Teehee
men. " It is Duros and his men, who 
are seeking the w bite gods. ' '  

I n  another minute, the members of 
the two groups had united, and Duros 
explained to Benton what had oc
curred in the fields and along the 
river before the prison caves and the 
caverns of habitation of the men of 
Ugu. Gomo leapt several times into 
the air with sheer delight at sight of 
Benton and Otter. 

u Holton must have returned to the 
ca.mp tree, » Otter insisted. " I  '11 bet 
a horse ( if there is one in the Valley 
of Teeheemen) that he is in camp 
waiting for us now. ' '  

The return toward the tree camp 
was continued. The place was ap
proached and soon the men stood be
neath the tree where the platform had 
been constructed. Holton and Rosalie 
were not at the place. 

" They have tried to reach the city 
of Teeheemen, probably, " Benton 
suggested. ' ' We should not all have 
left the camp. They may have ar
rind here during our absence, and 

not finding us, have gone to the city 
beyond the plain.

,
' 

" Let us follow them, " said Otter. 
" I t's the best plan, I believe," Ben

ton agreed. 
The march for the city of Teehee

men was begun, and four hours later 
the men reached the treeless plain 
and proceeded toward the city with
out stopping. Another long march 
and the wal1s of the city became visi
ble in the distance. Another hour anu 
the party stood at the main entrance 
in the wall. 'fhe rescued inhabitants 
had all arrived and the stone entrance 
had been closed. At the approach of 
the Duros party with the white men, 
the stone opening slid aside and the 
detachment entered. 

" Did the other white god and a 
white female arrive bere t »  Duros 
demanded of the guards at the gate. 

'fhe men replied that they had 
not seen the two. 

' '  'I' hey are not here, ' '  Duros spoke. 
' ' They are lost somewhere there in 

the Y alley of Teeheemen, '
, 

suggested 
Otter. 

" Or else they have been slain by 
wild animals or recaptured by the 
men of Ugu. , 

Ben ton and Otter, with the other 
members of their party, were as
signed to quarters in the old palace 
that had once been the residence of 
King Urlns when first they Jmew the 
Valley of Techeemcn. 

Leaving Sharon and the others, who 
were worn out from their long trip, 
Benton and Otter walked about the 
formerly deserted city. On every 
hand there was feverish activity. 
Thousands of spears had been fash
ioned during the day and bows and 
arrows had been made in great num
bers. Great stones had been lifted to 
the top of the walls of the city in 
preparation for the expected attack 
from the men of Ugu should they at
tempt to retake the city of Teehee
men. 
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Duros had assumed complete 
c·harge, and to him Benton and Otter 
took one of the extra rifles that had 
been eanicd by their guides. They 
also brought one for Gomo, who was 
at the headquarters of his chief when 
the two white men arrived. 

' ' You will know how to use these 
in case of an attack, ' '  Benton said. 

Duros a.nd Gomo both expressed de
light at again possessing one of the 
thunder sticks. 

" The dog-faced men threw our oth
ers. given b�· the white gods, into the 
river after they had captured us," 
Duros explained. 

Benton and Otter walked to the 
stone entrance. \Vhen they arrived 
the gate was being opened to admit a 
number of men who had been on a 
hunting exp('dition for the native 
deer in the scrub thickets that skirtod 
the river a short distance from the 
<·it.y. There were fifty men in the 
party, a.nd the�· carried twenty large 
<lnimals, whi('h the�' had slain. 

' ' Our people have been hunting all 
da�· and bringing game into the city," 
one of the guards explained. " We 
.nrc drying the meat in the sun and 
smoking it for future use. The fruit 
trees within the walls of the city are 
heavily laden with fruit. The people 
of the eit)· will be prepared to stand 
11 long siege. ' '  

' 1  We can always go into the world 
beyond the hollow mountain," Ben
ton suggested. " There is food in 
abundance there if we run short after 
the dog men la�r siege to this place. '' 

" If Holton and 1\fiss Sharon were 
only here. " remarked Otter, "I 
t>hould relish an assault against this 
place by the hound faces. " 

' ' If the two do not come by tomor
row, ' '  said Benton, 1 ' it will be our 
duty 1o organize a company and at
tempt once again to find them. I am 
in hopes that the�· "·ill yet reach here 
tonight. " 

SHORTL L' before the following da'\\"ll, 
Benton� Otter and Sharon, with 

the three guides, w-ere awakened from 
their sleep by a messenger from 
Duros. 

" The men of Ugu are about the 
walls of the. city, ' '  he informed them 
excited)�-. ' ' The fighting is even now 
beginning before the outer walls. H 

Otter and the others hurriedly arose 
and followed the guide toward the 
outer walls. 

' ' We had better take up our posi
tion at a point where the danger is 
the greatest, " said Benton. " The men 
of Teeheemen generally are not in 
good physical condition. Their long 
captivit)• has rendered them weaker 
than in normal times. " 

" Did you bring your bombs f "  
asked Otter, turning t o  Benton. 

' ' I  did, ' '  he replied. ' ' I  brought 
one dozen of them with me. The�· 
are not hea'T to carry, not more so 
than a similar number of baseballs. " 

" The point. of greatest danger is 
the wall before the gate, " the mes
senger announced. ' ' One assault was 
made there this morning in the tlrst 
attack. The dog-faced men want to 
get inside the wall at that point 
if possible and roll the stone ga.te 
back. Then the thousands who a re 
without on the pla.ins before the city 
can rush in and again overwhelm and 
carry away our people. ' '  

" 'Ve '11 go t o  the gate, then, " Ben
ton announced, and the march toward 
that point was resumed with quick-
ened pace. . 

As the gate was approached, the 
men of Benton 's party could detect 
that a. second determined assault was 
taking place upon the walls at that 
point. 

The members of the party ran. A 
battle between dog-faced warriors who 
had succeeded in scaling the high 
outer wall and gaining the inside in 
the vieinity of the gate was taking 
place. 
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Benton and Otter drew their auto
matics for the close fighting, and 
rushing into the contending battlers, 
they began firing at the dog-faced 
savages, one aiter another i n  rapid 
succession. Sharon imitated their ex� 
ample, and the three guides also fol
lowed in the attack. 

The immediate danger within the 
walls was again disposed' of, and Ben
ton, with the others, ascended to the 
top of the wall where the fighting men 
of Teeheemen were gathered resisting 
the efforts of the dog-faced savages 
who were swarming beforo the city. 

The dog men, in addition to their 
spears and bows, were carrying thou
sands of long poles, which they had 
brought to use in scaling the walls. 
Benton and Otter, when they reached 
the top of the wall, saw one of the 
attempts made to scale the wall at a 
point a hundred yards to the right 
()f the stone gate. 

Dog-faced savages carrying a dozen 
pole ladders rushed toward the wall. 
Several of their number went down 
with arrows in their vitals from the 
unerring bows of the men of Teehee� 
men. The poles were finally lodged 
against the top of the outer wall and 
the dog-faced men with their claw

equipped hands and feet ran up the 
poles with the agility of squirrels. 

The warriors of Teeheemen gath
ered at that point to resist the assault. 
Terrific battling took place for sev
eral minutes before the men of Tee
beemen were successful in throwing 
down the pole ladders. The savages 
who had gained the top of the wall 
fought with indescribable fury, and 
several of the men of Duros were slain 
before their assailants were forced 
back into the plain before the outer 
wall. Three score of the savages 
rushed close to the wall and attempted 
again to raise the long poles into po
sition for climbing. 

The enonnous stones that had been 
hoisted to the walls by the men of 

Teeheemen came into good use. Sev
eral of the large ones were released 
and crashed upon the laboring sav
ages at the base of the wall A dozen 
of the dog-faced men met death from 
the crushing weights before they 
could reach the zone of safety. 

A lull occurred in the attack, fol
lowing this assault. The thousands 
of men of Ugu withdrew and rested. 
Benton and Otter had an opportunity 
to study the situation. 

' ' They are preparing for a. detel'\o 
mined assault on the gateway, " said 
Benton, giving his analysis of the 
movements that were taking place sev· 
eral hundred yards before the main 
entrance to the city. 

" It appears so, " Otter agreed. 
After half an hour had passed, one 

of the chief captains of the men of 
Ugu approached closer to the city 
wall and spoke in a loud voice. 

" Men of Duros, men of Teeheemen, 
the warriors of U gu are going to cap
ture your city. In two suns, King 
Ugu of the river dwellers will sacri
fice the white queen and a white male 
of her kind to the spirits of the river 
and prepare a great feast from their 
bodies. The men of Teeheemen can
not resist the gods of the river men 
when they have been pleased by the 
offerings made by King Ugu. The 
gods of the river fight with the men 
of Ugu. The men of Teeheemen may 
live much longer if they will surren
der now and again become subject to 
the men of Ugu." 

Duros and Gomo, who had joined 
with Benton and Otter, listened to the 
offer of the captain of U gu with 
scorn. 

Duros started to reply, but his ef
fort was cut short by the report of 
Otter's rifle, and the captain of the 
men of Ugu fell with a bullet in his 
forehead. 

"That's my method of arguing 
with those dogs, '' remarked Otter. 
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ult was a long shot but this is a 
darned good gun. ' '  

With the falling of the captain a 
yell of anger and defiance rose from 
the ranks of the savages before the 
walls. 

4 4  DID you get what that hom1d-iace 
said ? ' '  Benton asked. ' '  Hol

ton and Miss Sharon have been re
captured and must be confined in the 
cavern of King Ugu. In two days 
they are to be offered to the river gods 
of the dog men and their bodies util
ized for a feast by the king. ' '  

" " We 'll have to make an attempt to
night to rescue them, " Otter affirmed. 

" Yes, " Benton agreed, " if we have 
to blast our way through the cavern 
of King Ugu himself with some of my 
bombs. ' '  

Gomo approached with Duros, and 
Benton announced to the men of Tee
heemcn what he and Otter were con
templating. 

' '  Gomo knows the way to the cavern 
of Ugu," announced the companion 
of Duros. " Gomo was confined as a 
slave for the white queen in the cav
ern. There are two entrances to the 
cave. One is the main opening in the 
face of the river bluff and the other is 
one that leads into the fields. The last 
entrance is not known to many, even 
of the men of Ugu themselves. It is 
l•ept guarded by six of the best war
riors of the royal cavern. The side 
envcm joining the main cave where 
the white queen was always kept, is 
but a short distance from the opening 
into the fields. " 

' ' Then what is to prevent our gain
ing entrance to the royal cave of Ugu 
tonight ? "  Benton exclaimed. " Will 
you go with us, Gomo 'l "  

The big native nodded. 
" Gomo will go and show the way. " 
" Duros would go, too, " announced 

the chieftain. 
"But Duros should remain with his 

warriors and direct the battle for the 

safety of the city, " Benton insisted. 
' ' Otter, Gomo and I will leave at dark 
for the cavern of Ugu and attempt to 
enter it and release Hoi ton and Miss 
Sharon. ' '  

The conversation was interrupted 
by a sudden rush toward the city gate 
of several thousand of the dog-faced 
warriors. Benton passed two of his 
bombs to Otter with hurried instruc
tions regarding the setting of the re
lease key. 

" Wait until I give the word," he 
ordered. ' ' Let them swarm up close 
to the wall, then throw one as far from 
the wall as you can, right into the 
midst of them. ' '  

The men of Ugu had planned an 
overwhelming assault. The onrushing 
horde carried several hundred long 
poles for scaling the wall and eon. 
centrated in a mass many hundreds 
deep before the wall in the vicinity 
of the gate. 

The warriors of Teeheemen on the 
walls hurled great stones upon the 
crowds beneath, but the dog men 
paid no attention to the death of so 
many of their fellows and persisted 
in the effort to scale the wall. 

Benton waited until the tops of sev
eral long poles were shoved to the top 
of the wall, then set the release key 
of the bomb to explode in six seconds. 
He hurled the bomb into the thickest 
of the yelling mob of savages. The 
f:'xplosiou was terrific and the results 
horrifying. Hundreds of the dog
faced warriors were torn to pieces and 
additional hundreds stunned and 
maimed. 

Otter in emulation of the example 
of Benton cast his bomb into another 
section of the massed crowd, with 
even more devastating effect than the 
one hurled by Benton. The survivors 
before the city gate rushed away in 
panic-stricken haste and paused only 
within their lines, a quarter of a mile 
from the walls. 
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The warriors of Duros at the begin
ning of the retreat rolled aside the 
stone door and began slaughtering 
their wounded and stunned enemies 
who had not been killed outright by 
the bombs. As the dog men fled from 
before the city wall, Duros returned 
with Oomo to the side of Benton. 

A smile of delight played upon the 
features of the Teeheemen chieftain. 

" The white gods are more powerful 
than ever, ' '  he said. ' ' The city of 
Teeheemen is safe as long as they are 
here. ' '  

" Safe until the bombs ru n  out, , 
Otter interrupted. ' ' How many did 
you bring, Benton ! "  

" I  brought only one dozen. We 
have ten left. I wish there were a 
hundred, so that we could defy the 
men of Ugu to take this city. When 
our supply is exhausted we shall not 
have much chance to prevent the ene
my from pouring over the wall. There 
appear to be many thousands of the 
creatures. " 

" W·e can fight them off until we 
have no more, " Otter suggested, 
" then there is nothing to prevent the 
men of Teeheemen from fleeing 
th1·ough the hollow mountain into the 
outer world and migrating to a newer 
country. " 

Benton nodded. 
' ' I  believe there will be no further 

attacks today. 'Ve must make the at
tempt to reach the cave of Ugu to
night. I am going to leave all but 
three of my bombs with Duros. I 
can teach him how to release the 
mechanism that explodes them and 
set the length of time suitable for 
this condition before we go. In that 
manner Duros and his men can hold 
the city until we return. ' '  

Benton and Otter sought out Duros. 
They explained to the chieftain and 
Sharon their intention. The latter re
quested that he be given part of the 
bombs in order to assist in the defenee 

of the city, while the two with Gomo 
were away on their trip. 

'Vhen the instruction in bomb 
throwing had been given to Duros and 
Sharon, then Benton, accompanied 
by Otter and Gomo, returned to the 
quarters in the former palace to sleep 
and rest before the strenuous activi
ties they knew must await them in the 
coming night. 

12 

WHEN the detachment of Elee had 
retired into the far recesses of 

the cavern, Holton began making ef
forts to release his bonds. Rosalie 
assisted him and succeeded in unty
ing the damp leather thongs with 
which he had been fastened. 

Holton stretched his arms to relieYc 
the muscles that had been cramped as 
a result of the position in which they 
had been held so long. He began 
studying the recess in which they were 
lodged. There was no visible exit ex
cept the one through which they had 
entered the place. The six guards re
mained within the mouth of the exit 
with their spears constantly ready for 
action. 

" Is there no exit other than the one 
through which we came into the main 
cavern ! ' '  Holton asked. 

' ' There is another that extends back 
into the distant recesses of the bluff 
and opens somewhere into the fields. 
Gomo informed me to that effect, but 
I ha,ve never been taken thro·ugh that 
exit. " 

The day passed, and when evening 
had come to the outer world, several 
dog-faced savages brought a quantity 
of fruit to the captives. When the 
two had finished eating of the food be
fore them, a half dozen guards came 
to relieve the ones who had been sta
tioned all day at the mouth of the 
cavern. 

A half hour after the relief guard 
had been stationed, a number of the 
chief captains accompanied King Ugu 
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into the recess where Holton and 
Rosalie were sitting. The fat butcher, 
whom Holton remembered as the one 
he had seen in charge of the butcher 
cave, was in the crowd. Holton and 
Rosalie rose to their feet when the 
procession entered. 

' '  U gu has ordered the feast day ad
vanced, ' '  the king explained, pausing 
before Rosa!ie. He noted then that 
Holton's bonds were loosed, and im
mediately commanded his men to bind 
both of the captives. 

Holton knocked three of the dog 
men to the floor with his fists before 
he was forced down by sheer weight 
of numbers. 'Vhcn he had again 
been secured, Ugu spoke. 

" The spirits of the river gods, " he 
explained, ' ' demand a retribution for 
the men of Ugu who have been ::;la.in 
before the walls of the city of Teehee
men. They demand a glorious sacri
fice, one that is certain to appease 
their displeasure and again bring vic
tory to the arms of the men of U gu. 
The greatest sacrifice that Ugu can 
order is to slay that which he holds 
the most valuable. The white queen 
is his choicest possession. She shall 
die when the god of day kisses the 
river at the coming of the next sun. 
Muto the king's butcher, shall slaugh-, . 
ter her and her companion as a sacrl· 
fice. Muto shall determine i f  she is in 
good condition for the slaughter. "  

As Ugu ceased speaking, the fat 
butcher stepped forward and took 
Rosalie by the arm. He felt carefully 
of her flesh and continued his exami
nation to her lower limbs. He un· 
fastened the one-piece trapping which 
she wore and lowered it from her 
shoulders. Satisfied with his exami
nation, he turned to Ugu, who had 
been watching the inspection con· 
ducted by his chief butcher. 

" The flesh of the white queen is of 
good texture, " he announced. " It 
will be pleasing to the river gods that 

she die, and her flesh will be meat for 
the king 's table. '' 

1\futo then gave Holton a less care
ful examination and made a similar 
announcement regarding the edible 
properties of Holton. 

"Let them die, then, " Ugu ordered, 
' ' when the sun of the new day 
comes. ' '  

H e  turned toward the exit into the 
main cavern, his retinue of subjects 
following. 

When the procession had disa.p.. 
peared, Holton turned to Rosalie. 

" Vl e must make a determined ef
fort to get out of here, ' '  he announced 
grimly. 

' ' Better to die in the effort than to 
wait humbly to be led to the sham· 
bles, ' ' she said. 

' '  'V e must get rid of these bonds 
again, ' '  he announced, and stooping, 
he attacked the knots about Rosalie 's 
wrists with his teeth. Several min
utes were required to gain the release 
of the girl, and she i n  turn released 
Holton from his bonds. 

The latter walked to one of the 
three torches that were burning in 
niches in the wall. He put out the 
fire and began removing the charred 
fragments of wood. When he had 
completed the task he had a spear 
some four feet in length of solid wood 
with a hardened, needlelike point. 

' ' If you know the direction in 
which to go after we emerge from this 
recess into the general cavern, to reach 
the exit into the fields above the river 
bluffs, I am determined to make an 
attempt. " 

' ' I  know that,''  she replied. 
" 'Ve shall wait until late in the 

night, when the guards at the en
trance become drowzy, " he an
nounced. " All the other men of Ugu 
will be sleeping. It may seem foolish 
to make such an attempt, but it is a 
case of grasping at the last straw." 

" Yes, " she admitted, " it is our last 
chance. ' '  
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13 

WFEN darkness had settled upon 
the city of Teeheemen, Benton, 

Otter and Gomo completed their 
preparations for the journey into the 
land of the river caves to attempt the 
rescue of their friend Holton and the 
daughter of Roderick Sharon. 

From the defiances that had been 
hurled at the warriors of Duros be
fore the walls of the city by the be
sieging dog men, they felt certain 
that the captives must be in the royal 
cavern of Ugu. 

Benton, in addition to his rifle, car
ried three of his patent bombtl, and 
Gomo had the rifle that l1ad been fur
nished him by Benton, in addition to 
his spear. 

' ' I  shall carry the spear, ' '  the big 
native announced, • '  for it ma.kes no 
noise when it kills and there may be 
places when silence will be important 
during the journey of the night . ' '  

The three did not emerge from the 
stone gate, but chose a point to be let 
down from the wall, where they cal
culated there would be the least pos
sible danger of detection. Once with
out the walls, they took their way 
carefully across the outlying plain be
fore the city. Not until they had 
reached the border of the dense jungle 
did they venture to speak. 

When the heavy undergrowth was 
reached, Gomo, who knew the terr�
tory by night, immediately assumed 
the lead and the three hastened for
ward with all possible speed. 

Before midnight, Oomo halted and 
pointed toward a ravine before them. 

" The entrance from the fields is 
there, ' '  he said. 

In silence the three crept forward 
and entered a large crevice in the 
rocky surface of the ground. They 
soon found themselves in the inner 
recesses of the cavent. 

Benton utilizeci hls flashlight until 
they arrived at a point indicated by 
Gomo as being near the place where 

they might expect to find the captives. 
lt'rom there the party felt its way for
ward in the darkness, fearing to util
ize the flashlight because of the dan
ger of detection. 

A turn in the general direction of 
the cavern brought the glow of a 
torch in the distance to the view of 
the three. 

' •  There, ' '  whispered Gomo, ' ' is the 
prison chamber. Gomo believes that 
it is there we shall find the white 
woman and man. ' '  

Carefully the three crept forward. 
They noted that there were six men 
guarding the entrance. Two were 
standing and the other four were re
clining about the mouth of the prison 
recess in various attitudes of ease. 

'l'he three were within fifty yards of 
the place when they noted a sudden 
commotion among the group of 
guards. They saw the figure of a sev
enth man leap among them and fell 
the two standing guards with sepa
rate blows from a bludgeon. The 
other four leapt to their feet and at
tacked the man, forcing him back in
to the recess from which he had 
emerged. 

" I t 's Holton ! "  exclaimed Benton, 
running forward at full speed. 

14 

WITH the final decision to make 
an effort to escape by attacking 

the six guards when the best oppor
tunity should present itself, Holton 
and Rosalie lay down on the skins 
that had been placed in the recess 
when it was first occupied by the girl. 
They talked for several hours about 
incidents of their lives during the past 
two years, and she told Holton of her 
capture by the claw men, who were 
accompanied by a number of other, 
larger men not of the cla.w species. 
From her description of them he 
judged that they must have been the 
remnant of the clan of Morop of the 
hollow mountain. 
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' '  \Vhat became of the other people 
vou refer to ? ' '  Holton asked. ' ' Do they live with the claw people in the 
river caves � "  

' '  Thev arc all dead , ' '  she answered. 
' '  'l'roubie occurred between the others 
and the cla"· people. The latter en
slaved them as they had enslaved the 
men of Teeheemen through their su
periority in numbers. They have all 
died in the shambles of the butcher 
caves as iood for the dog men. " 

Holton suggested to Rosalie that 
she try to sleep, assuring her that he 
would call when conditions were ripe 
for making their effort to escape. 

The girl, who was exceedingly 
wean· as the result of her strenuous 
and �;cr,·e-racking experiences during 
the pa.<>t t u·cnty-four hours, lay down 
on one of the tiger pelts. Holton 
watched her as she lay with her eye
lids closed, and the rhythmic rise and 
fall of her shapely bosom told him 
that she was asleep. 

For an hour he watched her, then 
his attention was turned to the guat<ds 
at the entrance. All but two of them 
had stretched upon the floor at the en
trance and were talking at times in 
tones not understood by Holton. 

" It 's a good time to attack them 
now, ' '  he soliloquized. 

Then he viewed the sleeping figure 
of the girl a:nd hesitated to awaken 
her. 

' ' I  '11 let her sleep a little longer, 
for she needs the rest, ' '  he told him
self. 

Another hour passed and Rosalie 
stirred from her slumber. She sat up 
and rubbed her eyes with her right 
hand. 

For a moment she looked at Holton 
with a puzzled expression, then the 
facts regarding her position began 
crowding their way again into her 
brain. 

" The best time is now, " Holton 
whispered. " The guards are drowzy, 

and only two of them are standing 
before the entrance. , '  

" It is now or never," she said 
calmly, and at her statement the two 
arose. Holton extinguished the re
maining torch without attracting the 
attention of the guards. 

He stole toward the entrance with 
his .recently fashioned spear in his 
bands. Rosalie followed close by. 

Holton, when he was a few paces 
from the unsuspecting dog men, leapt 
upon them with terrific force, striking 
down his first man with a heavy blow 
from the torch spear. The second 
guard was handed a blow before he 
could recover from his surprize, and 
he, too, went down. The other four 
guards arose and rushed Holton back 
into the recess. 

'Vith his torch be knocked aside 
their spear thrusts but was gradually 
forced to give ground. They were 
backing him into the recess when 
three forms darted through the open
ing. 

A spear pierced the vitals of one 
of the dog men as Gomo 's unerring 
accuracy again manifested itself. Two 
others were pinioned by Otter and 
Benton on the spears they had picked 
up from the stunned guards lying b&
fore the entrance. The fourth was 
leapt upon by Gomo, who drove his 
knife into the man 's heart with ter
rific force. 

" Out of here, everybody, "  Benton 
ordered, and the four men with Rosa,. 
lie Sharon rushed for the entrance to 
the recess. 

As they approached the exit, one 
of the stunned guards, who had re
covered from Holton 's blow, rushed 
from the spot crying the alarm. 

THE party of five followed the route 
bv which the three rescuers had 

entered the royal cavern. Benton 
threw the beams of his flashlight 
along the floor and all hastened as 
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rapidly as possible toward the field 
exit from the cavern of Ugu. 

" There are probably no men of the 
enemy between here and the exit, " 
announced Benton. 

A wild howling of savage voices a 
short distance to the rear of the flee
ing five announced that they were be
ing pursued. 

" The four of you proceed to the 
�avern mouth, " Benton commanded, 
" and 'vait there for me if I do not 
overtake you. I am going to stop this 
pursuit. ' '  

As h e  spoke, Benton drew one o f  
the bombs from his pack. He adjust
ed it to explode in twenty seconds, 
placed it, and raced after the others 
at top speed. 

The force of the explosion threw 
him from his feet more than one hun
dred yards from the place, as giant 
rocks crumbled into the cavern way 
and closed the exit to the oncoming 
men of Ugu. 

When Benton arrived at the cleft 
in the rocks leading into the fields, 
he found the others waiting for him. 

"We must gain the cover of the 
jungle at once, ' '  he said. ' ' The claw 
men will race for this point from the 
mouth of the cave at the river front 
if they are not already doing so. ' '  

The five ran across the :fields toward 
the dark line of the jungle standing 
in gloomy outline in the light of the 
waning moon. The border was 
reached without any indications of 
pursuit and a straight line was fol
lowed toward the city of Teeheemen. 

Before daybreak the five could dis
cern the outline of the city's wall a 
half mile in the distance. 

Gomo went forward to reconnoiter 
while the four remained hidden in a 
clump of brush on the sandy plain, 
which extended before the city toward 
the denser gro,vth of jungle. A half 
hour later the big native returned. 

4 1  Our approach to the city is 
closed, ' '  he announced. ' 'The men of 

Ugn have received heavy reinforce
ments since yesterday and are con
templating a tremendous assault early 
in the day. " 

' ' Then we cannot make the walls 
of the city without danger of being 
captured," said Otter. " If we break 
through the lines and reach the wall 
it is getting so light now that our ap
proach will be observed by the enemy. 
Our recapture would be effected, 
as the dog men are so numerous that 
we should be overwhelmed." 

' ' We cannot enter in that manner 
now, " Benton agreed. " Our best 
plan is to cross the river of Teehee
men at once. We can approach the 
city from that side. Why cannot we 
enter through the place where the 
river flows into the sacrificial chamber 
of the temple of Tceheemen along the 
wall of the city at that point ? "  

" Our only danger will be that of 
being engulfed in the river as it en
ters the base of the mountain near the 
altar of the sacrificial room, " Holton 
warned, " and that danger is indeed 
great. I agree with Benton, however, 
that it is our best plan at present. 
Anyhow, we should leave this vicinity 
at once, for to remain here means 
detection after daylight comes. " 

The five proceeded toward the river 
of Teeheemen, which ran toward the 
city a half mile from where the party 
had stopped. They proceeded with 
caution, as on several occasions their 
advance was halted by marching col
umns of dog-faced men. 

The river bank was reached and the 
five paused. 

" The river is narrow, " Benton re
marked, ' ' but rather deep, and the 
current is swift. ' '  

' ' Do not let that worry you on my 
account, ' '  Rosalie said. ' ' On more 
than one occasion I ha. ve swum this 
stream. ' '  

The men strapped their rifles to 
their backs, and the five plunged into 
the swiftly flowing stream just as the 
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fi t·st rays of the morning were ligh_t
in·� the crests of clouds gathered m ., 
t he cast. 

The five swam together and reached 
the other side of the river without inc·ident. They proceeded down the 
other side of the stream until they 
nnh·cd opposite the place where the 
river touched the outer walls and 
finally entered the city through the 
wall of the temple of Teeheemcn and 
disappeared into the earth. 

" \Ve must attract the attention of 
some of the men and signify our in
tention of entering by the river, " 
said Holton. ' ' If Duros or some of 
the others are at the place when we 
�·wim into the river, they can await 
our arrival in the temple and assist us 
in escaping death in the falls of the 
temple." 

' ' Why not try attracting their at
tcnth:;n with a shot ! "  Benton sug
gested. ' ' To do so will also draw the 
attention of the claw men, but after 
we have been seen and recognized by 
the warriors of the city, then we can 
plunge in and swim toward the outer 
wall of the city and temple. They 
will discover our intention and give 
us aid, I am certain. ' '  

" There are but few of the warriors 
on this side of the city, " said Gomo. 
'' Duros knows there is no chanee for 
the dog men to cross the river and 
scale the walls here. He has main
tained but a handful of watchers on 
the side of the city protected by the 
river. The other two sides require all 
the men of Teeheemen. The rear of 
the city is protected by the unscalable 
walls of the mountain. " 

' ' If there are watchers on the walls, 
let us attract their attention, then, " 
Holton urged, and raising his rifle he 
fired a shot. 

As the sound of the report echoed 
across the river from the walls of the 
city of Teeheemen, a dozen warriors 
who had been reclining on the top of 
the parapets, rose to their feet. Holton 

and Benton motioned to them their 
intentions, and the five plunged into 
the waters of the stream, striking for 
the walls of the city at a point a hun
dred yards above the stream 's en
trance under the walls of the temple 
arch. 

'fhe astonished warriors on the wall 
understood what the five were at
tempting to do. They �ef� the walls 
and hurried for the sacnfic1al room. 

Otter was the first to approach the 
side of the stream where the water 
touched the walls of the city. Gomo 
was next, and Benton and Holton 
were each swimming a few strokes 
away from Rosalie Sharon. 

As the entrance to the temple of 
Teeheemen was approached, the swift
ness of the river current became 
greater. The five felt themselves 
carried along with tremendous 
velocity. 

Under the great archway where the 
stream entered the temple they were 
swept struggling to keep above the 
water. Otter was the first to shoot 
toward the falls into the mountain 
base. Ten of the warriors had ar
rived at the place, and Otter grasped 
the butt of a long spear that was ex
tended to him as he shot past toward 
the falls. Otter in turn extended his 
hand to Gomo, who grasped for Ben
ton. The latter in turn clasped the 
hand of Rosalie Sharon, and Holton, 
making a last desperate effort to reach 
the shore. grasped the spear of an
other warTior who was standing far 
out into the water holding to the 
spear of yet another warrior. 

With the aid of the others the hu
man chairi of exhausted men and 
Rosalie Sharon was dragged to the 
shore at a point just above the exit 
of the river over the falls into the 
abyss. 

ROSALIE SHARON immediately CX• 
pressed the desire to see her fath

er. Gomo led her to a room in the 
temple and promised to find her 
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father and bring him to her. Otter, 
Benton and Holton went into an ad
jacent room and removed their clothes 
and wrung the water from them. 

A half hour later, Gomo returned, 
piloting Roderick Sharon to the. room 
of his daughter. 'fherc was a Joyful 
outcry from the girl as she rushed to 
the arms of her father. For a long 
time they stood, clasped i n  each oth
er's arms. 

At the approach of Holton and the 
others they broke apart, and Sharon 
extended his hand with expressions of 
thanks to each of {be three. 

"But for you heroic gentlemen," 
he said, ' ' Rosalie and I should n ever 
l1ave been reunited. ' '  

" You owe us no thanks, " Holton 
insisted. " 'Ve have done for you 
only what any men of red blood would 
have done. 'l'he danger of our posi
tion is not yet past. Gomo infonns 
us that the men of U gu are so over
whelming in numbers that they may 
break into the city upon their next 
assault. The chief of t.hese people, 
Duros, has decided to act upon a 
former suggestion made by us and re
move all of the noncombatants from 
the citv into the recesses of the hollow 
moun�in. Should it happen that the 
assault of the men of Ugu can no 
longer be resisted, then the army of 
Teeheemen can retreat through the 
streets to the entrance of the hollow 
mountain. They can hold the narrow 
entrance for weeks if it is necessary 
and thus allow the main body of the 
people time to effect an exodus into 
the fertile woods and plains of the 
adjoining country. I suggest, Sharon, 
that you and your daughter accom
pany the noncombatants. " 

" We shall do so if you deem it 
best," he agreed. " I  am but a poor 
fighter myself. ' '  

Otter and Benton, with Gomo, left 
the chamber and proceeded toward 
the wall of the city in the vicinity of 
the stone gate. Holton paused for a 

moment until the arrh·al of the war
riors who had been detailed by Gomo 
to accompany Sharon and his daugh
ter into the mountain. ' ' But what 
will become of you ? ' ' Rosalie asked, 
walking beside Holton as her father 
followed the warriors. 

' ' I  am going to help defend the 
walls of the city of Techecmen, "  he 
answered. 

" You will be in danger, " she in
sisted, ' ' and you have already done 
enough for these people. ' '  

" But they are m y  friends, " he 
said. ' ' I  am ready to sell my life for 
friends if necessary. " 

• '  Are you more willing to do that 
than to preserve it for some who 
might be more than friends f "  she 
questioned. 

'fhey paused in the corridor along 
which they had been walking. His 
eyes searched the ones she turned to 
meet his gaze. 

" What do you mean, Rosalie, " he 
queried, ''by people who might be 
more than friends 1 ' '  

A queer little smile played upon 
her upturned features as his hand 
touched her shoulder. 

" I  mean. ' '  she replied softly, "just 
me.''  

For a moment they stood while the 
footsteps of the others receded. He 
caught her in his arms for an instant 
and pressed a kiss upon her red lips. 

" I  never thought that such could 
be, ' 7 he said, ' '  but I have wished for 
this moment since I first saw you by 
the river before the prison caves. " 

" I  ha.ve known it from the day you 
came to my rescue, ' '  she replied. 

Together they continued along the 
corridor until they reached the fro::�t 
court of the temple. From there they 
joined the others waiting outside. 

15 

WHEN Holton arrived at the top 
of the wall near the gate of the 

city, he found Benton and Otter. The 
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two had completed plans for giving 
the contemplated assault of the claw 
men a detennined and destructive re
sistance. 

Of the bombs that had been left 
with Duros, Benton gave two each to 
Otter and Holton and allowed Duros 
to retain two. Gomo was given the 
other and Benton retained the two 
that he had carried with him in the 
last trip to the royal cavern of Ugu. 

The five took positions about one 
hundred yards apart on the top of 
the wall. 

A quarter of a mile away the vast 
horde of dog-faced men was arrang
ing for what was intended to be the 
last and overwhelming assault upon 
the \valls of the city. 

At a signal the watchers on the 
walls of Teeheemen saw more than 
twenty thousand of the savages come 
streaming toward the walls of the city. 
The second that the advancing host 
came into rifle range, the three whites 
with their guides began picking off 
the leaders. 

Not dismayed by the loss of so 
many, the savages continued in their 
rush until the entire horde was at the 
foot of the walls, attempting to place 
their scaling poles in position. 

The minute that the horde was 
crowded close against the walls, Ben
ton cast one . of his bombs into the 
thickest of the rabble before his sector 
of the wall. The spectacle that ac
companied the explosion was horrify
ing. Hundreds of savages were 
killed, and greater numbers were 
stunned. 

At another point along the wall, 
Otter cast one of his bombs with even 
more devastating effect, and almost 
immediately thereafter Holton hurled 
his deadly missile into a concentrated 
mob of savages before the wall where 
he was stationed. Duros and Gomo 
hurled their bombs after Holton. 

The courage of the remaining war
riors of U gu was admirable. In the 

face of horrifying casual tics they 
continued their attempt to scale 
the walls. The other bombs, except 
one in the possession of Benton, were 
cast into the mass of men below. At 
the explosion of the last one, the dog 
men appeared stunned by the resist
ance and began to retreat. 

The men of Techeemen poured from 
the city, leaving only enough men to 
man the walls in the event of a return 
attack of the enemy. They fell upon 
the wounded men before the walls 
and dispatched their enemies by the 
hundreds. 

The army of Ugu withdrew to its 
old position. Benton, Otter, Holton 
and Duros held a council of war. 

' ' Our supply of bombs is exhaust
ed," Benton informed the chieftain 
of the Teeheemen. " We can no longer 
depend on saving the city in that 
manner. If we had a hundred of them 
we could exterminate the people of 
Ugu." 

" They are still too powerful for us 
to attempt to resist their onslaughts 
with what few rifles we have, " said 
Holton. ' ' The front that we have to 
defend is entirely too long. I f  we 
could narrow our front we might 
think of continued successful resist
ance. Those devils out there are 
blessed with an unusual amount of 
grit. If they make another drive such 
as the last, they are bound to come in· 
side, and the men of Duros are so out
numbered that the result cannot help 
but prove fatal. " 

Duros, who had remained silen� 
then spoke. 

" Duros agrees with the white gods," 
he said. ' '  Duros loves the city of Tee
heemen and would gladly die if by oo 
doing he could save the city and his 
people. But Duros knows that such 
would not be the case. Duros does 
not like to retreat, but that is the only 
way he can save his valuable warriors. 
He can lead his anny through the hoi. 
low mountain into the jungle beyond, 
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but even then the dog men would fol
low. Duros must hold the entrance to 
the hollow mountain always wi5h an 
army of warriors, while the others of 
his people dwell as did the men and 
women of Morop in the days of many 
suns ago. 'l'hey will live in the hol
low mounta.in and hunt in the world 
on the other side. ' '  

4 '  Could not you build an impassa
ble barrier across the entrance and 
shut the claw men into this valley 
iorever 1 ' '  suggested Otter. 

' ' That would only furnish tempo
rary safety, " replied Dnros. " The 
men of Ugu would carry away the 
barrier and follow the men of 'reehee
men. ' '  

A messenger from the watchers on 
the walls before t.he river side of the 
city approached hurriedly. 

' ' The men of Ugu are attempting 
to enter the city of Teeheemen, ' '  an
nounced the warrior excitedly. " They 
are swimming the river by hundreds 
toward the entrance under the arch 
of the temple above the river. ' '  

Duros with the three white men 
ran toward the temple accompanied 
by a detachment of warriors whom 
Dnros hastily sum.moned. When they 
entered the saerifioial room of the 
temple the vangua.rd of the swimming 
claw men was a hundred yards above 
the entrance. 

" They will be unable to land here 
except by mere chance, ' '  remarked 
Holton, H without aasistance from the 
shore. If it had not been for the 
long spears of the warriors we should 
have been carried into the exit abyss 
there. ' '  

4 '  It will not require many warriors 
to hold this place against them, ' '  
Benton agreed. 

THE first of the claw men carne 
swimming under the archway. 

They were seized by the terrific un
dercurrent of the river and could not 
get closer than ten feet to the shore. 

'With wild cries of terror they began 
pouring over the falls of t.he river 
exit into the base of the mountain. 
Several who were stronger swimmers 
than their fellows almost succeeded in 
effecting a landing, but these were 
thrust back into the torrent by the 
warriors of Duros with their spears. 
and continued over the falls, some 
with arms extended upright, others 
head foremost. 

Seeing that the danger within the 
temple was of no consequence, Duros, 
with the three white men, returned 
again to the walls before the gate. 
They remained standing in silence, 
looking toward the lines of the men 
of U gu in the distance. Far across 
the plain they could see reinforce
ments arriving for the claw men. 

' ' The best plan is to evacuate at 
once, " said Holton. " They are mass
ing for another attempt, and I believe 
that it will be final this time. ' '  

Duros nodded. 
4 '  Such shall be the order of Duros, ' '  

the chieftain spoke. 
He summoned several of the near

by warriors and sent instructions 
along the line. 

In accordance with the plans de
cided upon. the walls of the city were 
deserted gradually so that the fact 
would not be detected by the men of 
U gu and precipitate an assault before 
the retirement had been fully ac
complished. The greater mass of the 
warriors proceeded toward the en
trance leading into the hollow moun
tain thirty minutes after the order 
had been received along the walls. 
About one hundred of the best fight
ers remained until the last, and these 
paraded about the tops of the para
pets to continue the appearance of a 
general occupation of the defenses. 

They later followed in a body, and 
Benton, Holton, Otter and Duros re
mained to watch the actions of the 
army on the plain before the nearly 
deserted city. An hour later the men 
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of U gu rushed again toward the walls 
of 'l'echeemen. At their first advance, 
the four watchers left the wall and 
fled to the opening into the hollow 
mountain. 

' ' All of you except Holton proceed 
to the point where you intend to resist 
the advance through the cavern, " 
Benton instructed. ' ' I 'm going to 
wait until they arc almost here, then 
I 'm going to plant my last bomb in 
position so as to wreck the inside of 
the mountain and close the opening 
to the a� vance of the savages. "  

The others followed Benton 's i n
stmctions, and he and Holton re
mained. 'Vhen they caught sight of 
the advancing forces of the claw men, 
they withdrew several hundred yards 
into the interior of the cavern, and 
Benton planted his bomb at a point 
calculated to bring a tremendous fall 
of roc·k. \Vhen he had placed the ex
plosi,·e, he set the time regulating key 
at its greatest extremity of two min
utes and released it. 

'Vith Holton he fled as rapidly as 
possible toward the interior of the 
mountain. 

No sooner had the two placed the 
last bomb than hundreds of the claw 
men began filing into the cavern. 
They were rapidly approaching the 
spot where several hundred of the 
best warriors of Teeheemen, with Du
ros and the members of the Holton 
party, were awaiting their approach. 

Benton and Holton had just 
reached the place selected for resist
ing the advance into the hollow moun
tain, when there was a terrific roar i n  
the far recesses of the cavern. The 
mountain shook about the feet of the 
men of Duros. 

Upon the multitude of claw men 
filing through the ca.vern, thousands 
of tons of rock came crushing, blot
ting out the lives of hundreds of the 
savages and making a barrier several 
hundred feet in thickness. 

When the force of the explosion 
had subsided, the Duros detachment 
advanced to exterminate the savages 
that bad passed the point where the 
explosion occurred. About one hun
dred of them had escaped the collapse 
of the mountain from the explosion 
and the major number of these were 
lying stunned upon the floor. The 
clearing of the cavern was a short 
task for the Duros men. 

'Vhen the last of the claw men had 
been dispatched, the army tm-ned and 
marched into the center of the moun
tain. The other remnant of the in
habitants of the city of Teehecmen 
were camped about the old village of 
Morop. Roderick Sharon, with Rosa
lie, was occupying one of the huts, 
and as the detachment filed into the 
camp they came out of their quarters 
and hailed the three white men. 

Holton advanced to Rosalie and 
clasped the hand she extended to him. 

"We are safe now, " he assured 
her. ' ' Our exodus from the land of 
Teeheemen will begin tomorrow. " 

Turning to Benton be remarked, 
' ' There is just one regret I have over 
the entire trip, and that is I shall be 
unable to take any evidence of the 
beast teeheemen with me to the 
states. " 

' ' I  have a dozen different poses 
of his majesty, taken following his 
death," said Benton. "The camera 
is yours and is in one of the packs 
carried by our guides. It will be a 
lot easier to carry the camera plates 
with us than a stack of hide and bones 
from the mon�ter. ' '  

Holton expressed his delight over 
the information. 

" My trip here is complete," he 
said. 

WHEN the sun again brought light 
to the forests adjoining the 

mountain bound Valley of Teeheemen, 
a long procession of men, women and 
children emerged from a cavern in 
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t.he side of one of the mountains and 
began marching across the rock
strewn, sandy plain toward the edge 
of the distant jungle. 

Four white men, accompanied by a 
young woman dressed in a one-piece 
trapping fashioned from the skin of a 
saber-tooth tiger, emerged with the 
processiOn. 

They appeared strangely out of 
place with the wild-appearing, olive
colored men of Tcehecmen. 

Across the barren stretch of ground 
they followed with the procession, un
til the jungle border was reached. Be
fore they plunged into the denser 
growth they paused for a time to view 
again the land they were leaving. 

Coming Soon! 

Herman Van Otter turned to Ben
ton and Holton with a smile on his 
good-natured face. 

' ' It's been a great land for you 
two, " he said jokingly. " You each 
found a mate, but as for me, there 's 
nothing left in the land of Teehcemen 
but women with claws. ' '  

[THE END] 

NOTE: The preceding c1taptcrs of "Tlte 
Last of the Tceheemen" were printed in the 
Ma.rch issue of \VEIRD TALES. The first of 
the Techecmen stories, called "The VaUey 
of Techecmen," apt>eared serially in \VEJRD 
TALES for Dccembor, 192-S, and Janua.ry, 
1925. Copies of any of t1tcse issues �ill 
be ma·ilcd by tke publisher& on receipt of 
25 cents each. 
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A Dream-Tale of Crime 

THE WHITE SCAR 
By NELLIE CRAVEY GILLMORE 

X I crazy ? I do not think so
but I do not know. Anyhow, 
I am in an asylum for the 

hopelessly insane. I was sent here a 
long time ago, weeks or months or 
years, I cannot say. Time has lost 
its meaning for me as far as calendars 
are concerned : the interminable days, 
the intolerable nights, are all merged 
into chaos. Out of it but one thought, 
one hope, comes clear : the longing for 
death. 

Only dimly do I recall my last ex
perience among sane men-when I 
was on trial for the murder of Buck 
Gordon, a man whom I had never 
known, had never even seen until the 
moment my hands closed about his 
throat. I am glad I killed him, unut· 
terably glad ; the one joy of my 
wretched existence is the memory of 
those bulging, bloodshot eyes, that 
rasping death-gurgle as the breath 
went out of Gordon's body. 

I was stunned by the verdict the 
jury brought in, by the judge's words 
that followed it. I had hoped and 
prayed for the chair ; my mission had 
been accomplished and I was pre· 
pared to face my Creator. I shall 
never forget the sick desolation that 
swept over me when I learned that I 
was not to die after all. And so I 
exist on and on-a thing : a living 
dead creature among scores of other 
living dead creatures, yet certain in 
my heart that I am absolutely sane. 
You, who may read this, shall decide ! 

This is my story. • . • 

AT TWENTY-EIGHT I married Doro
thy Wayne. I had adored her for 

years. Ours was an ideal union ; we 
158 

were not only lovers ; we were friends 
-pals. I suppose our happiness was 
almost too perfect to last in a hard, 
ruthless world. 'Ve shall find it again 
-in heaven ; nothing can cheat me of 
this belief. 

Just a year after our wedding day, 
a telegram announcing the serious ill
ness of my wife's mother, down i n  
Louisiana, came to me. I dreaded to 
convey these tidings to Dorothy in her 
frail condition. But I had no right 
to withhold such information, and so 
I hurried home at once with the mes
sage. She was very composed, very 
brave, but equally determined in her 
purpose to start south at once. It 
was impossible for me to accompany 
her, owing to important deals pend. 
ing ; and with a heavy heart I drove 
her to the station and kissed her good· 
bye, little dreaming that I was never 
to see her again. 

For the first few weeks Dorothy 
wrote daily the bright, loving letters 
that were so much a part of her hap· 
py, radiant self. Then suddenly the 
letters ceased. Days passed. She had 
written that her mother was improv
ing, that she would be able to start 
for home soon and would advise me by 
wire. Yet a week went by and no 
wire came. Restless at first, I grew 
anxious, and finally downright 
alarmed. Unable to bear the suspense, 
but trying to laugh at my own fears. 
I dispatched a message myself to the 
Louisiana address. An answer came 
late in the afternoon of the same day, 
announcing that Dorothy had left 
Gretna for New York almost a week 
before. 

I was like a wild man. What was 
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the meaning of it all ? 'Vhere wns 
she f What had happened 1 

I threw down everything and took 
the first train south. 

Investigations were futile. 3Irs. 
Wayne had died suddenly while I was 
en route to Gretna, and the daughter 
with whom she was making her home 
( Dorothy 's elder sister) could tell me 
only that my wife had called a taxi 
on Tuesday night and started for t.he 
station. There was no clue to ideutif�· 
the driver, and a thorough probing 
failed to reveal anything on whil'11 to 
work. It was as i f  the earth had 
opened and swallowed her up and 
the whole world was a sphinx ! 

The wonder to me now is that in 
those first few days I did not go quite 
mad ; yet I didn 't. Perhaps it was 
the desperate necessity fo1· clear 
thought, for action, that steadied m�
brain and my nerves. Hope buoyed 
me up in the beginning, but as the 
mystery became denser, blanker, and 
more baffling, I saw myself changing 
into the pitiful wreck of what I once 
had been. 

I roved from place to place, l.m
shaven, unkempt, with only one pur
pose in life : to find my wife, alive or 
dead. I had sacrificed my entire busi
ness interests for what cash I could 
recover, to keep me fed and clothed 
while I pursued my desperate quest. 
Police, detectives, had exhausted their 
ingenuity and dismissed the case. But 
every minute, every day, every year, 
as long as I breathed, my life would 
be devoted to digging out the truth
and to revenge. I was certain she 
had been murdered, for by no mere 
accident could such a complete disap
pearance have come to pass. And no 
evil or treacherous design could have 
lurked in the heart of the woman I 
loved, and who loved me : of that I 
was even surer. 

Not once, nor twice ; but hundreds 
and hundreds of times I went over 
the same ground, convinced that soon
er or later some unguarded word or 

ci t·cumstance \Vould betray some 
,·ague hint of a. clue. _-\ pparently 
the world had wondered nine days, 
and then forgotten the tragedy of my 
poor little Dorothy's strange disap
pearance. But as time wore on, the 
poignancy, the ghastliness grew mo1·c 
:md more acute in my own heart. 

At thirty-five I was au old man : 
my hair had turned snow-white : my 
shoulders sagged ; my hands were pal
sied ; my voice was hollow and 
<·racked. But inside were blazing 
still those deathless, consuming tires
fires that seemed to gather fresh force 
with every passing day. 

I began to be shunned by fastidious 
passers-by, regarded with suspicion 
by all with whom I eame in contact, 
ot· pitied by the few who were per
haps kinder of heart. I was now 
merely a vagabond, earing nothing 
for snubs or slights, eyery conscious 
ieeling merged into the one imperish
able purpose for which I lived. 

TOWARD the end of the seventh 
summer of my wanderings, I 

found myself back once more on fa
miliar Louisiana soil. I had traveled 
all the way from Memphis along the 
river banks, begging my way now, for 
my last hoarded funds were gone and 
there was little work I could find, or 
do. Weary and footsore from a whole 
day 's uninterrupted trudge, with 
only a meal of wild grapes for suste
nance, I felt my knees tremble and 
sink beneath my frail weight. I was 
in the heart of a wilderness. Follow
ing the torrid day, a lashing rain had 
set in. In a little while came night, 
impenetrable as ink. 

A quarter hour's blind search 
brought me, drenched and shivering, 
to an old, abandoned, tumbledown 
shack close to the edge of the swirling 
Mississippi. I forced one of the 
rickety windows and, clambering in
side, I dropped helpless to the floor. 
I must have lain unconscious for a 
long time, for the next thing I knew, 
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a clock somewhere was booming mid
night. The sound seemed to come from 
a distance, and it was oddly familiar. 
Then I remembered : it was the town
bell-at Gretna-and this was an old
time shrimpers' haunt, deserted now 
for more modern equipment. My 
skin was parched, and it burned like 
flame, and my eyes seemed to be coals 
of fire dancing about in my head. My 
tongue was hot, thick, swollen ; yet 
icy rigors shook me convulsively. I 
was ablaze with feYcr. I wondered 
dimly if this were to be the end of my 
pilgrimage. . . . a drowzy lethargy 
. . . and blankness. . . . 

I was roused from my coma by a 
woman 's shrill, terrified scream. The 
scream was followed immediately by 
a succession of . short, choking, gur
gling sounds, then a man 's fiendish, 
exultant laugh, almost a snarl ; and 
gloating, savage words : 

' ' Mine at last, my pretty Dot! 
Scorned me, did you, for the fine New 
Yorker who stole you from me ? I 
promised you I 'd pay-remember? 
Stop that. squealing, damn you-the 
river sharks are playing around to
night-they 'll manage so's he 'll not 
get you again-and in an hour's time 
I '11 be hauling passengers just the 
same as usual. " 

I tried to move. I was paralyzed. 
I attempted to cry out but no sound 
left my stiff lips. And then, of a 
sudden, before I could free my limbs 
from that deadly atrophy, before even 
thought might be framed, there came 
more cries, eYen more terrible than 
those that had gone before-fright
ened, almost unrecognizable-but un
mistakably belonging tcr-he.r. 

Great God ! Dorothy-my wife
murdered before my very eyes and I 
helpless-moveless-dumb ! 

There was the sickening bump of a 
body against the floor, and a man 's 
maniacal laughter. Then suddenly 
the heavens parted in a lurid flash 
and I saw, not the woman's face, nor 
the man 's, but a pair of huge, hairy 

arms, folded triumphantly over a 
bulging, naked and equally hairy 
chest. On the left forearm was a 
large jagged scar in the shape of a 
cross, clearly visible against the hir
sute blackness of the rest of the limb. 

A simultaneous crash of thunder 
shook the battered old structure and 
split it like an eggshell. I sat up, 
cold with perspiration, straining my 
eyes through the blackness, straining 
my ears in a tense horror of expec
tancy. But all I could see now was 
the dense blackness of the night ; and 
all I could hear was the weird shriek
ing of the wind in the trees. 

1\fy delirium had passed, but still 
rigid in the grip of that horrible 
nightmare, I huddled in a corner of 
the wrecked shanty and waited for 
dawn. Eternities passed, then sl9w
ly, after the storm, a soft, pink glow 
in the east heralded daylight. 

IT WAS little more than an hour's 
walk to the outskirts of Gretna ; 

but horror lent speed to my trembling 
limbs, and despite my physical weak
ness, I made it in much less time. I 
needed food, sorely. If I could not 
earn it, or beg it, then I should have 
to steal it. 

Suddenly I came upon a group of 
laborers gathered about a corner gro
cery, waiting for the factory whistle 
to summon them to work. 

I approached timidly ; perhaps in 
the crowd someone would be kind 
enough to give me the price of a meal ! 

" Hey, Old Timer ! Kinder need a 
shave, don't you ? ' '  

Their je·ers affected me little. I re
plied as kindly as I could : 

" Perhaps, but right now I need 
something else more : I am hungry. I 
have had no food for forty-eight 
hours. ' '  

A pleasant-faced young fellow in
stantly produced his dinner-pail. 

" Help yourself, mister. You're 
welcome to it all. " 
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After I had eaten, I sat down 
among them to rest. 

' ' Looks like you've had a night of 
it, Colonel ; which way 'd you come ! "  
asked one of the men. 

' ' I spent the night at an old shack 
down by the river side, about three 
miles away, I reckon. " 

Instantly eight pairs of bulging 
eyes were riveted on me. 

' ' Good Lord, man ; you ain't tellin ' 
us yon stayed all night at the haunted 
house, are you T ' '  

' ' Why do you call it that ? ' '  I 
asked, recalling with a shiver my 
frightful nightmare. 

' ' Well, ' '  the speaker went on ;  ' ' all 
ihe folks who useter live in that direc
tion have moved away. Ain't a soul 
stayed near it since that night when 
Miss Polly Simms told she heard a 
woman scream in '-years ago. . . . ' ' 

' ' Shut up, Bill. Polly Simms was 
an old fool. You ain 't gettin ' super
stitious, are you T ' '  

I put my hand to my head. 
' ' A  woman screaming. ' '  

there was something queer 
my thoughts muddled. . . . 

Then the factory whistle sounded 
and there was a scuffling to be off. I, 
too, rose, not knowing what else to do. 

One of the men, a big, burly ruf
fian, turned to me with a leer. 

' ' Come on down and we '11 get you 
a job as water-boy, Old Top. " 

Guffawing at his own wit, the 
speaker flourished a brawny arm and 
finished his laugh with a grin of de
rision. 

For a second I stood petrified, the 
blood freezing about my heart. 

' ' Come along, Buck. Ain't you got 
no sense T Let the gentleman be. ' '  

BEFORE Buck Gordon could speak, 
could move, I was upon him with 

the savage ferocity and strength of a 
wild beast, notwithstanding my weak
ened and broken condition. My hands 
were on his throat ; my claw like fin
gers sank into the thick red :flesh. 

For on that bare and hairy arm, 
clearly visible against the hirsute 
blackness, was a jagged u:hite sca1· in 
tlte shape of a ct·oss! 

' ' Damn you damn you 
. . I 've got you at last . 
Thank God ! Dorothy 'Vayne is
avenged. . . . ' ' 

Buck Gordon was quite dead when 
they finally loosened my fingers from 
his throat. He lay in an inert heap 
on the sun-sea1·ed grass, his tongue 
hanging in a purple lump from the 
swollen lips. His terror-glazed eyes 
popped from their sockets. 

For one tense, triumphant, never 
to be forgotten second I stood there 
looking down at my handiwork. For 
the first time in long years I knew 
relief-and joy. I cared very little 
what happened now ; for my mission 
was accomplished. 

Then the world swam round ; every
thing went black and my lmees ga.ve 
under me. Rough hands laid bold of 
me . . . and utter blankness. 

THOSE endless days in my narrow 
prison cell, waiting, hoping, pray

ing for the trial and the sentence that 
would bring death and reunion \vith 
my beloved-my cruelly murdered 
little Dorothy-waiting for me--up 
there. . . . 

" Paranoia, " they caJl it. And in
stead of the longed-for chair to set 
me free, I must spend the remainder 
of my wretched days in a padded 
cell. How many of them have come 
a.nd gone, I do not know ; how many 
are still to come and go, who shall 
say t 

I am writing this purely as an out
let to feelings that sooner or later 
must drive me mad if I held them in 
any longer. If my poor narrative, 
my pitiful story, should ever find its 
way into print, it may be there is 
someone who will understand. 

Am I crazy f I do not think so ;  
but I do not know. 



The Welcome This Convict Received Was 
Not What He Had Expected 

Grisley's Reception 
By WILLIAM SANFORD 

Author of "Hootch" and ••rhe Scarlet Night" 

JOE GRISLEY, convicted wife 
slayer, and more beast than man, 
was making his escape from a 

life sentence in prison. 
He had served a little more than a 

year, and ha.rdly for a moment during 
all that time was his mind free from 
the thought of escape. Then the 
knowledge that perhaps he was to es
cape came to him suddenly, when one 
day a woman, assodate of his in by
gone days, came to the cells and began 
to pass out small cakes to the prison
ers. She was accompanied by the war
den, who seemed quite free from any 
suspicion as to who she really was-a 
woman of the underworld. 

Although Grisley did not know it, 
the visitor, who had once been his 
woman, and wanted him aga.in for 
her mate, bad been working for his 
escape for some time. Posing as one 
interested in the welfare of prisoners, 
she had made. many visits to the pris
on with cakes, fruit and magazines, 
until at last she gained the utter con
fidence of the warden, and the edibles 
were not probed into for possible tools 
for escape, and she was allowed to dis
tribute them to the prisoners herself. 

It was after her third personal visit 
to the cells that Grisley, eagerly 
breaking open his cake for that which 
he knew he would sometime find, drew 
forth a tiny saw with an edge that 
would bite into the hardest steel-an 
edge cut into steel itself as hard as 
criminal ingenuity could produce. 

The visits of the woman continued. 
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Other saws came to Grisley, that he 
might always work with keen tool.9. 
He concealed these tiny instruments 
in the mattress of his bed, when dan
ger was near. He worked only when 
he was doubly positive that he would 
not be detected. He covered up his 
efforts with soap, over which he 
rubbed dust. 

The work on the bars of his window 
passed day by day unnoticed. And 
work was slow, for the bars were 
tough, and even those saws in which 
so much skill had been used bit only 
little by little into the hard steel. It 
was a full month before Grisley had 
completed the work. The bars of the 
window on one side had been sawed 
completely through, flush to the wa.ll ; 
on the other side they had been sawed 
almost through, so that Grisley knew 
he could bend them back when the 
time came to escape. 

And now with the prison clock toll
ing the hour of 2 in the morning, and 
with the knowledge, conveyed by a 
note in one of the cakes, that the 
woman would be wa.iting not far from 
the outer wall of the prison with an 
automobile, Grisley was ready. He 
knew the woman would be there. He 
had given her the sign that it would 
be about 2 o 'clock in the morning; 
had given it to her when she had 
called late the previous afternoon
the sign she had been waiting for ever 
since he had got the note. 

Grisley had tied all his bed clothing 
together, and into the crook of the al-
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most severed b:n-s which he had bent 
he had fastened one end of his line. 
He knew they would stand the strain. 
The line would reach about thirty 
feet. There would still be about 
twenty feet to the ground, but Gris
ley was an old hand at long drops. 
He knew he would land safely. 

He knew something else, too, and 
it. had filled him with joy, a joy that 
still pulsed through his body. Some
thing was wrong with the electric 
lights about the prison yard. They 
were out, and the yard was in black
ness ; but he knew it would only be a 
matter of a few minutes before they 
would be on again : there would be 
quick work to locate the trouble and 
remedy it ; meanwhile Grisley wanted 
to land in that ya.rd and scale the 
prison wall. He was confident that 
he could. He had several times es
caped from prison when sentenced for 
minor charges. 

Standing 011 top of the bed, on 
which he had stood while working all 
those weary hours with the tiny saws, 
he doubled himself up like a jack
lmife and worked his wiry little body, 
feet first, through the opening. It 
was a tight squeeze. Had he been a 
trifle larger he could not have made 
it. Grasping his line :firmly, he began 
to descend. 

The bars had not allowed Grisley 
to see directly under his window, but 
his line of vision began some thirty 
feet out from the prison wall. Work
men had been laying an asphalt sur
face about the prison, replacing the 
gravel that had extended out to where 
the grass began. Grisley ha.d seen the 
men at work, and the odor of the 
scented asphalt had been wafted into 
his cell all the previous day. Now, 

as be descended, it came up to him 
more strongly. It was a pleasant odor 
to his nostrils-it breathed of the out
doors and freedom. 

Down - down - down - he went, 
only a few feet more of line remain
ing. He reached the end, stiffened 
his body for the drop and looked 
below. It was still as dark as pitch, 
but any moment the guard might ap
pear with his lantern. One second 
more he held on, then closed his eyes 
and let go. 

THE automobile with the woman of 
the underworld at the wheel wait

ed in vain for Grisley, the wife mur
derer. He did not scale the prison 
wall. He did not even reach it. He 
landed feet first in the five-foot vat 
of melted asphalt. The fire in the 
box below the vat bad long since gone 
out, and the asphalt in the vat had 
thickened. It was getting thicker all 
the time ; and try as he would, Gris
ley could not draw himself out of it:  
the impetus from the twenty-foot 
drop had been sufficient to sink him to 
the bottom. 

And it was there that a guard 
found him a short time later, up to 
his shoulders in the slowly hardening 
asphalt. The warden, when he ar
rived, was angry enough to order a 
fire built in the box below the vat to 
soften up the asphalt for Grisley to 
get out. He added that this would 
save the workmen the trouble of get
ting the asphalt melted into liquid 
fonn again when they arrived to re
sume work. 

But Grisley begged so piteously 
when he heard the suggestion that the 
warden finally ordered that he be dug 
out with spades. 



L
�TTERS are still coming in to The Eyrie begging the editors of WEIRD 

T,\LJ::S not to heed the advice of those readers who want the magazine to 
<'rase printing horror stories. Though the objections were in most cases 

directed ngainst extreme tales of disgusting topics such as blood-drinking and 
body-eating, nevertheless some of cur readers were insistent that we should 
absolutely eliminate all stories that might be considered gruesome by even the 
most fastidious. 'fo those who want WEIRD TALES to cease being weird, we 
arc forced to say that this magazine is printed for the benefit of its readers, 
and the great majority of you, so far as we can judge, want WEIRD TALES to 
1·emain weird. 

·when the new owners of this magazine came into possession last autumn, 
their first act was t� put the question squarely up to the readers as to what 
ltind of stories they wanted. 'rhe response was overwhelming : " Give us 
stories that are in accord with the title of the magazine ; give us bizarre, 
uncanny t ales that will make us lie awake at night, tales such as we cannot 
get in any other magazine. "  At the same time, there were many letters 
protesting against " nauseating" stories ; and we have kept the magazine free 
:hom such tales. 

A theme can be unpleasant, and yet handled well. As a test of reader 
sentiment, we printed in our February issue the vampire story, }lour lVooden 
Stakes, by Yictor Rowan. It was highly praised by many of our readers, 
and not one letter has been received condemning it because of its theme.. 
{ As a sign of the times, it might be mentioned that Bram Stoker's novel, 

Dt·acula, which is without doubt the most gruesome, horrifying and fascinat
ing vampire tale ever printed, went into two new editions in this country 
t.1uring 1924.)  

M. H. Wender, of Oak Hill, West Virginia, states . the case for those who 
want truly weird tales. He writes ro The Eyrie : ' ' I  am writing this in fear 
of losing the only magazine that can really be called unusual . I have noticed 
in several issues lately where some of your readers are requesting a discontinu
ance of the stories bordering on the ghastly to extremes, and some even go so 
far as to request (or almost) a stop to any story that appears to be weird. 
Haven 't we enough Blue-Noses in this country trying to st.op everything 
and anything that pretends to give pleasure to us poor humans, without their 
trying to bust up the only real magazine ever printed f 1 say, give us the 
real scary kind, the kind you lie awake until midnight reading, and stay awake 
the rest of the night because you cannot sleep. And for those who want 
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something different, let them buy that kind of magazine, for goodness knows 
there are enough others on the mat·kct . ' '  

WF..IRD T,\LES will remain what its name implies, and print gooseflesh 
stories ; tales of the :supernatural ; tales of the bizarre and unusual ; tales of 
the monst rosities of anc-ient legeuu--ghouls, ghosts, familiars, vampires, were
wolves, witchcraft, deYi l-wol'ship ; oc(·tt l t  and mystic tales ; unusual tales of 
crime : tales of honor such as maue the fame of Poe ; tales of the marvelous 
possibilities of innnt.iYe genius and lSCicntific research ; tales of the outer 
spaces of the uniYcrse ; tales that plumb the future with the eye of prophecy ; 
and tales of thrills and mystery, as wel l  as good romantic and humorous tales 
with a weird slant. And we will print t hese tales for their value as stories, 
regardless of whether their authors are famous or not. WEIRD TALES plays 
no favorites ; and it means more to us to discover a new author who can write 
thrilling tales than to print a merely ' ' good ' '  tale by the most celebrated 
author in the world. The story is the thing, and not the name of the author. 

The readers ' favorite story in the February issue of WEIRD TALES was 
"TI7hispaing Tun nels, by Stephen Bagby ; and not far behind it in popularity 
was 1'1�e Statement of Randol].1h Ca1·ter, by H. P. Lovecraft. 

Lieutenant Arthur J. Bnrl,s, the genial author of the series of Stt·ange 
Tales F1·om Sun to /Jomingo, was so fascinated by Mr. Bagby 's story that he 
hauled out his trusty typewrite\' ;md wrote a letter to the editor about it. 
Says the lieutenant : " 'l'he J anuary issue was better, but I have this to say 
about the l<.,ebruary issue : Wh.ispedng Tunnels is the first story that ever 
kept. me awake after 1 had hit the hay. The writing might not have been 
the best in the world, but I 'l l  wager the story as a whole will register away 
out in the lead in your popularity voting contest. I am voting this time
:for Wh.ispe1·ing Tunnels. " 

On the other hand. H. P. Tead, of Decatur, Illinois, writes : " In the 
February issue The StatP-ment of Rando'tpk Carter, by H. P. Lovecraft, so 
far outshines all the other stories that there is simply no comparison whatever. 
The author may well be proud of this. It is worthy of Poe, the master, and 
if it had been printed as one of his hitherto unpublished tales, I doubt if 
anyone could have told the difference. ' '  

Howard Anderson (we have mislaid the envelope telling what city he 
is from) votes for ;\lr. Lovecraft's story, but adds : " He should go further 
into the story. and explain the mystery. " The very thing that Mr. Anderson 
thinks is a defect is praised by another reader, Ward Motz, who writes : 
' "fhe best of this was that Mr. Lovecraft left something to the imagination. 
I believe that is one failing in most stories : they go too far. Personally I 
would rather have a little left for my imagination. ' '  Mr. :Motz adds, regard
ing David Baxter's snake story, The Brown Moccasin, in the same issue : 
" Never since the death of F. St. 'Mars have I read a better story of natural 
life, and not only the story, lmt the style. Let's have more of his stories. " 

William A. P. White, of San Rafael, California. writes : " I  wish to 
commend very much the policy of your magazine. Please get more stories 
by Ramon de las Cuevas, Stephen Bagby, aud the author of Invaders From 
Outside. ' 1  

George W. Booth, of Milwaukie, Oregon, takes issue with the remarks of 
a reader who (in The Eyrie) asked that we cease publishing necrophilic 
stories. Mr. Booth writes : "I think it would be very bad indeed for 
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WEIRD TALES to accept the advice of L. Phillips, Jr., of Berkeley, California, 
to cut out tales of the grave and the dead. I 'm sure it doesn 't hurt the 
dead any to write :fiction concerning the grave. " He adds that " H. P. 
Lovecraft and Alice I. Fuller are reaching out for the laurels of Poe. ' '  

1\Irs. Jean Hursh, of San Francisco, writes : " I  have just :finished 
reading and rereading the latest copy of WEIRD TALES in an endeavor to de
cide which story pleased me the most. They are each one so interesting that 
it is a difficult question to decide. I think it is the very best copy that has 
yet been published, and I can scarcely say which I like better-lVkispering 
Tunnels by Stephen Bagby or A Broken Lamp-Ckimney by Arthur J. Burks, 
but after considerable thinldng I believe A Broke.n Lamp-Chimney is the 
best of all. ' ' 

Just what story do YOU consider the best in this issue 7 Send in the 
name of your favorite to The Eyrie, WEIRD TALES, 317 Baldwin Building, 
Indianapolis, Indiana. This is your magazine, and we want to know which 
stories you prefer, so that we can keep the magazine in accord with your 
wishes. And if there are st�ries in this issue that you do not like, tell us 
about them. We want to know what you think of us, for better or for worse. 

W. R. Gass, of Knoxville, Tennessee, writes : " In all sincerity I wish to 
say that \¥EIRD TALES is all that its name implies ; please keep it the same. 
In short, it is the only magazine I have ever read that once I begin, it is 
hard for me to quit until I have read all the stories. The more weird, the 
merrier for me. ' '  

C. 0. Ilesselberth, of Toluca, Illinois, writes : " Your unique magazine 
fills a gap in modern literature better than ·any other attempt has ever done, 
and I must add that some of the excellent tales, such as those by H. P. 
Lovecraft, must, I feel, go down as classics with the immortal Poe. " 

Ralph Roberts, of Los .Angeles, fears the magazine may fall away from 
its standard, and writes : " Do not change the principle of your wonderful 
ma�azine for the few who cannot stand good eery :fiction. Keep the magazine 
weird. " 

Frederic Raynbird, a farmer at Bulwark, _4 ... lberta, writes : ' ' Have just 
discovered WEIRD TALES at the local store, and now I 'l l  never be without it. 
It surely is a' right royal dh·ersion from the ordinary. " 

Harold S. Farnese, of Los Angeles, writes : ' ' I  want to take this oppor
tunity to congratulate you on your magazine. It may not suit everybody 's 
taste, but it is a great relief from mushy love-stories, Western thrillers, and 
the money magazines in which millionaires confide in an unsophisticated 
public how they managed to pile up their millions. Louise Gnrwood 's Fayrian, 
in the February issue, is a marvel of stylistic dexterity and reads like a 
poem. ' '  

But here we have come to the end of The Eyrie, without letting you see 
a tithe of the letters we have received. Just a word in closing : in next month 's 
issue some of the biggest guns will roar for the delectation of the readers of 
WEIRD TALES. I n  addition to Burks, Owen and Quinn, you will have stories 
by the four big L 's-La Spina, Leahy, Long and Lovecraft. Leahy has 
not appeared in these columns since the concluding installment of his serial 
novel, Draconda, in the Anniversary Issue. He has a short story this time
a pseudo-scientiftc tale called Tke Voices From tke Cliff. 
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The Lure of Atlantis 
( Contin·ued f'rom page 24) 

"Why f "  I asked, somewhat testily, 
though never before had I questioned 
his decisions. 

' ' It is exhausting work, ' '  he replied, 
' ' and we do not know how long we 
can stay here before there may be a 
storm, in which case we may have to 
up anchor and run before it. I think 
we can work best by going down in 
turn, I today, you tomorrow. " 

His reasoning seemed wholly spe
cious. but I assented sullenly. 

Th
.
roughout the four hours of his 

trip below I lived in torture. I thought 
of him down there walking through 
those magnificent balls, enjoying the 
wonders of Atlantis, the attractions 
of the ancient chapel, the charm of 
that smi1ing beauty there in her crys
tal tomb. V�o-uely I wondered what 
he would bring up with him, and you 
may guess that I was somewhat star
tled when he came up, as he had gone 
down, with nothing at all. 

That night, for the first time in our 
long friendship, we had harsh words 
in his cabin. I upbraided him for 
bringing up none of the jewels, point
ing out that even if he himself had 
no need for further wealth, some of 
the rest of us were · poor men and, 
could put them to good use. My re
mark seemed to anger him greatly, 
and he lost himself in a mighty gust 
of wrath. 

" They are not ours, " he thundered, 
towering over me. ' ' Not one jot nor 
tittle of them shall we take ! They 
are hers. They belong to Wynona. 
You shall not have them. ' '  

' ' You are mad I ' '  I raged. '' You 
are inhumanly selfish ! You at least 
owe it to these poor men aboard, who 
could be made independent for life. 
It is not within your right to deny 
them. " 

All my raging was of no avail, and 
the next morning I was only partly 

surprized, though greatly angered, 
when he told me curtly that only he 
would go beneath the waters. And 
for another four hours I sat there on 
the decks of the N autil tts, suffering 
the tortures of the damned. And 
again he came up empty-handed. 

That night we went at it again over 
the teacups. I raged, I tore, I stamped 
about the room ; but he answered me 
with gentle words, or, more often, 110t 
at all. For the most part he was pe
culiarly silent, almost uncannily 
pleasant. When I had finished my 
tirade he got up, but paused on the 
threshold of his cabin. 

' ' }I' ear not, ' '  he said with a pecu
liarly quiet smile, " they shall have 
everything. Every foot of .Atlantis 
shall be theirs. They shall climb its 
hills, wander through its halls, sun 
themselves on its terraces. They shall 
know its every beauty, all its wealth. 
But for you: my friend, I can prom
ise nothing. You are not wanted 
down below. ' '  

His cryptic remark startled me, and 
I began to wonder if he were not a lit
tle mad. 

That night I lay awake through all 
the long hours until dawn, thinking 
not of the jewels, of the wealth in At
lantis, but only of Wynona. At dawn 
I slept a little, and she came in all 
her gorgeous beauty and mocked me 
there in my cabin. That day, I vowed, 
it should be I who would go below. 

In that I was vastly mistaken, how
ever. We · quarreled at the rail just 
before he went over, but he brushed 
me back and plunged into the sea. I 
saw his face, laughing up in derision 
through the glass of his helmet, as he 
slowly sank from sight. 

FOR perhaps an hour I sat there by 
the rail, until the strain became 

no longer endurable. Then it was that 
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the bonds of my respect to Dr. Tyr
rel 's judgment were broken and I 
realized, of a sudden, that there was 
nothing to keep me from going down 
even against his wishes. Thinking 
thus I got myself into my diving dress 
and slipped over the side. 

I landed, by good )uck, about half
way up the stairs to the temple. There 
again before me I saw that accursed 
seaweed, but I spurned it quickly 
aside and climbed the stairs. At the 
entrance the wretched stuff attempted 
to bar my way, but I drew my lmife 
and slashed at it until it drew back. 
Then I walked into the foyer and 
from thence into the chapel. 

Somehow I lmcw I should fin d him 
there, and I was not disappointed. As 
the details at the farther end of the 
hall were revealed to me through the 
dimness, I saw him kneeling before 
that altar with his head down across 
her crystal tomb, his face, behind the 
glass in his helmet, pressed close to 
hers. And then I knew that I hated 
him-hated him because he l oved her, 
and because I loved her, and because 
in some way I knew he was the fav
ored one. For the first time I realized 
that I, too, had cared nothing for the 
jewels ; that I,  too, would have scorned 
to rifle her chapel. Always it had 
been Wynona. and now he had taken 
her from me ! I hated him with every 
spark of my soul, every fiber of my 
being. 

"Dastard ! " I shrieked. " Thus 
you have beguiled your time ; thus 
you have hoodwinked us all ! "  

I had forgotten that the sound 
could not penetrate beyond the con
fines of my helmet, and now it echoed 
and re-echoed in my steel-and-rubber 
prison, ringing and screeching in my 
ears until the very blood seemed to 
well up into my eyes and the sea 
before me was as scarlet. 

Without thought of what I was 
about to do I pushed forward, knife 
in hand. I would kill him there ; I 
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would cut him down with as little 
<·ompunction as I had the seaweed be
fore the portals. But I must be 
<·rafty ! I had no intention of giving 
him a chance in fair fight ! I would 
walk up behind him and strilre with 
my knife through the rubber joints at 
his throat, rip the blade downward to 
his breast, and leave him there either 
to drown or bleed to death. How I 
would laugh as he died there at the 
feet of his beauty ! What an outcome 
for his secret tryst ! 

And then a very strange thing hap
pC'no<l. There was no way under 
heaven that he could have known of 
my approach, for he was lmeeling 
with his back toward me. There was 
nothing to warn him, no sound from 
me that could have penetrated that 
wat.el'Y space to the cars within his 
helmet. Yet, while I was still twenty 
feet away, I saw him get slowly to 
his feet and turn about, his hand go
ing to the knife at his belt even before 
he could have realized my purpose. 

Thus confronted, I brandished my 
weapon and bade him in our sign 
language to be prepared, since I in
tended to kill him or die in the at
tempt. Scarcely had I finished, when 
to my utter astonishment he slowly 
replaced the knife in its sheath and 
quietly awaited my coming. 

Taken back though I was, I bad no 
intention of Iosing my purpose. His 
Yery sureness enraged me the more. 
I strode forward, bending all my 
weight against the intervening water, 
holding my blade in readiness. 

Now I stood before him, and saw 
his white, sneering face behind the 
glass. Shrieking aloud with a strange 
exultation, I raised my weapon to 
strike. But I never made that stroke. 
Even as my arm descended in its mur
derous errand, I felt myself suddenly 
and helplessly snatched away. 

It was that accursed seaweed ! The 
damnable stuff had twined about my 
body as I strode across the hall ; and 

now, as I drew near enough to plunge 
my weapon home, it had snatched me 
away. In vain I foamed and fought 
it, slashing to the right and to the 
left. In vain I ripped and tore and 
cut, using my gloved hands where the 
blade seemed too slow. 'Vhere I 
slashed off yards of the stuff, new 
tendrils seemed to grow, enveloping 
my body. 

Frothing and screaming, kicking 
and squirming, I was dragged across 
the hall and out on the steps before 
the temple. There, despite my 
weights, the weed seemed to gather 
under me, forcing me upward. In 
but a few minutes the slowly receding 
spires of Atlantis told me that I was 
on my way to the surface. 

I LAY on the bosom of the sea, kick
ing and screaming, but that dia

bolical stuff was determined that I 
should not sink aga.in. Finally, as all 
strength seemed to be leaving me, I 
felt myself hauled slowly out of the 
water. They on board the Nautilus, 
seeing me struggling there in the 
water, had slipped a boathook under 
the ring at my belt and were pulling 
me to her decks. 

But I was crafty. Once on board 
I revealed nothing of what had hap
pened, merely pretending that I had 
been taken with cramps on coming to 
the surface. Then, very carefully, I 
laid my plans to kill Dr. Tyrrel as 
soon as he should return. Secretly 
I .got out my pistol and a knife, and 
watched for the ascending bubbles 
that would tell of his coming. 

But he never came. I waited there 
until dusk-waited until the captain 
came to me in alarm and begged me 
to go below in search of his missing 
employer. I should have been glad 
to go-for another purpose than he 
thought-but I knew that devilish 
seaweed would stop me at the outset. 
Looking over the side I could see it 
lurking there, waiting. Once I was 
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in its clutches it could hold me there 
powerless while my quarry came 
aboard in safety and my last chance 
was lost. But I could not tell them 
this, so I cut a rent in my diving 
dress, telling them it would be impos· 
sible for me to venture below. 

With the coming of darkness, all 
thought of my leaving the ship was 
abandoned, and Dr. Tyrrel 's life was 
despaired of. For myself, I knew 
that he was still down there keeping 
his tryst with Wynona, and the 
thought of it made me fairly boil with 
rage. As the night wore on, I be
came exhausted with the play of con
flicting emotions, and, pretending an 
illness, I went to my cabin. 

I MUST have slept longer than I had 
intended, for I had many long 

dreams in which I saw my colleague 
in the arms of Wynona. The two of 
them stood there on one of the pillars 
of Atlantis, mocking me as I struggled 
with the weeds of the Sargasso. Each 
dream brought the stuff nearer my 
throat, while it shook and crushed me 
as if I were a rodent in the grip of 
a python. It had clutched my 
shoulders and was shaking me again, 
when I awoke and saw that I was not 
at the bottom of the sea but safe in 
my cabin, with the captain of the 
Nautiltts grasping me frantically by 
the shoulder. 

" What is the matter ? "  I de
manded, bounding out of my bed and 
wondering if Dr. Tyrrel had slipped 
back during the watches of the night. 

" The ship is sinking, sir, " he said, 
his voice all a-tremble in the darkness. 
"You'd best come on deck. There 's 
somethil)g wrong. I don't under
stand it." 

The man's teeth were actually 
chattering, and the tones of his voice 
struck me into a panic. As I stood · 
there, peering at his white face in the 
gloom, I noticed for the :first time 
that the floor of my cabin had as-
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sumed a noticeable angle. The ship 
a ppea1·ed to be no longer responding 
to the ro11 of the seas, but wobbled 
and tugged in an uncannily impotent 
way. 

Hastily donning an overgarment, I 
hurried out on deck. The night was 
starlit, the ocean smooth, save for the 
gentle undulating billows from which 
it is never free. And yet the Nautilus 
was going down by the head ! Already 
the angle of her decks had assumed a 
higher pitch while I had tarried there 
in my cabin. At that moment she as
sumed a slight list to port, the wobble 
becoming more accentuated with each 
billow. In the forward part of the 
''essel there arose a wail of voices, 
from the throats of terror-stricken, 
helpless men. 

I turned angrily t.o the captain and 
demanded why he had not set · the 
crew to the pumps. 

' ' I 've tried that, sir, ' '  he answered, 
' ' and I found there isn't a drop of 
water in her hold ! ' '  

' ' It 's her anchor, then, ' '  I said ; 
" it's probably caught on the bottom 
�md the rising tide is pulling her 
under. " ( I  am not a nautical man, 
and this seemed an adequate explana
tion.) 

' ' I  had the anchor up an hour ago, 
sir, ' '  he answered. ' ' I  tried to pull 
out of here-actually tried to get her 
'lnlder way ; but her propellers won't 
budge her. My God, sir! it seems that 
we're being pulled down ! We actu
ally can't move ! ' ' 

At that moment there came a 
ripping and creaking sound from her 
lwld, followed by another drunken 
wobble to port. And that, I think, 
gave me my first inkling of what was 
really happening to the Nautilus. 
Running up into the forward part of 
1he ship, I peered over the side. What 
I saw there pulled a strange cry of 
exultation from my throat. 

Under her bowsprit and, I dare say, 
all along the whole length of her keel, 
were little, suckerlike tendrils pro
truding from the water, wonning and 
squirming their way upward over her 
smooth white sides. 

The Nautilus was in the grip of the 
Sargasso seaweed ! She was being 
pulled under-pulled under to At
lantis ! Now I understood that grue
some pile of wreckage so far below. 

I realize that when the world reads 
this it will call me mad, and I think 
for the next few hours perhaps I was. 
I sprang into the air ;  I jumped and 
leaped about the deck. I shouted for 
very joy. I was going to fool Dr. 
Tyrrel after aU ! He had said Atlantis 
would not take me, but it was taking 
the Nautilus, and if it took the 
Nautilus it must take me ! 

The crew must have gathered from 
my yells and exclamations of triumph 
what had happened, for they left off 
their wails and went to work with 
hatchets, knives and axes. The weed, 
by this time, had crept up almost to 
the rails, and now, as if realizing it 
had been discovered, it actually began 
swarming over the side, on to the 
decks, and eventually into the masts 
and rigging. They, poor fellows, 
chopped and hacked and fought it 
through most of the night. It was a 
losing fight. Inch by inch her bow 
tilted downward. Inch by inch her 
rounded stern arose toward the 
heavens. Once they tried to lower 
her boats, but no sooner had these 
touched the 'vater than the seaweed 
fastened its clutches upon them. 

When the angle of her decks be
came impossible for further footing, 
I climbed to her stern rail, where I 
perched and howled and shrieked in 
glee. 

Ah, fool, fool that I was ! I had 
forgotten that Atlantis did not want 
me. Had I been more clever, had I 
had more of the cunning of the day 
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before, I should have hidden myself 
away somewhere in the bowels of her 
and gone down with her to the very 
depths. 

SHE went down at dawn with a dull 
crealdng of strained timbers and a 

hoarse, despairing gurgle and whistle 
from the air expelled from her holds. 
.And I-fool !-perched there on her 
stern rail, shrieked and shouted for 
the very joy of it. One by one I saw 
their bobbing heads go under ; one by 
one I saw the last bits of wreckage 
enveloped by that slimy creeping 
thing and engulfed forever. 

At noon, at night, I was still fioaO. 
ing on. 

Again and again I dived, seeking 
to entangle myself ; again and again 
I felt myself thrust backward to the 
surface. The sun, a blistering ball of 
copper in the sky, sank lower and 
lower, and with the coming of the 
night I believe I must have slept there 
on the bosom of the Sargasso Sea. 

There were other days and other 
nights, wh�n I screamed and writhed 
in raging impotence, for I had come 
to realize that the sea was only play· 
ing with me, waiting there idly for 
me to die, when I should be carried 
far from Atlantis and Wynona by 
some swift current. But on the dawn 
of the thjrcl day a great ship hovered 
oyer me and even against my will I 
was saYed. 

I come now to the end of my story. 
I know t.hat the world will judge me 
mad in the \Yriting of it, but for the 
world and its judgment I care noth
ing, for I know whereof I have 
spoken. I have yet another and 
longer story to bring to a close and 
as I set this down I plan to write my 
finis to it out there on the decks of 
the Brant. Of this Captain Waters 
knows nothing, for I have his promise 
that he will not read this until to
morrow. 

Therefore on this third day of 
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March I hereby set my signature to 
this, my story. 

CHARLES WILLIAMS RANDOLPH. 

WELL, Randolph's story as he told 
it to me when \Ve first pulled 

him aboard the B1·ant was about the 
Mme as his statement, except maybe 
it wasn 't so connected. But, as I 
said before, we'd no sooner got him 
aboard than the capful of wind we 'd 
been relying on dropped off and left 
us in a dead calm, and then things 
commenced to happen. 

It was about midnight that night, I 
guess, when we first noticed the old 
hooker had stopped rolling and was 
beginning to wobble in a queer sort of 
way. I didn 't pay much attention to 
it, but turned in, leaving the deck to 
the mate. He woko me up about an 
hour later. She \Vas down by the 
head and already in a bad way. I 
remembered Randolph's yarn about 
the seaweed then, and so I ran for'ard 
to the chains and looked over the side. 

Well, sir, I could see it there on her 
cutwater and all around her forefoot. 
Then there came a creaking and a 
groaning from her holds, which meant 
that her bottom must be covered. I 
had the whole crew piped and we 
went to it with axes and knives and 
everything we could lay our hands on. 
As heaven is }llY judge, you could see 
it a-growing over her sides-it was 
alive ! In no time at all it was on her 
decks and into her rigging. While 
we were :fighting it out of the main 
shrouds it would get into the jigger, 
and when we'd get at the jigger it  
would get up into the mizzen, and so 
on. Finally we began to list pretty 
badly to port, and so I ordered the 
mate to cut away the fore and jigger, 
they being the ones that seemed the 
worst. This helped a little but not 
much. 

And that man, Randolph ! He was 
a fiend I He came out on deck and 
danced there like a maniac, yelling 

and singing. He didn't try to inter
fere with the crew, so we didn't pay 
any attention to him. After a while 
I saw him going below, and I didn 't 
find him until afterward. 

vVe were pretty well loaded up with 
Chilean nitrates-valuable stuff-and 
so I held on t o  her cargo as long as I 
could, hoping we might get her clear ; 
but after a while I saw it was no go. 
With the cargo out of her, I knew 
she 'd be harder to pull under ; but on 
the other hand, when she was empty 
it would be easier for that stuff to 
pull her over on her beam ends. But 
it was nip and tuck for our lives then, 
and to hell with the cargo. So I gave 
the order for half the crew to open 
her hatches and get the stuff out. 

It was in powdered form and 
packed in sacks, three hundred 
pounds to the sack. We began getting 
it up as best we could, and no easy 
job it was, with the list on her and 
the wobble and all that slimy stuff 
a-squirming over her both alow and 
aloft. 

WE'D dropped about twenty or 
maybe thirty bags over the side 

when one of them broke and spilled 
into the water. That was what saved 
us-that bag breaking over the side. 
I was standing by the rail helping the 
men, when I saw it spill into the 
water ; and then I noticed there was a 
hissing and a boiling all about her 
where the stuff had gone in. And 
that weed-it just melted away all 
around her waterline for the distance 
of ten feet-curled up and dropped 
off ! That gave me my idea. There 
was some chemical reaction in that 
nitrate which was death to that sea
weed. 

I grabbed the next bag and knifed 
i t  open, and we dumped it in. Then 
I was sure-the nitrates would do the 
trick. 

Well, sir, we just quit fighting that 
stuff with knives and axes and went 
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at it with those nitrates. We 
sprinkled it all over the ship fore al)d 
aft, and then we put the whaleboat 
over the side and sprinkled the stuff 
against her sides and as far down as 
we could get below her waterline. 
Pretty · soon the weed in the rigging 
began to dry up and wither away, and 
then she began to roll a bit instead of 
wobbling. Another six hours of it, 
with most of the cargo overboard, 
and we were clear. \Ve still had some 
canvas on her and a little breeze came 
along and pushed her out of there. 

I thought maybe Randolph had 
thrown himself overboard and had not 
been noticed during the excitement, 
but the next day we found him hiding 
in the after hold. lie said he was 
waiting for the ship to go down and 
that nobody would fool him this time. 
When I told him she was clear he 
began to cry like a child. Then I got 
him up to my cabin and set him about 
writing his statement. 

But I 'd forgotten he had a mania 
for making away with himself-! sup
pose I 'm to blame for that. He went 
out on the deck afterward. I didn't 
see what happened, but the mate said 
he climbed up into the mizzen shrouds 
and then threw himself down-not 
into the water but upon the deck. 
When we picked him up he was con
scious, but dying. 

I felt sorry for him, poor devil ! 
Re called to me as he lay there dying, 
and made me promise that I 'd bury 
him as soon as he'd gone. 

" I  can walk back by myself, " said 
he. " I  know the way. I 'll find her. " 

Well, what could I do ? I promised. 
He went, about half an hour later, 
smiling a good-bye. We sewed him 
in one of those sacks, put some scrap 
iron at his feet, and let him go. I 
suppose he's down there now, and I 
hope he found her, whoever she may 
be. 
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The Soul-Catching Cord 
( Continued from page 36) 

The bony hands raised to the skulJ, 
took it off and made a desperate at
tempt to hurl it at him. The skull 
c:lung to the blackened fingers as if 
magnetized. 

Before the scholar had completed 
the diagram, the skeleton fell to the 
ground. It moved feebly, until dark-
ness screened it from him. 

· 

Then out of the night came a final 
mournful and piteous cry, " Oh, spare 
me, and give back the cord of my 
soul ! ' '  

As if in answer came the clear 
early-morning call of a vendor of 
greens, the first always of �he day, 
; t  .Vai shia tsai! Mai shia tsa-i!" The 
world, the world of restless, moving, 
everyday life, of reality, was upon 
him. 

Overcome by a drowziness that wa.c:; 
almost a swoon, Mob-chien sank back 
with a groan and lost consciousness. 
His hand relaxed on the cold, braided 
cord in his pocket. 

IT WAS broad daylight when the 
scholar a\voke. As he opened his 

eyes he saw a knot of people sur
rounding a young woman-the wife. 
They had picked her up from the 
fioor, where he had last seen her, and 
eTen now were loosening a heavy, 
braided horsehair cord from around 
her neck. S'he was pale, and her head 
lolled back. On her throat were great 
livid bruises. 

A young man, frightened and 
breathless, was chafing her hands. No 
one paid the least attention to Mob
chien. 

The girl-wife showed no signs of 
life ; and they carried her to the 
family hall, where stood the shrine. 
Her husband kowtowed before the 
god, and burned silver and gold-foil 

spirit money. He lighted two candles. 
At that moment Mob-chien spoke, 

wearily. 
' ' All that is unnecessary. She is 

not dead. Here--I have the cord that 
holds her soul. ' '  

He felt i n  his pocket for the cold 
bit of braided rope. But the cord 
was gone. 

Yet, in proof of his first statement, 
the wife stirred. She sighed and 
muttered, " Lead on Vaung Tsan, 
Tha,..tha. And I will-will- " 

' ' Will-not-follow ! ' '  

The scholar completed her sentence 
with forcible distinctness. 

" What ? "  ejaculated an elderly 
man, a neighbor. " This is more than 
strange I The old wife, Yaung T� 
used to live here r Why, she died 
just before you were married r She 
hanged herself, three years agol 
Yes ! "  

The man became visibly more ex
cited. 

' ' Yes, it was just three years ago 
last night ! I remember, because it 
was the third day of the mid-autumn 
festival. In that room, Mei-An, Tha
iha-in your bedroom. " 

The young husband knelt by his 
wife with tender remor�refulness. 
But gone from her were the shadowy 
vapors of OTt 'i. She smiled weakly 
back. Then they both turned toward 
the old seholar, as if subconsciously 
aware that there, at their side, stood 
their deliverer. 

Before either of them could speak, 
he, too, smiled. His faded, far-seeing 
eyes were gentle. He picked up his 
traveler's staff and left the house. 

It was still some ten li to his home, 
a village not far from the city of 
Soochow. 
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Deaf, Dumb and 
Blind 

(Continued from page 30) 

it does not come from outside. V a
grant visions of the past, somber 
scenes of other days, flash before me 
in stereoscopic review. A flaming fac
tory . . . hysterical screams of terri
fied women penned in by walls of fire ; 
a blazing schoolhouse . . . pitiful 
cries of helpless children trapped by 
co1lapsing stairs ; a theater fire . . .  
frantic babel of panic-stricken people 
fighting to freedom over blistering 
floors ; and, over all, impenetrable 
clouds of black, noxious, malicious 
smoke polluting the peaceful sky. The 
air of the room is saturated with 
thick, heavy, stifling waves . . .  at 
any moment I expect to feel hot 
tongues of flame lick eagerly at my 
useless legs . . . my eyes smart . . . 
my cars throb . . . I cough and choke 
to rid my lungs of the Ocypetian 
fumes . . . smoke .such as is asso
ciated only with appalling catastr()
phes . . . acrid, stinking, mephitic 
smoke permeated with the revolting 
odor of burning flesh. • • • 

Once more I am alone with this 
portentous calm. The welcome breeze 
that fans my cheeks is fast restoring 
my vanished courage. Clearly, the 
house cannot be on fire, for every 
vestige of the ·torturous smoke is gone. 
I cannot detect a single trace of it, 
though I have been sniffing like a 
bloodhound. I am beginning to 
wonder if I am going mad ; if the 
years of solitude have unhinged my 
mind-but the phenomenon has been 
too definite to permit me to class it as 
mere hallucination. Sane or insane, 
I cannot conceive these things as 
aught but actualities-and the mo
ment I catalogue them as such I can 
come to only one logical conclusion. 
The inference in itself is enough to 
upset one's mental stability. To con-
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ecde this is to grant the truth of the 
superstitious rumors which Dobbs 
(·ompiled from the villagers and trans
cribed for my sensitive finger-tips to 
read-unsubstantial hearsay that my 
Jllaterialistic mind instinctively con
demns as asininity ! 

I wish the throbbing in my cars 
would stop ! It is as if mad spectral 
players were beating a duet upon the 
aehing- dt·ums. I suppose it is merely 
a reac:tion to the suffocating sensa
t ions I have just experienced. A few 
mo1·e deep drafts of this refreshing 
:til'. . . . 

Something-someone is in this 
room ! I am as sure I am no longer 
n lone as if I could see the presence I 
�ense so infallibly. It is an impres
�ion quite similar to one which I have 
had while elbowing my way through 
n crowded street-the definite notion 
that c�·es were singling me out from 
the rest of the throng with a gaze in
tense enough to arrest my subcon
scious attention-the same sensation, 
only magnified a thousandfold. Who 
-what -can it be ? After all, my 
fears may be groundless, perhaps it 
means only that Dobbs has returned. 
No . . . it is not Dobbs. As I antic
ipated, the tattoo upon my ears has 
eeased and a low whisper has caught 
my attention . . .  the overwhelming 
significance of the thing has just 
registered itself upon my bewildered 
brain . . . I can hear I 

l t is not a single whispering voice, 
but many ! • • • Lecherous buzzing 
of bestial blowflies . . .  Satanic hum
ming of libidinous bees . . . sibilant 
hissing of obscene reptiles . . .  a whis
pering chorus no human throat could 
sing ! It is gaining in volume . . . 
the room rings with demoniacal chant
ing; tuneless, toneless and grotesque
ly grim . . .  a diabolical choir rehears
ing unholy litanies . . .  preans of Me
phistophe1ian misery set to music of 
wailing souls . . .  a hideous crescendo 
of pagan pandemonium • • • 

The voices that surround me are 
drawing closer to my chair. The 
chanting has come to an abrupt end 
and the whispering has resolved it
self into intelligible sounds. I strain 
my ears to distinguish the words. 
Closer . . . and still closer. They 
are clear, now-too clea r !  Better had 
my ears been blocked forever than 
forced to listen to their hellish mouth
ings • • ·  • 

Impious revelations of soul-sicken
ing Saturnalia • • • ghoulish con
eeptions of devastating debaucheries 
• • • profane bribes of Cabirian or
gies • • • malevolent threats of un
imagined punishments • • • 

IT JS cold. Unseasonably cold ! As 
if inspired by the cacodemoniacal 

presences that harass me, the breeze 
that was so friendly a few minutes 
ago growls angrily about my ears
an icy gale that rushes in from the 
swamp and chills me to the bone. 

If Dobbs has deserted me I do not 
blame him. I hold no brief for cow
ardice or craven fear, but there are 
some things • • • I only hope his fate 
has been nothing worse than to have 
departed in time ! 

My last doubt is swept away. I am 
doubly glad, now, that I have held to 
my resolve to write down my impres-
sions . . . not that I expect anyone 
to understand . . . or believe . . . 
it has been a relief from the madden
ing strain of idly waiting for each 
new manifestation of psychic abnor
ma.Jity. As I see it, there are but 
three courses that may be taken : to 
flee from this accursed place and 
spend the torturous years that lie 
ahead in trying to forget-but flee I 
cannot; to yield to an abominable al
liance with forces so malign that Tar
tarns to them would seem but an al
cove of Paradise--but yield I will 
not; to die-far rather would I have 
my body torn limb from limb than to 
contaminate my soul in barbarous 
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barter with such emissaries of Be
lial • • • 

I have had to pause for a moment 
to blow upon my fingers. The room 
is cold with the fetid frigor of the 
tomb . . . a peaceful numbness is 
creeping over me . . . I must fight 
off this lassitude ; it is undermining 
my determination to die rather than 
give in to the insidious importunings 
. . .  I Yow, anew, to resist until the 
end . . . the end that I know cannot 
be far away • • • 

The wind is colder than ever, i f  
such a thing be possible . . .  a wind 
freighted with the stench of dead
alive things • • • 0 merciful God 
W110 took my sight ! • • • a wind so 
cold it  bums where it should freeze 
• . .  it has become a bl istering 
sirocco • • • 

Unseen fingers grip me . . . ghost 
fingers that lack the physical strength 
to force me from my machine . . .  
icy fingers that force me into a vile 
vortex of vice . . .  devil-fin�ers that 
draw me down into a cesspool of eter
nal iniquity . . .  death fingers that 
shut off my breath and make my 
sightless eyes feel they must burst 
with the pain • • • frozen points press 
against my temples • • • hard, bony 
knobs, akin to horns • • • boreal 
breath of some long-dead thing kisses 
my fevered lips and sears my hot 
throat with frozen flame • • • 

It is dark • • • not the darkness 
that is part of years of blindness 
• • • the impenetrable darkness of 
sin-steeped night • • • the pitch-black 
darkness of Purgatory • • • 

I see • • • spes mea Ckristus! • • • 
it is the end • • • 
• • • • • • • • • • 

Not for mortal mind is any resist
ing of force beyond human imagina
tion. Not for immortal spirit is any 
conquering of that which. hath. probed 
the depths and made of immortality a 
transient moment. The end t Nay I 
It is but the blissful beginning . . . 
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Bloody Moon 
( Continued from pa.ge 16) 

ibility and endurance ; his overseas 
service had taught him some tricks of 
this fighting game. He beat out with 
his fists ; he took the clenches and 
played for blood. Always the hands 
worked for his throat. 

And what curious hands they were 
-long and murderous, with nails like 
razors ! Once they caught in his face, 
and he felt the warm blood drip upon 
his defending arms. For a moment 
he fancied he had gained the ascend
ancy when, by a terrific blow with no 
better aim than blind instinct, be 
smashed the unseen face. The thing 
staggered back. But he had hardly 
regained his own scattered faculties 
before the battle was resumed, with 
bloody determination. He sidestepped 
whenever possible, retreating as op
portunity offered. He had to feel his 
way carefully, however, for the jump
off is always a menace in cave ex
ploration, and he was satisfied that 
there was a subterranean cliff leaping 
down to the waters of Lost River. 

As he retreated, he became aware 
that the roar of the stream was in
creasing in intensity. He sloshed into 
some water once, by which token be 
knew the passage was going farther 
down into the earth. A sudden fear, 
such as takes possession of one in the 
darkness when he imagines t�at he is 
i n  the act of stepping off, compelled 
him to hands and knees. 

He put his foot back. Less than a 
yard back his toe went suddenly over 
an edge f His instinct and knowledge 
of caverns had not played him false. 
Had he stayed on his feet and contin
ued his retreat, he would have crashed 
to his doom far down into the hole 
through which the waters of Lost 
River now roared. 

Had the woman paused, expect
ing him to go over the ledge f He 
remembered now. Several yards back 

he had sensed a branching of the pas
sages. Cool air came from one direc
tion ; warm air from another. The 
cool air, it was evident, blc:w from the 
water whose roar filled his ears. The 
warm air doubtless came from an in
let somewhere at the surface. 

The thought that had he gone the 
other way he might beat up to free
dom sickened him. There was noth
ing to do now but renew the attack 
and gain the other passage, the mouth 
of which she was probably guarding. 
Every instant when he was fighting 
the creature he expected to feel a 
sharp thrust, and a death reaction to 
some poison such as had probably 
taken off his father and grandfather. 

But he could not wait long here in 
inaction. Already his muscles were 
stiffening, and the bruises and abra
sions about his body growing painful. 

He swore under his breath. Old 
Alligator Pearson had been slain, back 
there i n  those distant days, and be 
had deserved his punishment. Why 
couldn't the curse have stopped with 
the real offender ? That was the 
trouble with one of those crimes-they 
somehow were never expiated until 
about the tenth generation. 

There remained nothing but to re
turn to the battle. He got his blood 
going by waving his arms and flex
ing his muscles, and then he started 
cautiously forward. 

He was making his way steadily 
along when suddenly he all but 
stumbled over the woman ! The sound 
of his footfalls had been muffled by 
the roar of Lost River, and she had 
not heard his approach until he was 
upon her. 

The battle recommenced with a 
fury that brooked no quarter. The 
rest that had chilled and stiffened 
him more than it had refreshed him, 
appeared to have been as wine to the 
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savage Amazon. He pushed her away 
from him, striking blindly again and 
again, but without avail. Her claws 
slashed his face and arms ; once she 
caught one of his fingers between her 
teeth and nearly bit it off. The ter
rible pain blinded him into semi-con
sciousness. With this as an advan
tage she pushed him back toward the 
chasm. Nearer hnd nearer he felt 
himself forced to the brink of the 

precipice. 
In a sudden reaction of angry en

ergy, he determined that his foe 
should die with him. If she lived in 
the flesh, she should now die in its 
mortality. His foot felt the brink of 
the jump-off. 

The time had come. He had been 
falling back, trying to keep at arms' 
length from the woman ; but now he 
changed his tactics and made a des
perate clinch. He gave a frantic 
pull, and together they went over the 
brinlt ! 

In the protracted fall through the 
Stygian blackness he had some curi
ously clear impressions. The roar of 
the water seemed to rise to meet them. 
The draft of the :flue was sharp and 
filled with chill particles of moisture. 
The woman who fell with him ac
cepted their common fate with a 
strange, dull passivity. Her body 
was warm and not without a certain 
charm of touch which instinct told 
him was that of youth. It was a curi
ous paradox that, after many minutes 
of furious battling, in which nothing 
but death could close the issue, his 
hand should be upon her breast, and 
he could feel the flutter of her heart. 
Then came the impact. 

THE chill waters of Lost River 

seemed to gather them up in a 
roaring, breathless embrace. He had 
always been a good swimmer-the 
waters of Green River could bear 
testimony as to that. Instinctively he 
held his breath. The swirl carried 
him and the woman swiftly away 
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from the churning froth where the 
hurtling waters reached the earth 
again. It came to him that he was 
not gone, after all. He had not con
sidered the " saucer" which is always 
to be found at the foot of a fall, hol
lowed out by ages of falling watet· to 
a depth of many feet. 

His courage revived by the tum of 
fortune, he began to figure his way 
out. From his knowledge of the 
locality, he judged that he was less 
than a hundred yards from safety, 
where the subterranean st.ream came 
finally to the light in the waters of 
Green River. I f  he could last for five 
minutes, life would be his. The 
woman seemed lifeless in his arms, 
now ; but she did not hinder his rnove
ments--t11e sweeping waters ear1·ied 
them both like corks. He found, too, 
that in spite of the low roof of the 
�tream 's bed, his head more often 
than not emerg-ed in a po<'ket of air 
that permitted him a long breath. 

The passageway widened, narrowed 
a gain : then the waters, half joyfuJJy, 
half vengefully, suddenly evictetl him 
out of the bowels of the earth into the 
rocky bed of G-reen River. The 
woman was still with him, hct• hair 
floating on the cottony waters, the 
briJliant. light of the high-riding moon 
tracing her features into a picture 
far from unlovely. 

He dragged both her and himself 
to the sandy bank. Her features were 
lndian, but with a pleasant variant 
due to her unmistakable white blood. 
He1· berry-brown skin and gipsy hair 
came from her aboriginal ancestry ; 
the rotundity of chin and mold of 
cheek from her Nordic stock. Her 
clothing was a nondescript garment 
of skins and rags. And even the 
bruises about her body, and the 
clotted blood in cuts about her neck, 
arms and shoulders, did not mar the 
beauty of her maidenhood. Her body 
rested Jimply on the sand, the last of 
the curse of the Indian bloody moon. 

He dropped to his knees by 

l1er and began chafing her hands. 
Between times he built a fire by flak
ing two flint rocks together, Indian 
fashion, and catching the sparks in 
rotten wood. Thereafter he worked 
with her to better purpose, and pres
ently she was sufficiently revived for 
him to remove her to the house, where 
he turned her over to the tender 
ministrations of his mother. 

THE rest of the story came by de
grees over a long period of time, 

while the girl learned the language 
of her white ancestry. Much of what 
she recounted was merely her own 
tradition, but it pieced in well with 
the facts in young Pearson's posses
sion, and was entirely plausible. The 
son of the Indian princess and old 
Alligator Pearson had taken to the 
caves after he became grown, wifing 
an Indian girl from a remnant of an 
allied tribe. In course of time be had 
killed his father. Passing the eurse 
of his mother on to sons and daugh
ters of his own, in course of time he 
had died. The charge had been car
ried faithfully out by eaeh. succeed
ing generation, usually with a poison 
made from the venom of a moccasin 
snake and certain plants whose iden
tity had become lost to the girl. And 
so, because of the pressure of getting 
food, and the life under the earth, her 
people had all passed away, leaving 
her to complete the curse. She had 
lost the formula for the poison. In 
desperation she had worked out the 
present plan, hoping to get the last of 
the Pearsons into the eave and starve 
him to death, or drown him over the 
falls of Lost River. 

The rest of this tale is another 
story. But so far as the house of 
Pearson was concerned, the bloody 
moon superstition became merely an 
old wives' tale. The next Pearson in 
line was a fawn-skinned boy who 
would never know a sense of dread 
when the month of May brought a 
blood-red moon in the evening sky. 
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escape, or work us harm in some man
ner ! ' '  . 

We left the captive Thing in the 
little room, fastened the sole door, and 
Hul Jok retained the ward-strip 
which alone could unlock it again. 
The Aerthon said something to Mor 
Ag, who smiled and patted him on the 
shoulder, reassuringly. 

" He thanked us for putting it be· 
yond his power to obey - "  

H e  broke o ff  t o  ask the Aerthon 
another question, then gasped. 

" Dear 1\Jother of l..ife ! "  he ejacu
lated. ' ' The Things are {1·om the tU:u·k 
side of the Moun, .:1erth 's satellite!'' 

The Aerthon nodded. 
4 1  A.vitchi!" he exclaimed, and add· 

ed another word : "Hell!'' 
'Vc knew not his language-that is, 

none save l\lor Ag, but we aU caught 
his meaning. He referred to the abode 
of evil, as it was understood on Aerth. 

WE WOULD have questioned the 
Aerthon farther through the 

medium of 1\Ior Ag, for we all were 
intensely curious, but just then that 
occurred which put an end to ques
tioning, and served likewise to hasten 
our departure from this sorely afflict
ed planet. 

A crackling, sizzling hiss of light· 
ning and a terrific crash of thunder
the world, so far as we were imme· 
diately concerned, all one blinding 
gla.re of violet-tinted light-and the 
great Aethir-Torp rocked under the 
impact. 

" Aho ! " shouted Hul Jok. "What 
now f ' ' And he dashed to one of the 
lookout openings just as another 
levin-bolt struck. 

We joined him, and one glance was 
enough. All about us and above us 
were swarming great iridescent 
globes, and it was from these that 
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there now ca.me incessant streaks and 
flashes of lightning-powerful elec
tric currents. 

Our commander leapt into the con
ning tower, the others of us sprang 
each to his station at one of the .Ak
Hiastors, of which our craft mounted 
�ix, and we promptly left tlte ground. 

In a manner of speaking, we had 
little to fear, for the metal Berulion, 
of which Aethir-Torps are built, could 
in no wise be harmed by lightning, 
nor could we who were inside be 
shocked thereby. But some part of 
the controlling mechanism might have 
been seriously disarranged by the jar
ring concussions, and, besides, it was 
no part of our natures to submit 
t amely to attacks from any source. 

'Vith a swoosh we shot into air and 
1 Iul Jok headed the sharp-pointed 
nose of our great fighting cylinder 
straight into the thick of the shining 
!.!lobes that swooped and floated and 
swirled about and above us. Their 
thin walJs gave them no protection 
:.against our impact, and we shattered 
them as easily as breaking the shells 
of eggs. 

With the Ak-Blastors we could and 
did shatter some of the globes which 
we failed to ram, but the vibrations of 
tlisintegration from these had no more 
rffcet upon the occupants of the 
!.!"lobes than had the little hand Blas
t.Ol'S previously- and Hul Jok fairly 
stamped in rage. 

' ' Ron Ti, ' '  he exclaimed wrathful
ly, " your science is but a fraudulent 
thing ! We mount your improved 
model Blastors, purported to slay 
anght living, disintegrate anyone, and 
now- " 

His anger well-nigh choked him. 
' '  Content you, ' '  soothed Ron. ' ' If 

we come again to Aerth-" 
" If we come again to Aerth, " Hul 

Jok asserted grimly, " Aerth will be 
cleaned, or I retum no more to Ven
hez t But, " he went on, imperatively, 
" you must find that which will de
stroy these Lunarions. We shattered 

and rammed their foolish globes, from 
which they play with the powers of 
thunder and lightnin�, but them we 
might not harm. They did but float, 
insolent, safely down to Aerth ! "  

" We have one Lunarion upon 
whom to experiment, " suggested Vir 
Dax meaningly. 

" Ay, " snapped Hul Jok. " And I 
look to you and Ron 'l'i to produce 
results ! See to it that you fail not ! "  

I haYe known the giant commander 
since we were children together, but 
never had I seen him in such mood. 
He seemed beside himself with what, 
in a lesser man, I should have 
classed as humiliation, but I realized, 
as did the others that i t  was merely 
that in him the dignity of the Looped 
Cross had been proffered insult, 
amounting well-nigh to defeat, and 
that to l1im the Looped Cross, em
blem of our planet, was a sacred sym. 
bol, his sole object of adoration ; and 
his high, fierce spirit was sore, smar� 
ing grievously, and could in no wise 
be appeased until, as he himself had 
phrased it, " Aerth was clean ! " 

WE H.AD formally made report to 
the Supreme Council and bad 

handed over to them, for disposal, 
both the Aerthon and the Lunarion 
we bad brought back with us. And 
the Supreme Council, in their wis
dom, bad commanded Mor Ag and 
Vir Dax to examine and question the 
Lunarion, with me to make rec
ords of aught he might say-but he 
would say naught, seemingly taking 
fiendish delight in batlJing us. 

The Aerthon, whose name was Jon, 
11ad told Mor Ag, while we were on 
our homeward flight, all that was to 
be known as to the conditions on 
Aerth. Here is no space to record it 
all, but briefly it was as follows : 

Centuries ago, the Aerthons, di
vided into nations, warred. A 
mighty empire, hoping to dominate 
the planet, attacked a little country 
as a commencement. Another and 
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larger nation hastened to the rescue 
of its tiny neighbor. A great island 
kingdom was drawn into the fray. A 
powerful republic overseas took hand 
jn the matter ; so, ended the strife. 

But rather than ending warfare, 
it did but give fresh incentive to in
ventions of deadly devices. Some
body found that the element-metal 
-gold, had strange qualities, previ
ously unguesscd. Another discovered 
that gold could be produced by arti
ficial means, synthetically, to use 
Aerthly terminology. But the pro
ducing was by drawing it from out 
the storehouse of the universe, the 
primordial Aethir, wherein, dormant, 
are all things objective and subjec
tive. And the drain on the Aethir 
opened strange doors in space, which 
heretofore, by fiat of the Great Wis
dom, had been fast sealed. 

Scientists of a great race, 1\fongul
ions, made too free use of the Aethir, 
hoping- in their turn to subjugate the 

l'aces of the \Vest. Because of the 
vibrations set up in their labors, they 
made easy passage from Aerth to 
Moun. And on the dark side of the 
Moun dwelt a race of fiends, soulless, 
beyond the pale of the Infinite Mercy, 
who moved about to keep the :Moun 's 
bulle always between them and the 
hated light of the Sun. These had 
ever hated Aerth and its dwellers, for 
once they had inhabited that fair 
planet, until they became too wicked, 
and they, and the l\:loun, broken from 
its parent .Acrth by Almighty wrath, 
had hcen set apart in the sea of space. 
The :Moun, although circling ever 
about its parent planet, revolved 
never on an axis, so had one side 
turned ever toward Aerth ; and these 
Lords of the Dark Face, in their 
eon-old hate, saw chance, at long 
last, to regain their lost world, upon 
which they looked with envy when the 
lunar phases brought them during the 
dark of the Moun to the side facing 
Aerth. In their Selenion globes they 
invaded Aerth, availing themselves 
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of the openings the 1\fongulions had 
umvittingly established. 

Aided by these unholy powers of 
evil, the Mongulions had dominated, 
even as they had planned, all other 
races, reduced them to conditions of 
abject servitude, and were, in turn, 
subjugated by the Lords of the Dark 
Face, through sheer wi11-energy alone. 

So, reduced to conditions wherein 
they were less than beasts, the Aerth
ons had remained, prey to their fiend
ish conquerors, subjected to such 
treatments as even no,v, while I write, 
sicken my soul within me to think of, 
and are unfit to describe-for why 
afflict clean minds with unnecessary 
corruptions 1 

Only those who have heard that 
Aerthon 's story can conceive of what 
bad, for ages, tal{en place in the 
ghastly orgies of the J .. unarions-and 
we who did hear will ne,·er again be 
quite the same as we were before our 
ears were thus polluted. 

So utterly abhorrent were condi
tions on Aerth that our Supreme 
Council decreed that such must be 
abolished at any cost. Not the planet, 
but the state of affairs prevailing. 
For they feared that the very Aetbir 
would become putrescent, and moral 
degeneracy reach eventually to every 
planet of the Universal Chain ! 

But that, again, involved every 
planet in the matter. So they, the 
council, sent out invitation to all 
other planets for conference. Then 
came delegates from them all. They 
talked, discussed, debated, consulted 
-and that was all. 

Hul Jok, the practical, violated in
terplanetary etiquette, :finally. 

' ' Talk ! ' '  he shouted, rising from 
where he sat with the other Venhe
zians. ' 'What does talk do f We be 
no nearer than when we started. 
Since none can offer helpful sugges
tion, hear me ! I am War Prince of 
V enhez, not a sage, but I say that 
Ron Ti, if allowed sufficient time, can 
find that which will slay these Luna-

rions-all of their evil brood, and that 
is what is needed ! Leave this matter 
to us of Venhez ! ' '  

A gravely genial delegate from 
Jopitar rose in his place. 

' '  Oh, you of V cnhez, ' '  he said in 
his stately, courtly speech, ' ' your 
War Prince has spoken well ! Since 
Ron Ti is acknowledged greatest of 
inventors on any wo·rld, he has but 
to demand, and if we of Jopitar can 
place aught at his disposal to further 
his investigations, he has but to com
municate with us, and what we have 
is at his disposal ! ' '  

One by one1 delegates from all the 
planets confirmed the Jopitarian's 
proffer, repeating it for those whom 
they represented. And one delegate, 
a huge, red-hued, blue-eyed being, 
went even farther, for, springing to 
his feet, he thundered : 

" But if there is to be actual af
fray, we of Mharz demand tl1at we 
participate ! ' '  

Hul Jok strode for\vard and 
slapped the Mharzion on the shoulder. 

' '  Aho ! ' '  he laughed. ' ' One after 
my own heart ! Brother, it is in my 
mind that crafts and fighters from all 
the planets will be needed before this 
matter is ended ! ' '  

IT SEEMS cruel, I know, but what else 
was there to do ? From then on, 

that captive Lunarion was subjected 
to strange, some of them frightful, 
tests. Poisons and acids Vir Dax 
found had no effect upon him. Cut. 
ting instruments hurt, but failed to 
injure permanently. Already we 
knew that the Blastors-deadliest 
weapons known to any planet-were 
ineffective. 

Ron Ti was at his wits' end ! Two 
of our Venhezian years passed, and 
all to no progress. Then a girl solved 
for him the one problem be was be
ginning to despair of ever solving for 
himself. 

He had a love-who of all Venbez 
has not 1�and she, entering fully into 
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his ideals and ambitions with that 
sweetly sympathetic understanding 
none but a maid of V enhez can be
stow, had free access at all times to 
his worltshop, w1lCrein he toiled and 
studied for planetary benefit . 

.And .she, one day seeing his distress 
at bafflement in his researches, saying 
naught, withdrew, returning shortly 
bearing in her arms her chiefest 
tre<.1.sure, an instrument of many 
strings from which she proceeded to 
draw sweet strains of music, hoping 
thus to soothe his perturbed mind. 

There came a wondrously sweet 
strain recurring in her melody, and 
the first time it sounded, the Luna
rion winced. Repetition of that strain 
made him howl! And realization 
came to Ron Ti in one blinding flash 
of lightlikt: clarity. 

' ' Harmony ! ' '  he shouted, rejoicing. 
" The blob-thing is discordant in its 
essential nature ! ' '  

Never a maid of all Venhez was so 
proud just then as that love-girl of 
Ron Ti 's. She had, at least, produced 
some sort of impression on the fiend, 
made it suffer grievously. So over 
and over she played that selfsame 
strain, and, ere many minutes had 
passed, the Lunarion fell prone, 
writhing in anguish, howling like a 
thing demented. 

' ' Enough, Alu Rai, ' '  Ron bade her 
after watching the captive's misery 
for a space. ' ' You have rendered the 
universe a service ! Now depart, for 
I would think. Herein lies the secret 
of the weapon which will purge an 
afflicted world of its wo ! " 

JT wAS a mighty fleet which started 
for Aerth on that never-to-be-for

gotten expedition <Yf rescue and re
prisal. Practically speaking, all the 
craft were of similar appearance, for 
the Aethir-Torps had long been con
ceded to be the most efficient type for 
inter-spatial voyaging. Even the 
Aerthons had used them before they 
were subjugated, and Jon the Aer-
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thon stated that the Lunarions them
selves had a large fleet of them 
housed away in readiness against the 
<lay when they might desire to win 
to other worlds. But� he likewise told 
us until the Lunarions had exhausted � . 
• \.crth 

�
s resources� they would remam 

r here� and for Acrthly voyaging in 
air their Selenion globes were more 
satisfactory to them� moved by will· 
force as they were� than the great 
Aethir·Torps which were managed by 
purely mechanical methods. 

Naturally� the Aethir-Torps from 
the different planets varied slightly, 
us� for example� those of Venhez had 
t he conning towers cylindrical in 
shape, and placed midway from nose 
to stern ; the noses sharply pointed, 
sterns tapering to half the size of the 
"reatest diameter-that of the waist �f the craft ; our Ak-Blastors were 
long, slender, copper-plated. The 
Aethir-Torps from Mharz were lurid 
red in c.olor ; blunt of nose ; rounded 
as to sterns ; with short, thick Ak
Blastors ; and their conning towers 
were well forward of the middle;  oc
tagonal in shape. But why amplify f 
Surely the Aethir-Torps of each 
planet are familiar to the dwellers 
of all the other planets. 

And� of course, each craft bore the 
symbol of its home-world. The Mhar� 
zions bore the Looped Dart in gold, 
e�en as we of Venhez painted upon 
the nose of ours the Looped Cross
but the symbols of the worlds are too 
well known to require description. 

Ron Ti and H ul J ok had full au
thority over the entire squadron, al
though the war-commanders from all 
the worlds fully understood the care
fu1ly laid plans of aggression. And 
all the Aethir·Torps� in addition to 
the Ak-Blastors, now mounted before 
their conning towers a new device 
consisting of a large tube, much like 
an enormous houtar, terminating at 
the snout·end in five smaller tubes. 

IT WAS black night when Aerth 
was reached. And it was not un

til the sickly, wan daylight broke that 
actual operations commenced. 

Spreading out, we quartered the air 
until the great oval flat showed plain. 
It was our good luck that it was our 
own craft which was the first to come 
above it and, as we identified it, Hul 
Jok 's eyes glowed in wrathful joy
if such emotion may be thus contra
dictorily described. He caught Ron 
Ti 's eye and nodded. 

RA>n Ti, obeying, threw over a lever. 
A most dreadful and terrific din 
shook the air with its uproar. From 
afar to the northward came a similar 
bellowing howl. Then from the east
ward the same sound reached our 
ears, being replied to, a moment or so 
later, by the signal from the distant 
west. And from the southward came 
the answering racket, and we knew 
that all Aerth 's surface was under 
surveillance of one or more of the 
Aethir·Torps comprizing the Expedi
tionary Fleet. 

Slowly, deliberately, we began 
circling above that infernal o-.oid val
ley. But after that one hideous, bel
lowing howl, the tubelike arrange
ments before the conning towers 
changed their tones, and from them 
came the same wondrously sweet, 
heart·thrilling, soul-shaking strain of 
melody as that which Alu Rai, the 
love--maid of Ron Ti� had produeed to 
the exquisite torment of our captive 
Lunarion. 

Over aJ.ld over the strains were 
played, and still nothing happened. 
The idea was Ron Ti 's, and I began 
to wonder if in some manner he had 
miscalculated. Suppose it did not af. 
feet all the Lunarions alike ? In that 
case not only would the expedition 
be doomed to failure, but the name 
of Ron Ti would become subject fur 
many a jest on many a world ! And 
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we of Venhez must, perforce, walk 
with bowed heads l 

But Ron Ti was smiling, and Hul 
Jok 's fierce face bore an expression of 
confident, savage expectancy, and I
I waited, curious, hopeful still. 

So swiftly that we could barely see 
it, an iridescent globe spun through 
the air, rising diagonally from the 
cliff-base, shooting straight at our 
Aethir-Torp. A touch of Ron's hand, 
and the strain of music sounded even 
louder, clearer, sweeter. 

The globe, when within a quarter 
of a mile, shot straight upward, dis
charged a terrific, blinding flash of 
chain-lightning against our craft, fol
lowed it by a second and even more 
intense discharge-and still the sweet 
strain of harmony was all our reply. 

The globe swooped until it nearly 
touched us-and I slid forward the 
stud on the Ak-Blastor behind whi�h 
I stood ! 

The Lunarion bubble was not more 
than a hundred feet away at that in
stant, and, like a bubble, it vanished 
incontinently. As ever, for all that 
we could $hatter their Selenion 
Globes, those demoniacal Lunarions 
themselves we could not disintegrate, 
or so we deemed then, and I know that 
I said wrathful profanities in my im
potent disappointment. 

But Hul Jok grinned, and Ron Ti 
nodded reassuringly to me, saying 
consolingly : · 

" Wait ! "  
Well, I waited. What else could 

I do 1 But by this time the same game 
was going on all over the Aerth. 
Wherever the Lunarions had abode, 
the strains of melody were driving 
them into a frenzy of madness, and 
they came swarming forth in their 
globes, hurling lightning-flashes at 
our Aethir-Torps, which might not 
thus be destroyed. 

Yet, in a way, honors were even, 
for if they could not damage our 
Aethir-Torps, neither could we do 
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aught but blow their globes into noth
ingness, while they themselves did but 
nee through the air back to their 
Hbodes, unharmed by the vibrations 
from the Ak-Blastors. 

And in this manner, for three days 
and nights the futile warfare con
tinued, and by morning of the fourth 
day I doubt if there was left to the 
Lunarions a single Selenion Globe. At 
least, for two days and nights more, 
we none of us saw any. Yet, during 
those two days and nights, we contin
ually played that music over and over 
until all Aerth vibrated from the rep
etitional sound-waves. 

But on the next morning following, 
we had clear proof that the Lunarions 
had had a1l that they could endure of 
suffering. An Aethir-Torp, of a far 
uifferent model than any we were ac
quainted with, shot into air with in
eredible speed, and catching a craft 
of Satorn unawares, rammed it in 
mid-air, completely wrecking it-only 
to be shattered into dust in its turn 
by the Ak-Blastors of a Markhurian 
Aethir-Torp. The crew of the ill
fated craft we could not save, but 
they were amply avenged ere long. 

It happened that we witnessed this 
ramming, and Mor Ag shouted his 
surprize. 

• ' But that Aethir-Torp, despite its 
speed, is of ah age-old model," be af
firmed excitedly, and Hul Jok nodded 
agreement. 

' ' Our Lady of Love grant that 
their Ak-Blastors be of equally anti
quated model, ' '  he chortled. ' ' If they 
are, their vibrations are <Yf too long 
and too slow wave-lengths to affect 

·the modern Berulion metal of whlch 
we now build our fighting craft ! "  

And so it later proved to be. 

WE couLD very easily have shat
tered their old-model crafts, 

taking our own good time therefor, 
but to what avail f It would leave 

us the same old problem. The Luna
rions, with their levitational powers, 
would descend safely to the ground, 
and would still inhabit Aerth, over
running i t  like the evil vermin that 
they were. 

But the far-thinking brains of Ron 
Ti and Hul Jok had laid out a care
fully evolved plan, and aside from 
continuing to drive the Lunarions 
mad with the hated music and evad
ing further collisions with their 
Aethir-Torps (no light task, either, 
considering their speed) we of the 
expedition refrained from using our 
Ak-Blastors until the Lunarions must 
have come to the very conclusion our 
master-strategists desired them to 
reach eventually-that i n  some man
ner we had exhausted our vibratory 
charges. 

At last, one morning we were 
made the objects of a concerted 
attack. From all points came hurtling 
those old-style Aethir-Torps, and 
we-we fled from before them ! 
Finding that their oldr-model Ak· 
Blastors had little or no effect upon 
us, protected as we were by the 
Berulion plates, they fell back on 
their levin-bolts, and these they 
hurled incessantly, until they, as well 
as we, were well out of Aerth 's atmos
phere, and into the great Ocean of 
Aethireal Space. 

But ever we played that same mad
dening music, and i t  acted as power
ful incentive to hold them to the pur· 
suit, for they had lost all caution in 
their rage. And ever, as we :fled from 
before them, we laughed. 

And at last, some five million miles 
from Aerth 's surface, we turned 
upon them 1 

Stretched out in a long, curved 
line, we awaited their coming, and as 
they came within our range, every 
Aethir-Torp commenced whirling 
about as if on a transverse axis, pre
senting one moment the nose, next a 
side, then the stern, and again the 
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other side, and once more the stem or 
prow, in this manner giving play to 
all six Ak-Blastors-the forward one, 
the two on each side, and the one 
pointing to rearward. 

And the Lunarions, although here
tofore we might not injure them, \vere 
soon without protection, their Aethir
Torps shatter<'d, left exposed to the 
deadlv chill of outer space, and their 
forms� loose t.hongh they were in 
structure, �nbjectcd to the awful 
pressure of the inelastic .Aethir ! 

I t  comprcs.<;ccl their bodies as if 
the:.r lwd been density itself. And, 
having no defen�:c, they instinctively 
dre·w close to each other-and 
Aethiric prcssnrc uid all 1hat was 
necessary. 

They were jnm meu into a single 
mass, and tlc en. we played upon that 
with the Ak-Bl a.:.;tors unt il that mass. 
too, became ns not hin g !  

· 

Only irom that hhmk space where 
the fiends, the Lords of the Dark 
Face, had been, floated in all direc
tions a shower or swarm of dull red 
sparks, which, even as we watched, 
slowly flickered and burned out in the 
depths of Abysmal Night! 

RON TI bowed his head in reverence 
to that great Power which had 

permitted us to be the instruments of 
Its vengeance, signing in the air be
fore him the Looped Cross, symbol of 
Life. 

" A s  I suspected, " he said, gravely, 
' ' they were soulless. They had 
naught but form and vitality, mind 
and will-life of the lower order, non
enduring. The red sparks proved 
that-and even those have burned 
out, resolved back into the Sea of 
Undifferentiated Energy. Our work 
is ended. Let Aerth work out its own 
rehabilitation. That wondrous race 
of Aerthons will soon rear the 
foundations of an even greater civili
zation than their world has ever be
fore known. , 
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Drawings. $1.00. Partlculara Free. BALDA 
ART SERVICE, DEPT. 45. Oshkoa!i, Wla. 

Personal 
LO:-\ELY J.JTTLE "FLAPFJ!:R••, TIICED Lll'
lug alone, vei'Y wealthy. I dare you write. W. M. U. Club, Box 306, San Francisco, Cal. 

"FIND YOUR S\VI!lETDBART-There Sa some
one for you somewhere. Introductions confidential, vast membership. Emma Franz. tU 
!llontnna St., Chica�o." 

2!l0 N • .o\.1\fES, ADDRESSES, DESCRIPTIONS, 
1\l�to pictures lonesome men. women. Price 26c. 
Bo" 3317. Doaton, ·Ma.ss. 

1\IARRY f BIG DIRECTORY 'WJTB DESCRIP
tions and photos. maUed In plain wrapper for 
ten cents. Bonafide Co .• Dept. 73. lCansas City. 
:Missouri. 

SWEETHEARTS CLUB. STAl\IPED ENVEI.
ope for propotoal. The Lilly Club. Station JJ. 
Cleveland, Ohio. 

GET ACQUAINTED. EXCHANGE LETTJilRS. 
'Vrlte enclosing stamp. VIolet Ray. Dennison, 
Ohio. 

Miscellaneous 
A CO:MFORTABLB LIVING, BO&IK SHWJ;NG 
for us; any sewing machine; city, country, no 
canva.sslnc. Saud stamped addressed envelope. 
Home Industries Co., Blootntleld. New Jersc:,y. 

FREB BOOKLET, DOW TO DECO!\U: S'CC
cessful In Real Eatate. Macdonald Co·Opt'ro.llvc 
Realty, San Diego, California. 

REAL PHOTOS--GENUINE l1:NitETOVCBED 
Photos of Beautiful Models. The kind that aro 
In demand. Set of 12 for $1.00. 'VIbcw, Dox 
295. Mingo Junction, Ohio. 

ART OBJECTS, SPECIAL BOOKS, PICTURES. 
etc. Particulars free. Send no money. 0. W. 
Miller, 126 AK Church St.. New York. 

J;ARN MONeY 
_ . ". ""� AT HOM E 

you can earn $1 to $2 an hour in )'our apare 
time writinc abow carda.. No cau•aM· 

inc or aoficitiDB". Weinlltruct :you by our Dew 
aimple Diftct,ocTapb s,..tem, auppl:r you with 
work and pay you caab each week. Write toda)' for full particulan and free booklet. 

'WEST·ANCUS SHOW CARD SERVICE LIJIITtD .A.uthorlaecl Capital St,zso.ooo.oo 184 Colborne BullalnB'. Torc-nto, Can. 



192 WEIRD TALES 

' .  0 .  0 • •  0 0 4 • •  , 

WRITE FOR BOOK 
� . .. � - - ·--, ... ........ "' .. "' .......... ...., ... - ... 
=·· :::'i. ... "' ... ..::= � � � �n:ct__.t......s � to4u-y;-f\D BOOit aod-tree C...f'& ••· 
NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF PHOTOGRAPIIY Dept. 21, UJ West Uth St.. NEW YORK. N. y., 

NEWS-REPORTING 
SHORT-STORY WRITING 

PHOTOPLAY WRITING 
STAGE-PLAY WRITING 

A LITERARY CAREER 
through Expet"t Aniot&J>ce b y  Diatinguiahed Ao
thora, Editon and Newapapermen. Alto-

A MANUSCRIPT SAL,ES DEPARTMENT 
bandling the work of new and eatabliahed writera. 

We •uraatcc <lis_.! ef al aalaWe oterice 

PLOT CHART AND COPYRIGHT 1001: filE£ 
THE HARVARD COMPANY 
473 Montcornary St. S.n Franebco, Cal. 

50-50 
Fifty Stories for Fifty Cents 

THE SUNKEN LAND, by Ge� .W. 
Bayly 

Ata •et'll tGl• of Cl ftW .. t of grl4t tHH GUN toit.\ Aat. 11tiGI armed wit.\ .lfi4ftt ,.,.� 

THE PURPLE DEATH, by Edith Lyle 
Ragsdale 

Ia .,_r trildftC ifrl4srininge t/011 tDiR t10t � toAaC ki�Ucf U.... filM Mntil 0.. -Uaor .wvecsr. a to �  

I1'f THE WEIRD LIGHT, by Edwara 
Everett Wricht and Ralph Howarct 
Wright 

A Jacinating noveleCC. ca&ouC cm• toAo WCMtoo 
cfered t.\rOMglt. eM �om into � .. ere� 
••erne of ecart.\. 

TBE SIXTH TREE, b7 Editti l.ichtY. 
Stewart 

A tGJ. o/ lA• wrircfnt JU11 Uwal lfit. .., �l4Jtecl. 

IMPRISONED WITH TBE PHARAOHS, 
by Houdini 

Th• t11cuter m11gicicla I•U. Clft .,,. fnle 
.t.rv O/ "'- ocfnnturH m EIIJ/111. 

The above are a few of the smashing 
stories in this BIG ANNIVERSARY 
NUMBER of "Weird Tales." Altogether, 
there are fifty distinct features-Novels, 
Short Stories and Novelettes. This issue 
was the 1'924 May, June and July num· 
hers combined. We have a limit� num.· 
ber of them on hand, and whilo tho sup-
ply lasts, will mail one, postage pre· 
paid, tQ any addi:es8 for 

FIFTY CENTS 
- - - - - 'USB COUPON - - - - -

WEIRD TALES 
311 Baldwin Bldg'., 'Dept. A·6, 
Indianapolis, Ind. 

Enel08ed find 60c for COPJ' .of An1llvca.7 
Number. 

Name -----------

Address _______ ., _______ _ 

cttJ'----------- 8tat...>o:c,_ ___ _ 



Th11 superb l lO·nicco §Ct, with your own lnitl;.l on 
::.�;wm�t�·1J1�������t�������:. ���sfs��c:r:at coin 
12 Umnf'r Pl:ltl'l, 91 t; in. 1 Covcrt.'t.l Vl'J.:I!tablo 
12 Urcnkfa�t Plnu.·w. i' 1 in. Di�h (2 pic('C!) 
1:.! Soup Coupe:t, 7 '-' in. t U:.kcr. s; .. I ll . 
12 t'L·r�al Oi:othcs, 61( in. I NnpJ.Jic. �'1 in. 
12 Hr�ucJ ancl Butter 1 Sauc� Uo;1t 

Pl::ll<'l!l . 61,  in. 1 Snucc ilout St:lnd 
12 Fruit Uishcs, 5}:( in. 1 Howl 
I� <"UI>S I l:overed Su�:or !low I 
1:.! Sau.·f'rs (2 pi('CC!) 
l l',:uu:r. lJI( in. 1 (;rcnm\:r 
l l'IUltcr, 13�, in. 1 Pickle Dish 1 Bu:tcr Uish, 6!( in. 

Brings 1 1 0-Piece 1 8-Carat Coin Gold 
Decorated Dl N N ER SET 
It's ensy to r!et this superb l l O·piece 18-cur:\t 
coin gold-decorated Dinner Set with your own 
initial in beautiful colors on every piccc. Rend 
offer from H"rlmlln, the Largest Home Furnish
ing Concern in the World. Then send while 

IMPORT ANT!�'.�.����,"<� 
''\'t!r)' pU."C\! in lh1� e-.:c I • nb. ••IUt•·lt 
hOlt quah\y-no .. th(o·o•nd!l • • 1 h•· 
IW·r:tral t'tlln �old d<"\'l·ratiun ht 
s;uar;mtecd not to wnsh or went oil. 'lmrt H n •tnntbnl t.lr .. .,,,, u• · 
I ' 1tto·r-n. Hf'lll:u•o·uu.·nt J•h·t't' �>t rn:t y ,,. hl\tl u ( u • ft•r !I )' o· :lr14 1-:'ccllcmt 
I lC� HU! lu l·rf'VC"nl br�o:M ��.t:l' . 

l.largnin price holds good. and receive with it. nbsnlutely FREE. the 
benutiful26-pi�c<' Silverware Set, made exclusively for l l nrt mnn'a 

bv \V;\1. A. ROGERS. Limi ted. i nit ialed to match din nerware. Ju11t pin n dnllnr bi ll to the coupon below, nnd mnil todny. 

Newest and Finest i n  DINNERWARE, Blue 
and 18-Carat Coin Gold Richly D eco .. ra�t�e:;d��=::;:::::;:;;::::;����

=.;.
� 

Both Sets H aveY our Own Initial on Every Piece !J . . MA I L J 'l hc qualll }'.of thi• �ct . it� •llC>\\y whih· lu>trcun.l c ... ruratiu�a ust P rn a D ol la r B i l l  to Coupon - TOOAY curnp"lrc wuh the hm•!U. unvor1ed w:trc..•. Your own UHtl:al 1n ';-· 7:-':"':==--,---------------...,.....:.---��::.;.:..:..J. 
col"" on rwry ,ieee surrououl<;d by g�orgcou�ly culon·tl cleco- I HART MAN F URNITURE & C A RP ET CO. 
r·uum�. All handles cover·�l Wtth J ... .._.:lr:\t com t.:ultl. :\ncl C:'\rh Do pt. 7275 Chicago, I llino i s .------, 
prccc has lS·carat coin goiU border umJ rtch blu� follow baml. j• •·nrlo .,. �1. ��·nd t.he Punt ln t ttJI 

l l O·Piccc 18·Carou Coin Cold Oocorntcd YtuWaniHuc 
F R E E  INITIALEO SILVERWARE SET TO MATCH Dioocr Set No. 322GMA18, Procc> 539.98. 

MADE BY WM. A. ROCE�S, Limited lnnd wnh h. �IJ,· ;.!ti· l'•"''""' Sil\·l'twar,• :-'..t , ub , .... 
Only $1 w1th cnupon brin�� compiL•Lc l tll·piccc �(,.'l uud with it ���.\�o����·�·�·�•ll ;;•;,•,)t�l::�ftu':',J:�;:�:����·

t
t�.!:;.�"r ._ ___ ....J 

J•HI�I�. the �·�·r•i· ·cc initiall�· �ilvt.:rwnr..:: SL·l. I r nul ·:\tisticd I nm (I') h!t\'t• :J I d:n �· rr ... ·t• tn .• l. I( •!\ti!Oiit•tl. 1 \\ill 14�·nd \ I $.1 nCh•r :lf) fl:t\':4' trial, return b•)th .s\'ls untl we refund yuur �1 nnd I ': •nthly •wttl totl1 1 rt···· t·f l>111nt•r � .. ·t. ! �·· · �. ,,. I·�•· I. \\ •II t 
fl�)' tran�purtattnn ch�rg•�� both ways. f?thcrwisc, t:altc nc!'rly :. ·:,�.���.��� ·;', ;, :,·�,':TI {'..�,1r�; r�;;(J/;:.�·h,',� ·�·�:i' ..;�;� r �.·,· !1 /'�· a year to p;ty bf\lancc due on l l O·ptccc set only u ht.tlc 1 rr ... 111:cl 1 "ill 1 1, 11 ..... ,f,. t. ... ·k , •• 1•l ' ". ' .... ,u n.1u1 o1 utr 11 
C\'cry month. Sal\•t·rw:arc i:J Cree. State initial wantt.:d. .m.l uay ir..�nsL..,.rt .. uvu d�.ah:u llvth ''·')d 
Order by No. 322CMA18. 
Bargain Prlco of 1 10·P•cco Dinner Sot, 539.98. I N:'lmc ................... • •  ·····-··-·· ··· ·· · ·· ······ ·· ········ 
$1 with Order .. $4 Monthly. Silverware Set is FREE. IL F. D . . B•)X Nn. HARTMAN FURNITURE & CARPET CO. , .. r st r,·· • .... , :-. .... . .......... .. .. 

Dept. 7275 :;�•;,�·��;�·},';· ,�� Chicago, Ill. . . 
Tho L.:UilOS t Homo Furnishing Con corn In tho World I 1 0" n........ • • • · 




